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ADVERTISEMENT. 

XO  the  Public^  and  to  his  poetical  CorrespondentB^ 
the  Editor  begs  leave  to  return  his  sincere  thanks 
for  their  support^  and  to  express  his  hopes  that  he 
shall  in  future  be  favoured  with  as  large  a  portion  of 
It  as  he  has  hitherto  been. 

In  order  to  bring  up  the  arrear  of  the  Poetical 
R^ister^  the  years  1810  and  1811  will  be  com- 
prised in  the  eighth  volume^  which  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  course  of  the  ensuing  May.  As  the 
time  fixed  for  the  publication  is  so  near  at  haiid^ 
the  Editor  earnestly  requests  his  Correspondents  to 
send  him  their  commiuiications  as  earli/  as  possible, 
addressed  to  him^  to  the  care  of  Messrs.  Kivingtons. 
He  will  likewise  thank  them  to  write  '^  Fugitive/' 
on  such  poems  as  have  before  appeared  in  print ; 
and  to  retain  copies  of  their  compositions^  as,  in 
consequence  oji  the  immense  number  of  pieces  which 
he  receives^  he  caimot  undertake  to  return  to  their 
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authors^  or  specify  in  prints  those  which  lie  is  under 
the  disagreeable  necessity  of  rejecting.  At  the  same 
time^  he  must  inform  his  correspondents^that  the  non- 
appearance of  a  piece^  in  the  volume  for  which  it 
mas  sent^  is  not  always  to  be  considered  as  a  sen-^ 
tence  of  exclusion.  Want  of  room^  and  the  desire 
of  giving  variety  to  his  work^  frequently  oblige  hini 
to  postpone  the  insertion  of  poems  which  posses^ 
fL  large  share  of  merit. 
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ERRATA. 

P.    10,  line  16,  for  Cot  read  Jot 

160,  ft  dele  the  senuGolon,  wliicb,  in  a  few  copiai*  is  to 

be  found  in  the  middle  of  the  line 
166,  If  frr  oaght«  rt^  aaght 

SS9,  "  iips  and  Eyes,'*  was  sent  to  the  I'rinter  bj* 

mistake.    It  is,  if  I  remember  right,  a  poem  of 

Carew's. 
5S9f  5b  for  How  read  Flow. 
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ORIGINAL  POETRY. 


THE  HAMPSHIRE  COTTAGERS, 

A  TALE, 

BT    MISS   MITFORD. 


How  lovely  o'er  thy  vallics  gay. 

Sweet  Hampshire  spreads  the  verdure  mild ! 
How  brightly  shines  tne  morning  ray 

That  quivers  on  th^  woodlands  wild ! 

Eden  of  England !  thou  art  fair ! 

Thine  is  each  soft  and  awful  grace ! 
A  Claude  might  catch  his  beauty  there. 

Or  wild  Salvator^s  grandeur  trace. 

And  there  beneath  **  Ytene'3  oaks/' 
Where  darkly  spreads  the  forest  gloom 

That  echoes  to  the  woodman^s  strokes, 
The  blushing  rose  delights  to  bloom. 

Fair  are  thy  viila3,  fairer  still 

The  cots  that  skirt  the  green  wood  side ; 
fVhere  some  lone,  shallow,  babbling  rill 

Pours  though  the  vale  it«>  silver  tide. 
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^nd  foirest  of  the  cottage  train 

That  decks  fair  Hampshire's  vallies  gtff^ 
Of  clusteriog  Tine  and  jasmine  vain. 

Rose  the  sweet  home  of  Gerard  Grey« 

All  smifd  withottt  the  lovely  cot» 
And  all  wrthin  of  comlbrt  spoke ; 

The  happy  peasants  blest  their  lot. 
And  doubly  blest  the  nuptial  yoke.! 

Those  walls  had  witnessed  Gerard's  birtk; 

And  witness'd  thirty  years  of  bliss, 
Since  she  whom  best  he  k>ved  on  earth, 

Blush'd  whilst  he  gave  the  bridal  ki«s« 

One  only  daughter  blest  the  pak  ;rr 
On  the  lone  shrub  one  rose  bud  beamM 

Needs  H  to  say  how  sweet,  how  fair, 
How  pure,  this  living  blossom  seemM  ^ 

But  not  the  parent's  eye  alone 

Dwelt  on  that  flower  without  a  stain ; 

For  through  the  village  world  was  knowD 
The  beauty  and  the  worth  of  Jane, 

To  win  her  heart,  with  rustic  wile 
Full  many  a  sfmple  peasant  strove. 

She  gave  to  all  a  grateful  smile. 
But  William  gained  the  bhieh  of  love. 

A  friendless  orphan  was  the  youth ; 

But  industry,  and  strength,  and  healthy 
Unblemished  virtue,  spotkss  truth. 

And  faithful  love,  were  William's  wealth* 

They  both  were  young  ;  but  "  yc  shall  wed/' 

Joyous,  the  happy  father  cried, 
•*  Together  will  we  seek  our  breads 

^'  And  work  for  Jane  our  mutual  pride ! 
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^  How  blest  will  be  tike  day,  to  see 
**  Your  lovely  babes  around  you  diDgt 

^'  Hang  fondly  on  their  mother's  knee^ 
**  Or  infant  carols  gaily  sing  I 

^*  Yes  ye  shall  Wed  !  soon  June  will  come 
— **  Blest  witness  of  our  nuptial  vows ! 

^  Then  shall  my  cot  be  William's  home; 
**  My  blooming  Jane  be  William's  spossew** 

Oh !  gaily  past  &tr  April's  day, 
'Mid  wat  ry  suns«  and  balmy  showers ! 

Now  in  the  pride  of  early  May 
Each  meadow  beams  with  dewy  flowers. 

And  Jane  more  fair,  more  sweet  than  they. 
Trips  lightly  through  the  verdant  bowers* 

To  meet  her  William  flies  the  maid, 
William,  for  thrte  long  days  unseen ! 

A  truant  from  his  native  shade, 
To  Milbrook  fair  the  youth  had  been. 

He  comes, — but,  oh  !  how  changed  his  air ! 

How  gloomy  his  o'erclouded  brow ! 
To  his  sad  breast  be  clasps  the  fair, 

Then  filtering  tells  his  tale  of  woe* 

Too  sad,  too  common  is  the  tale  I 
By  heat,  fittiguo  and  mirth  o'ercome; 

Whilst  qua£$ng  the  inspiring  ale. 
He  hears  the  spiritrstirring  drum. 

The  sergeant's  artfol  talc  be  hears ; 

The  fetal  oaths,  are  quickly  ta'en ; — 
<^  And  soon, — ah  I  cease  those  fruitless  tears ! 

^*  Must  William  leafe  thee,  gentle  Jane." 


1  liittv  not  tell  the  mournful  scene 

When  William  left  her  clasping  arm$| — '. 

Ye  that  have  loved  and  parted  been. 
Ah !  well  ye  know  her  fond  alarms  ! 

I  may  not  tell  what  anguish  rent 
Her  hearty  when  with  the  martial  train 

To  injured  Lusitanta  sent, 

He  sailed  upon  the  distant. main* 

Oh  !  drooping  was  that  lovely  flower 
That  bloomed  so  fair  in  April's  ray  I 

Sad  and  alone  the-  weary  hour. 
She  wept  for  William  far  away. 

And  oft  yon  tow'ring  hill  she  seeks^ 

To  gaze  upon  the  misty  line 
That  faintly  the  horizon  streaks^ 

And  marks  where  land  and  ocean  join. 

There  would  she  sif^  and  muse  and  weep. 
Dwell  on  the  light  bark's  shadowy  form. 

And  as  the  evening  breezes  .sweep, 

Would  shudder  at  th'  approaahing  storm. 

But  youth  and  health  are  buoyant  stilly 
Soon  hope  displayed  her  visions  say ; 

As  on  the  snow-crown'd  Alpine  hill 
The  wintry  suns  resplendent  play, 

So  bright  the  lovely  dreams  distill  I 

So  transitory  fade  away  I  * 

Again  her  dimpled  smiles  arise. 

Her  mild  eyes  beam,  her  roses  bloom— * 
Ah !  fatal  are  those  love*fraught  eyes ! 

Gay  witching  smiles  y6  seal  her  doom! 


For  Fitzroy  iaw^     Detested  natiie ! 

Follow'd  by  curses  low  and  deep  ; 
He  boasts  the  fell  seducer's  fame. 

Through  him  unnumber'd  wretches  weepi 
Or,  happier  thus  to  hide  their  shame, 

Low  in  the  grave  his  victims  sleep. 

He  saw  hex  fair;  and  soon  his  darts 
Assiduous  the  destroyer  proves.— 

What  can  avail  his  thousand  arts  i 

What  shaft  can  pierce  a  heart  that  lovei  ? 

But  nearer,  dearer  sorrows  press  t 

Fell  poverty's  maligiiant  train. 
Disease,  and  anguish,  and  distress, 

At  once  overwhelm  the  drooping  Jane. 

No  longer  in  his  sinewy  hands. 

Her  aged  Father  holds  the  plough  ; 

Her  Mother's  wheel  all  useless  stands ; 
And  Cherry  dies ;  their  only  cow  I 

The  rent  day  comes ;  and  many  a  pang 
Pierces  the  heart  of  Gerard  Grey  ; 

Till  seized  by  sickness'  iron  fang, 
Gerard  had  still  been  first  to  pay. 

But  now  he  from  his  home  must  go,** 
The  chcrish'd  home  of  sixty  years  I— 

And  in  the  dread  abode  of  woe, 

The  workhouse  1  close  his  days  in  tears. 

Poor  hapless  Jane !  Still  Fitzroy  prest, 
And  offer'd  stores  of  glitt'ring  gold ; 

But  faithful  still  that  gentle  breast. 
To  every  love  but  William's  cold. 
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She  wept  her  parents'  wretcked  fate, 

Bm  still  a  ling'ring  hope  arose ; 
That  her  own  William,  rich  and  great 

Would  comei  and  banish  all  their  woes. 

Toiling  and  weeping,  hoping  still. 

The  dreary  hours  slow  glided  by ; 
When  lo !  (the  messenger  of  ill !) 

A  Soldier  met  her  eager  eye. 

He  askM  her  name,  she  answer'd  not. 

But,  *<  Where  is  William  Y'  breathless  said,|«-T 

His  dreadful  errand  soon  she  cai^ght^— 7 
That  William,  so  belor^dj)  was  deijid  I— « 

'Vails  not  to  tell  Corunna's  day. 

When  Britain's  sons  the  war-tide  stem, 

Scatter  their  foes  like  ocean  spray. 
But  mourn,  alas !  their  purest  gem : 

For  ever  shorn  the  brightest  ray 
That  shone  in  valour's  diadem  !— 

Then  William  fell ;  and,  ere  he  died;^ 
Gave  to  his  faithful  comrade's  care. 

The  ring  he  destin'd  for  his  bride. 
And  a  bright  ringlet  of  her  hair* 

'*  And  ere  he  died,  he  bade  him  say 
**  No  pang  had  he  in  that  dread  pight, 

^  Save  for  that  sweet  one  far  away,"* 
*^  More  dear  than  health,  or  life,  or  light ! 
For  her  my  parting  breath  shall  pray, 
^*  And  tve  shall  meet  in  regions  blight  I** 
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She  8in1c3  subdued ;  but  not  in  deaths 
Though  cold  and  pale  as  death  she  lias  $ 

Again  revives  her  quiv'ring  breath  ! 
Again  she  opes  her  weary  eyes ! 

To  life»  to  misery,  she  wakes ! 

A  heavy  sense  of  endless  woe  ! 
Her  frame  with  trembling  chillness  shakes ; 

Or  burns  with  wildly  fevered  glow. 

She  names  not  Him  ibr  ever  gone  ! 

Her  tears  are  dried  9nd  bush'd  ber  sighs  $ 
Her  cojd  hieart  seems  transform'd  to  stone ; 

But  lightening  ftashes  from  her  eyes> 
And  in  her  wild  and  hollow  tone. 

Despair  and  nsadness  seem  to  rise* 

O'erdouded  was  that  reason  bright, 
That  mental  vision  pore  and  clear, 

QuenchM  that  mild  ray  of  heavenly  lights 
Strong  to  direct,  and  warm  to  chear. 

Rose  to  her  eyes  that  blood-stain'd  beach, 
Where  William's  corse  unburied  lay ; 

Jlung  in  her  ears  the  dismal  screech 
Of  vulturies,  hovering  o'er  their  prey. 

ph  !  is  there  none  to  speak  of  peace, 
To  calm  that  brain  to  frenzy  driven  ? 

Bid  that  dtspaiiing  anguish  cease. 
And  gently  guide  her  thonghts  to  Heaven  f 

Heart-broken,  hopeless  of  relief^ 
Her  Parental  bitter  sorrows  flow ; 

Not  William's  deatk  their  only  grief. 
To  morrow  from  their  home  they  go* 
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Warm  from  the  heart,  ber  mother's  tears 
Bathe  Jatie's  cold  breast  and  icy  dieek  ; 

The  sad  appeal  bet:  bosom  heai^y 
In  fondness  strong,  in  reilson  weak* 

Gone  is  that  guiding  ray  divine. 
Unheard  Religibh's  heaVenly  call, 

IVit,  vktue,  sense,  no  more  ye  shine ! 
But  filial  love  survives  ye  all ! 

Again  the  Tempter  comes ;  nor  vain 
His  offer'd  love,  his  lavishM  gold ; 

'^  Give,  to  my  parents  wealth,  and  Jane 
**  Shall  Fitzroy  find  no  longer  cold/ 

He  came,  but  fied  ere  morning  tay ; 

At  noon  again  he  sought  the'  cot,— ^^ 
There  Jane  a  self*slain  victimjlay, 

For  ever  closed  her  hapless  .Coi^ 

O  God  I  in  thine  eternal  day  . 

May  Merc/s  tears  the  record  blot ! 
Her  virtues  shine  in  bright  array ! 

Her  Errors  aiid  her  end  forgot ! 


TO  A  LADY> 

WHO  ASKED  THE  AUTHOR  IF  HE  COULD 

REALLY  LOVEi 

» 

Do  you  ask  me,  sweet  maid,  can  I  love? 

And  seek  you  a  certain  token  ? 
Ah !  Time  will  the  doubt  soon  remove. 

When  my  sad  heart  is  broken ! 
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THE  VALENTINE  WREATH. 

BY    MR*  MOKTOOMERT. 


Rosy  red  the  hills  appear 

With  the  tight  df  morning. 

Beauteous  clouds,  in  aether  clear. 

All  the  East  adorning ; 

White  thro'  mist  the  meadows  shine ; 

Wake^  my  Love,  my  Valentine  I 

For  thy  locks  of  raven  hue. 
Flowers  with  hoar  frost  pearly. 
Crocus-cups  of  gold  and  blue, 
Snow-drops  drooping  early,    , 
With  Mezereon-sprigs  combine  ; 
Rise,  ray  Love,  my  Valentine  ! 

O'er  the  margin  of  tbe  flood, 
Pluck  the  Daisy  peeping ; 
Thro'  the  covert  of  the  wood| 
Hunt  the  sorrel  creeping ; 
With  the  little  Celandine, 
Crown  my  L.ove,  my  Valentine* 

Pansies,  on  their  lowly  stems. 
Scattered  o'er  the  fallows ; 
Hazel-buds  with  crimson  gems, 
Green  and  glossy  sallows. 
Tufted  moss  and  ivy-twine. 
Deck  my  Love,  my  Valentine. 
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Few  and  simple  flow'rets  these  % 
Yet  to  me  less  glorious 
Garden-beds  and  orchard-trees  \ 
Since  this  wreath  victorious 
Binds  you  now  for  ever  mine, 
O  my  Love,  my  Valentine* 

Sh^Ut,  February,  1811. 


60NG. 


When  for  beneath  the  western  wave  the  orb  of  day's 

descended,  [spreads. 

And  Twilight  o'er  the  tir^d  earth  her  dewy  mantle 

And  all  the  birds,  saTe  Philomel,  their  warbkd  strains 

have  ended,  O^^fy  hods ; 

And,  lull'd  by  whispering  zephyr,  sleep  within  their 

I  fly  the  sound  of  human  voice,  the  sight  of  humai) 

dwelling, 

A  melancholy  wanderer,  to  rove  the  woods  along. 

And  there,  while  tears  my  eyes  overflow,  while  grief 

gny  heart  is  swelling,  [ful  song. 

I  break  the  silcace  of  the  night  by  many  a  mourn- 

O !  ask  you,  why  alone  I  rove  ?  why  ceaselessly  I  lan- 
guish ?  [me  wander  so ; 
'Tis  Love  that  saddens  all  my  thoughts,  that  bids 
But  who  the  maid,  whose  magic  power  has  fill'd  my 
soul  with  anguish,  [know. 
No  mortal  ear  has  ever  heard,  no  mortal  ear  must 

&•  A.  DAVEK^ORT. 
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PROLOGUE 


»  ike  Tragedy  qfDovglas^  n»  fetformed  hw  wme  ymm^. 
Gentlemen  and  Ladia  at  John  Barker  Ckurekf  BtfJi 
in  SackvUk-street,  in  179^.  '  Spoken  bjf  Mr.  PMr> 
Church. 


IT  MR*  SCHOBK. 
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WniLK  Christmas  blithe  dcfes  the  piercing  gule^ 

With  social  banquet,  and  with  jocuiid  tale. 

And,  decking  with  a  laugh  his  ruddy  brow. 

Lights  his  brisk  fagot  'midst  a  waste  of  snow  $ 

While  Siddons  mourns  her  perishing;  command^ 

As  her  sweet  magic  yields  to  Mago's  wand, 

And  wondering  Harlequin  frisks  round,  and  feels 

Great  Shakspeare's  head  outbalanced  by  his  hecb-^ 

Bold  is  the  task  your  bosoms  to  assail 

With  artless  efforts,  and  a  simple  tale ; 

To  wake  the  sigh  for  scenes  of  mimic  woe. 

To  bid  the  tear  for  fancied  sorrows  flow ; 

No  gesture  known,  but  those  which  Nature  taught; 

No  laBour'd  skill,  to  point  the  pregnant  thought ; 

New  to  the  smother'd  tone  of  stifling  grief. 

The  sudden  burst  of  woe  which  brings  relief. 

The  speaking  pause,  nice  break,  or  ^ntic  starty 

And  all  ike  player's  well  enveiop'd  art. 
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Bold  is  the  task  !  yet,  should  one  tear  from  you 
Young  Norval's  solitary  grave  bedew, 
Well  shall  we  deem  those  labours  crown'd,  which  strove 
To  blend  instruction  with  the  task  we  love ; 
For  not  in  vain  awakes  the  bosom's  fire, 
Which  glows  responsive  to  the  poet's  lyre : 
This  trifling  scene  some  energy  may  wake, 
Whose  power,  matured,  the  realms  of  Vice  shall  sfiake : 
Some  little  spark  perchance,  emitted  hence. 
May  thaw  the  stream  of  frozen  eloquence, 
Unbind  the  tongue,  whose  fetters  have  consigned 
To  barren  silence  many  a  gifted  mind ; 
The  ponderous  thought,  to  life  anil  vigour  wanp, 
Give  to  the  strong  conception  vivid  form ; 
Or  bid  that  elemental  ardour  glow, 
Which,  playing  round  the  patriot's  awful  bipiqr, 
Bursts  in  the  thunder  of  the  stern  debate, 
Tu  crush  the  slave  of  faction  or  of  state.-* 
Oh !  let  your  censures  bow  to  views  like  these ; 
And  all  the  critic — to  oiir  wish  to  please  I 


EPILOGUE 

8P0KEK   BT   MISS  CHURCH. 


Tis  the  custom,  Vm  told,  at  the  end  of  the  play. 
With  voice  tun*d  to  mirth,  and  with  aspect  all  gay. 
Your  woe-stricken  hearts  of  their  cares  to  beguile^ 
And  relieve  all  your  sorrows,  at  once  by  a  smile. 


id 

Just  DOW,  as  I  hinted  at  this,  you've  no  notion 
In  the  green-room  hoyf  qpipkly  I  rais'd  a  commotion  ; 
For  the  men  were  all  kopeSj  and  the  ladi^  MfearSf 
That  our  stage  would  be  drown'd  in  a  deluge  of  tears  ; 
And,  though  great  were  the  fears  of  the  ladies — by  thenn; 
1  was  chid  for  proposling  the  torrent  to  stem ; 
For  their  terror^  it  seems,  was  as  anxious  for  scop^ 
And  as  nice  to  the  full  as  the  gentlemen's  hope : 
And  so— as  1  found  it  high  time— -I  withdrew. 
And  escap*d,  by  good  luck,  with  my  cap  oUt  to  you. 
Well !  peace  to  them  all !  how  they  fretted  and  fumM  I 
Yet  did  they  but  know,  that  the  task  I  assum'd 
Was  so  far  from  my  heart ! — with  how  little  delight 
I  should  put  all  your  softer  sensatiot^s  to  flight ! 
Check  the  tear,  which  the  torpor  of  fashion  defies. 
New  lustre  to  lend  to  the  brightest  of  eyes ! 
Or  strive  to  repress,  when  the  pulse,  beating  low, 
Attends  on  the  pomp  of  a  story  of  woe. 
The  sigh  which'  the  sorrows  of  others  impart 
To  ennoble  our  nature,  and  better  the  heart  I— 
Did  they  know  but  all  this ! — they  would  soon  be  at  rest^ 
And  conquer  their  dread  of  a  perilous  jest* 
But  soft — for  methinks,  as  I  chatter,  I  trace 
A  sly  kind  of  questioning  smile  on  each  face. 
Just  seeming  to  say,  **  If  all  this  is  so  true, 
**  And  the  task  you  assumed  has  no  pleasure  for  you ; 
**  What  planet,  divcrg'd  from  its  regular  sphere, 
'*  Vouchsafes  us  the  honour  of  seeing  you  here  ?" 
Shall  1  own  ? — ^Tliat  enchanting  applause  which,  just 

now, 
Shed  the  sweetest  reward  on  the  finishing  bow, 
Wirh  iiuch  winning  charms  has  invaded  ray  breast, 
'khui  I  die -to  come  in,  for  my  share,  with  the  rest. 
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THE  TELLOGRAPH 


Mark  ! '  whilst  with  bloody  banners  wicle  unfutrd 
Infuriate  discord  ravages  the  world, 
IVhere  yon  basaltic  coasts  remote  appeal 
Sudden  she  pauses  in  her  dread  career. 
Starts  at  the  wondVous  forms  that  guard  the  shore 
And  shrinks  with  terror  never  felt  before : 
High  on  Hibemia's  coasts  four  giants  stand. 
Silent  with  arms  out-stretch'd  they  guard  the  land^ 
Now  black  the^  steml)r  frown  in  grim  attire. 
Now  white  their  glittering  helmets  glow  with  fire^ 
Now  to  the  east  their  giant  arms  extend, 
Now  to  the  west  in  airy  circles  bend. 
One  magic  eye  at  once  informs  them  all. 
With  oiMi  instinctive  voice  at  once  they  call ; 
Unheard  by  man,  unseen  by  mortal  eye. 
The  wiiiged  words  in  secret  silence  fly. 
Their  mystic  mandates  o'er  the  globe  they  roll. 
Their  spirit  fills,  their  sense  informs  the  whole. 
And  when  still  night  involves  the  world  in  shade^ 
And  takes  from  forms  the  robe  which  nature  made. 
Bright  darts  the  star  of  safety  through  the  skies. 
From  pole  to  pole  the  unerring  watch-fire  flies, 
Pleas'd  at  Hi  hernia's  arts  Britannia  smiles. 
And  closer  bands  unite  the  kindred  isles. 

K«  !«•  £• 

*  A  description  of  which  may  be  foond  in  the  second  volume 
ef  Nicholson's  Journal,  quarto  cditioD. 
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THoucarrs 

SUGGESTED  BY  THE  APPROACH  OF  A  REGIMENT 

6F  SOLiblEBS. 


Wrbv  I  b^it  the  gay  btigltf-nbtes  s6ilndilig  ftojai  &r. 
Or  the  clang  6f  the  tf  Ulnpet  froln  squadrons  ad* 
Vancfng; 
Wh«n  I  see  all  the  pOjpip  and  the  Ipldndot  of  warj 
In  the  banners  uat  wave  Und  the  plilmetf  that  ate 
dancing— 
When  the  sprightly  fife  ahd  dnini 
Nearer  still  add  nearcfr  cdme; 
Cymbals  mingling  clash  fmd  fing^ 

Beating  to  the  soldie/s  ttead, 
Swords  thilt  meteor  flashes  flings 
Gleaming  (/et  eilch  Horsemitn't  he^d-^ 
Hietiy  oh  then !  the  pride  of  story 
Memoty  bids  in  floods  to  roll  I 
Then  our  fathers'  deeds  of  gloty 
Fill  the  thought,  and  fire  the  sotil ! 
Swift  as  pass  the  tramping  lines. 

Fancy  glows,  and  panting  turns ; 
Distant  soon  the  pageant  shine!^^ 
Still  she  muses^  still  she  burnfr— 
-=-Harkl  that  roar-^the  rushing  fight ! 
Battling  armies  are  in  sight ! 
See!  'tis  Albion'^s  fire  that  glows! 
See !  'tis  Oallia  dares  Oppose  1-^ 
Sous  of  Albion,  Britons,  on ! 

Hurl  .your  ardour  on  the  foe!—* 
Rout  their  legions — joy !— >-'tis  done ! 
Sons  of  Aibion,  mercy  show ! 
yoL#  TXI.  c 
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-*Ceasey  cease,  my  flash'4  boaom,  these  dreams  of  th^ 

battle— 
O  canst  thou  see  joy  in  the  war-tempest's  rattle  t 
And  canst  thou  exult  in  the  ried  tide  that  flows 
With  the  blood  of  thy  brethren — or  e'en  of  thy  foes  ? 
Say^  sbould'st  thou  not  rather  with  awe^Testmiifd  bieatBy 
.Contemplate  in  tears  the  wiM  congress  (^  death ; 
Alk !  shouid^st  thou  not  weep  and  lament  to  the  cry  ^ 
Of  the  wounded  that  groan^  and  ibe  conqiuer'^d  that  die? 
Dreadful  warT  no  more  f  see 
l^omp  &nd  glory  wait  on  thee  t 
O  farl  the  proud  banners  that  float  e'er  the  plain, 
Nor  stain  the  green  turf  with  the  gore  of  the  slain  ; 
And  bare  not  the  steel  that  with  meteor*)ihe  raySy 
Athwart  the  bright  ether  all  dreadfu>ly  plays,    . 
For  mine  eye  can  no  longer  delight  iii  its.blaae. 
Ah  ng !  for  my  besom  bow  mournfully  swelb. 
With  the  woes  that  the  breeze  from  the  battle-fteld  telU-» 
It  tells  that  the  suu-bearos  all  brilliant  that  play'd 
On  the  plumes  and  the  spears  of  the  gay  caralcade  ^ 
Of  their  faulchions  and  helae  that  emblazo^'d  the  pride^ 
Shone  as  bright  on  the  arms  of  the  thousands  who  died — 
It  tells  that  those  beams  shone  as  clear  on  the  day. 
When  each  warrior  slept  on  his  death-bed  of  ctay ; 
And  it  sighs,  that  sad  breeze,  as  opprest  with  the  groans^ 
Which  the  voice  of  the  dying  had  mixl  with  its  moans. 
— Then  how  drear  came  the  night  e'er  the  late-swarming 
heath,  [breatk; 

While  the  grass  whistled  shrill  to  the  hollow  windV 
How  silent  save  that — ah,  how  solemn  and  still ! 
As  arose  the  pale  moon  from  the  forest-dark  hill : 
And  shrunk  not  the  beauteous  queen  of  the  night,» 
Ab!  shudder'd  she.not<at  yon  terrible  sight  ? 


} 
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AliCf !  far  the  H'ir  tMia  fh^  tdf-^AiAttft  WooS/ 
tier  fMtth  <^t  Ih6  j^laitl  tratekM  idUk  hortoi  and 

blodd; 
And  ^  loiie  iKefith  </er  ^bidh  hfer  gc^ft  lustre '\ 

ihe  shed,  [thal^  W^rfe  sfffead,  f 

OtHhly  gldUte'd  1»6I:  hef  rtfy^  b^Mft  Mm  tf  i^ins  r 
An  btoki^n  ittid  gtn^f  be^die  th«  c^otd  d^ad  2        j 
And  tor^  by  di^  hMrlh  6f  tdth  ^ttttkift  htiAe^ 
Hit  thitli^il  thM  liitatif  itcid  #hh  h6  W^  eome ; 
And  lOMg  ghiilLthKt  Widh  t6  e^  bd^ih  bd  d^r, 
Ab!  loiig  itt  daeh  €ye  itrtdl  it  combat  tbd  tekt^ 
Perbaps  that  same  night^when  beneath  th^  k^h  blast, 
Her  soldier  lay  Sti^ti'd^  atid  ehill  dtt  the  Waste, 
The  wife  woura  look  out  atnd  cohtiehip\fit&  the  sky-^ 
Sufvey  the  laild  moon-beam-^nd  mtk  with  a  si|^ 
Thiki  it  «hoM  on  his  tenf^ While  bfeWflkefulmi|^i  lay. 
Or  be  dreaming  of  her^  ftnd  his  hotbe  far  nway : 
"hien  ttirning  to  join  the  gay  ring  #oiind  the  fir^, 
She  would  smile  with  her  children  and  talk  of  their 

sire; 
If  she  wept  for  his  boldness^  or  told  of  his  might. 
Each  stripling  youth  glow'd  to   be  with  him  in 

fight ;  [would  burn^ 

While  with  fervour  more  mild  the  soft  daughter 
As  she  pictured  the  joy^  of  her  fether^s  return. 
Fond  maiden,  ah  no ! — thy  lov'd  father  no  more 
The  threshold  shall  tread  of  his  oWn  humble  door  ; 
Go,  comfort  thy  mother,  for  desolate  uoUr, 
A  lone  widow  is  she — and  an  orphan  art  thOu  ! 
And  oh !  with  what  anguish  your  bosoms  will  wail. 
When,  all  rudely  perchance,  ye  shall  hear  the  sad 

tale ;  [stay. 

Thus  reft  of  your  staff,  your  support,  and  your 
WlUtt  sorrows  may  press  on  the  future's  dark  way ; 

c  2 
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Vfhttt  tears  of  affliction  may  laoguiclly  flow^ 
What  nights  of  despair,  and  what  morning;}  of  woe ! 
Should  poverty  all  but  deny  the  raw  sb^, 
And  pale  want  and  disease  ghastly  glare  round 
your  bedy  [light—* 

And  the  past  rise  in  contrast — all  gay  wi&  de- 
Say  what  will  ye  think  of  the  *  glorious  fi^t  f 
Will  ye  too  exult  with  the  conqueror  ? — no  I-^* 
For  his  laurels  are  cypress — his  Yictory  woe-^ 
And  the  trophies  Ambition  so  joyous  would  rear. 
Are  the  widow's  lament,  and  the  orphan'alone 
tear! 

Ah !  sad  war  {  no  more  1  see 
Pomp  and  glory  wait  on  thee ! 
These,  these  are  the  sorrows  that  flow  from  the  battle: 
•—Then  heed  not  my  soul  the  fam'd  heroes  of  story ; 
^-And  pant  not  my  bosom  to  join  the  war's  rattle. 
Nor  so  proudly  beat  high  with  wild  visions  of  glory. 

J.  K.  Ci 


LINES. 

Tell  me  where  the  herbs  do  grow 
That  forbid  the  tear  to  (low ; 
Tell  me  where  the  balm  to  find, 
That  can  heal  the  wounded  mind ; 
Tell  mc  where  the  wretch  can  hide 
From  the  wrongs  of  power  and  pride 
I'll  tell  the  secret  to  the  brave — 
They  can  find  them  in  the  grave. 
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LINES 

On  kearuig  m  Bell  toll  on  a  tempuiuoui  Utightf  ^ter 

kaoing  loii  a  valuid  Mother  • 


Spirit  of  the  passing  storm ! 

Thou  coujd'st  not  shake  my  firm«knit  form ! 

*ns  not  the  pealing  thunder's  crash, 

Tis^noC  the  light'nmgs  sulphurous  flashy 

Could  blanch  my  care-worn  cheek  with  fear ; 

Or  gather  in  my  eye  the  tear, 

Tu  but  that  sound !  1  know  it  well. 

The  measur'd  note  of  funeral  WU ! 

Tis  but  that  sound,  can  thrill  my  heart ! 

And  make  m«  act  the  tren^bler's  part  I 

Ringii  it  again  f  Oh  !  mid  the  roar 

Of  warring  winds  be  heard  no  more ! 

Oh,  still  uat  Toice  1  which  speaks  my  woe. 

The  keenest  that  the  mind  caa  know. 

Yes !  though  the  blow's  by  wisdofii  given 

And  e'en  ^n  Ai^gel's  fled  to  De^ven; 

I  can  but  weep :  1  h^  not  scorn ; 

But  who  would  mock  ?  when  from  nie  tonii 

I  mourn  for  her,  so  loy'd,  rever'd, 

By  countless  kindnesses  endear'dt  . 


dhf  she  was  one  who  pfov'd  ber  car^i 
Soon  as  I  breath'd  the  vital  ajr:    - 
Who  a  pooF  sickly  childhood  lov'd^ 
And  e'<en  py  vefy  faulty  ^pprpf^fl. 
Then  'mid  the  tempest's  rude  career. 
If  I  am  seen  to  drop  the  tear ; 
Think  not  1  reck  tbe  havoc  spread, 
'Tis  the  soy  we^p^  (b^  yo^esR  4lMr 

laii.  B.C. 


EPITAPH  FORA  GHIU). 

^Y   PUOFESSOl^  ^|C94&p^0ir. 

*'  To  xnfif"  said  Jesus,  ^^  little  children  come, 
<^  To  me,  as  to  your  friend,  t^nd  nat|ye  home. 
*'  O  con^e  to  ine,  before  th  insidious  guite 
**  Of  vice  allure  you^  find  he^  taint  defile: 
M  Preserv'd  whep  living,  ffom  her  noxious  breathy 
*f  I  will  conduct  you  thro^  the  vale  of  death." 
And  if  he  call  thep  >yhi)e  a  mortal  fr^mfi 
Conines  the  freedom  of  the  vital  fiame, 
Will  he  not  guide  them  when  they  soar  away, 
And  quit  the  burden  of  insensate  clay. 
Guid^  them,  and  at  the  gates  of  beaten  receive } 
—Cease  theu,  afflicted  parents^  cease  to  grieve ; 
Assur'd  that  He  who  n^ver  gave  you  pain 
But  when  you  laid  him  in  the  dust,  a^ain 
yTill  bless  you.    And  even  now,  the  lovely  boy 
Tho'  hail'd  by  cherubs  to  the  realms  of  joy, 
Sighs  for  yout  sorrow ;  movM  by  filial  J6ve, 
His  little  arms,  behold  him !  from  above 
He  stretches,  reprimands  th^  incessant  (ear. 
And  says,  ^^  my  parents,  I  will  meet  you  here.'^ 
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Om  ON  MYRA* 


BT  THE  LATE  KEV*    DR.  &VSSE]:.« 


Of  all  the  Nymphs,  beneath  the  skj 
With  Myrji  there  i«  np|»e  can  vie. 

That  lovely  Ayioph  at  Court  ^  j 
Her  chaste  reserve,  her  modest  air. 
Her  word9i  her  looks»  my  soul  ensnare^ 

i^D^  ^v^ry  ^00^  trausporU 

There's  something  hi  her  mieii  and  grace 
So  for  surpassing  fairest  foce^ 

it  melts  ^v'p  savage  hearts  y 
IVere  Cowley  living,  he  would  swear* 
That  Jjove,  hi9  m(tg9«ine  kept  tl^erci^ 

An^  thence  directs  his  dart9. 

i 

But,  oh !  what  language  shall  I  fiod. 
To  speah  the  beautics'of  her  mind| 

Her  matchless  virtues  tell  ? 
Religion  pure,  untainted  Truth, 
And  Innocence,  the  gu^rd  of  Youth, 

Within  her  bosom  dwell. 

*  Quart  House,  the  reiideDce  of  her  fatfaen^ 
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An  humble  Spirit,  bating  strife, 
A  Faith,  that  looks  beyond  this  |ife| 

With  holy  Hppe  are  per^  ^ 
And,  chiefof  all  the  shining  tcatn| 
]Pair  Charity,  the  friend  of  Pain, 

With  smiles  brings  up  the  rear. 

{n  y^ifi  tq  wastes,  that  distant  lie^ 
^  n  v^in  to  lonely  woods  I  fly, 

To  slf  un  this  charming  maid ; 
Her  aq^el-form  my  steps  pursues^ 
it  trips  with  ine  the  morning  dewf^ 
A^d  gilds  the  ev'pin^  shadj^ ' 

In  vain  from  books  I  5ee|L  relief. 
Books  only  agmvate  my  grief; 

For  what  Ihere desclVf 
That  yaptpr'd  Poet  e'er  has  saiid 
Of  sea-boni  nymph,  or  Heav^n^bom  maid^ 

I  strait  to  bef  apply. 

If  haply  sleejf  invade  my  eyes, 
pa  sleep  I  sei^  her  phantom  rise^ 
Confest  she  stands  to  view ;  ' 

Kitant  the  killing  spart  retuf  ^^ 
y  breast  with' raging  passion  buraSf 
My  wo|ap4s  all  bie^  ^ew. 

But,  since  nor  sleep,  pot  books  relieve, 
Nor  woods,  nor  wastes,  lost  pei^pe  retrieve, 

A  diffVent  course  r)j  ^ke; 
I'll  boldly  to  the  Fair-one  go, 
^vow  my  flame,  declare  the  woe. 

I  suffer  for  her  sake* 
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|f  Heaven  in  mercy,  should  inclina 
tier  generous  heart  to  pity  mine 

Who  then  so  blest  as  I  r 
Put,  if  the  powers  oppose  my  bliss, 
At  least  ril  ge^  one  parting  kiss, 
.    Tl^en  bless  the  Nymph,  and  die. 


JBPIGRAM. 


/O  A  LAD^i  yfUQ  LAMENTED  BEINO  >0F  THE 

FEMALE  SEX. 

FROM   TUB  PB3KCH    OF   PIDOV* 

NATuaE,  Chloris,  when  she  made  you, 
With  all  her  choicest  gifts  array'd  you  I 
A  beauteous  face,  seducing  form, 
A  mind  sublime,  and  feelings  warm, 
And  Sentiment's  delicious  treasure. 
She  lavished  on  you  without  measure ! 
What's  the  reward  for  all  her  pains 
The  kind,  indulgent  mother  gains  ? 
Reproaches  hard !  and  scornful  slighting 
0f  graces  every  heart  delighting ! 
piit  doadng  nature  should  have  known,, 

You'woiQd  repay  her  fond  endeavour 
f^ith  murmurs  and  with  frowns  alone ; 

For  c&ildxen  spoil'd  are  ingrates  ever. 

ft.  A.m 
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AN  ELEGY 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  THE  LATE  KOBTOT  SDEN 

SGOTF,  ESQ.; 

Profeuer  of  Moral  PhU^itophy  in  Kin^t  ColUgCf  Old  Aberdeen. 

BY  DR.  OGILVIE* 


Hbaed  ye' the  toll,  annoiincinff  $nal  doonit 
Koird  o'er  the  silence  of  the  hoUow  'tomb  ? 
Scott,  is  if  thk^  the  swellisg  soup^s  proclain^ 
Is  now  the  Friend  I  lov'd,  a  shade,  a  name : 
The  philosophic  mind  intent  to  pry» 
And  bend  qn  natu|-e^s  laws  th'  observant  eye, 
Fled  to  the  source  of  light,  Remands  no  ray 
From  reason's  glimmering  lamp,  to  clear  its  way| 
But  mounts  elate,  to  happier  cUmes  consigned ; 
And  leaves  op  eardi,  th'  impurer  mould  behind. 
Still  must  those  eyes  that  gaze  around  die  Hail| 
Turn'd  on  thine  empty  seat,  deplore  thy  fall ; 
Lopp'd  in  thy  pri^ie  of  days,  a  spul  endosjr^d 
With  native  geniu^,  soaring  o'er  the  crowd,; 
Whose  scientific  search,  (a  seiM%h  unknown 
To  vulgar  ken)  ej^plored  th'  Eternal  ONE ; 
Held  to  the  studious  eye,  a  perfect  rule. 
To  moral  duties,  gave  their  just  controu) ; 
liook'd  in  the  system^  to  ifs  geneval  laws  ; 
And  r^e  it^m  matter  to  the  iri&ST  oesat  causb^ 


m 

Such  were  thy  Uboam  fpr  tb^  public  wjmi]^ 
By  prudence  teinper'd)  y^t  enforc'd  with  «e^U 

Ye  tendrils,  fbnnM  beneath  a  parent  haqd, 
Voung  flow' rets,  rear'd  to  grace  your  native  iand. 
In  him,  whp  hf^ld  in  sight  the  hoble9t  end, 
Ye  lose  your  Guide,  your  Gu9>rdian,  and  yoi^r  Fri^gd ; 
He  show'd  the  prize  for  generous  deeds  preparedf 
And  taught  that  **  Virtue  is  its  own  Reward  ^Z- 

In  humbler  walks,  which  thought  delights  tQ  sean, 
We  leave  the  Scholar,  to  admire  the  Man. 
)iere  stood  the  Husband,  here,  the  Friend  displayed, 
in  fairer  form  disposed,  and  gentler  shade. 
Had  you  a  secret  couQ^l  tQ  ioip^rty  _ 
To  tried  experience,  and  a  chosen  heart  ? 
^ith  him  your  Secret  lay  (royn  |11  concealed, » 
By  Prudence  guarded,  as  by  Wisdom  veil'd. 

Shade  of  the  Man  I  lov'd,  tell  where  the  mind 
Now  holds  i^  seat,  from  n^ortal  dross  refined  i 
Say,  was  conjecture  right,  that  stretch'd  the  line, 
From  Man  to  God,  from  mortal,  to  divini^  ? 
Shrined  in  pure  essence,  and  etherial  light, 
Seest  thou  thy  former  m^tes  involved  in  night, 
Who  deem  that  darkness  day  ?  Or  do$t  thoi^  ^nd 
Thine  eye,  in  pity,  on  thine  aged  friend| 
Who  treads  the  solitary  maze  alone, 
A  time-worn  wanderer  in  a  world  unknown^ 

Oft  on  funereal  rjtes  I  tufn  mine  eyes : 
{  hear  the  widow's  wail,  the  nyourners  sighs ; 
The  bell,  that  tells  in  slow  retu rising  spudd 
pf  mouldering  bones,  and  consecrated  grounfdw 

*  The  Motto  engraved  on  %  Wall  of  MariM^  College  >-« 
AfBTHAT  TAPKHZ. 
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I  see  a  throng,  iii  sable  weeds  arraj'dt 
Invade  the  peaceful  mansions  of  the  dead  | 
A  scene  to  man  that  speaks,  a  general  call. 
In  deadi-ton'd  accents,  not  to  one,  but  Ahh* 

To  thee,  now  slumbering  in  thy  silent  cell, 
I  bid  a  last,  but  not  a  long  farewell : 
This  heart  once  touch'd  with  animating  fire, 
This  aged  hand|  that  trembles  o'er  the  lyre, 
Shall  join  tbee  Scottf  in  yonder  blissful  Zone, 
Now  to  thine  l^o|iour'4  name,  that  joins  his  owq* 

Jf  OGILTXSv 


TO  A  LADY, 

ON  TH£  DMTH  OF  I)£R  ONLY  CHILD,  AN  INFANT* 
BT  THE  I.ATB  EBV*  1>R*  RHSSBL. 

Ahd  Is  the  lovely  shadow  fied? 

Yet  stop  those  fruitless  tears ; 
She,  from  a  ttiousapd  pangs  is  freed, 

Tou,  from  ten  thousand  fears, 

Thougb  lost,  she's  lost  to  earth  alone ; 

Above  she  will  be  foppd. 
Amidst  the  stars,  and  near  the  thronei 

Which  babes,  like  her,  surround. 

Look  upwards,  .and  your  child  youll  s^ 

Fixt  in  her  blest  abode ; 
And  who  then  would  not  childless  be, 

To  give  a  child  to  God  ? 
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TO  MARY. 

May  Ut^    1810. 

BT   MISS    MITFOED. 


AoAtVy  sweet  Maid,  the  brilliant  rayt 
Smiles  joyous  on  the  youthful  May ! 
She  lies  not  now  in  torpor  lapt. 
In  clouds,  and  gloom,  and  vdarkness  wraply 
Despoird  of  all  ner  blooming  chatms. 
Lingering  in  hoary  Winter's  arms^ 
But  in  her  pride  of  beauty  leads, 
The  rosy  Hours  on  Flora  s  meads ;, 
With  laughing  Pleasures  in  her  train. 
Trips  o'er  the  gay  enamcU'd  plain ; 
And  health,  and  joy,  and  gladness  gives^ 
To  all  that  breathes,  and  moves,  aiKi  livesw 

How  balmy  is  the  fragrant  morn 
When  dew-drops  deck  the  snowy  thorn ! 
How  bright,  how  varying  in  the  beam 
Of  noon,  the  flowery  vallies  gleam  ! 
How  sweetly  fair  the  twilight  pale 
Wraps  Nature  in  her  dewy  veil ! 
Far  sweeter  that  illusive  charm, 
Than  radiant  beauties  gay  and  warm ! 


so 

For  Fancy  decks  the  lovely  scene 

IVith  purer  floods,  and  meads  more  green  ) 

Strews  flowerets  of  a  thousand  dies ; 

Bids  the  wild  copse  majestic  rise ; 

Deepens  the  shadows  of  the  dell ; 

Gives  to  the  hills  a  bolder  ^etl ; 

Laps  Nature  in  her  soft  controul. 

And  breathes  h^t  ttiagic  oT^r  t!r^  soul. 

Then  evening  comes — away,  away. 

Ye  visions  of  enchantment  gay  ! 

Fancy,  away !  on  ftis  blesf  spot, 

In  May's  sweet  eve,  we  need  thee  not. 

£nough  for  us  fair  Nature's  power, 

Spring's  balmy  grace,  and  evening's  hour. 

Fairer  than  all  that  Fancy  drew 

The  living  landscape  springs  to  view^ 

Beneath  fair  Cynthia's  trembling  ray, 

Silvering  the  elm's  fantastic  spray. 

Tis  from  that  hill,  whose  beech  crown'd  brow 
O'erlooks  the  smiling  vale  below; 
hXi  amphitheatre  around, 
High  woodlands  the  fair  prospect  bound  ; 
Deep  in  the  vale  the  gathering  shade 
Adds  gloom  to  each  embow'nng  glade ; 
Save  where  on  some  lone  cottage  wall, 
The  moon's  pale  beams  wild  quiv'ring  fall^ 
Cast  o'er  the  Cot  their  modest  light. 
Or  gleam  upon  the  casement  bright; 
Save  where  the  shallow,  peaceful  stream^ 
A  wavelees  mirror  seems  to  beam ; 
Now  seen,  now  lost,  the  woods  among, 
It  winds  its  deyious  course  along ; 
The  clustering  elms,  in  hoary  pride, 
The  stately  oaks,  hang  o'er  the  tide, 
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And  yoti  ftkdt  btidge  in  antique  stated 
Trembles  benenlh  the  peasant's  weight. 
Save  where^  Amid  the  geh^ral  gloofn. 
One  cherish'd  spot  those  vsiys  iUdme ; 
It  is  a  nicest  mikn&ioii  hit^ 
And  Taste  biks  spread  his  beatitiiis  &ere ; 
My  Mary,  know'st  thou  not  the  fk>fli6  f 
The  seat  of  peace,— -my  lovely  home ! 
Lovely,  and  most  belov'd:  though  now 
Alone  I  seek  t^e  hills  fair  brow ; 
Alone  I  tread  the  verdant  plain, 
And  sigh  f6t  thee,  and  sigh  in  vaiii^ 

Thee,  higher,  tenderer  duties  claim, 
A  sistei^s  and  a  daaght^r^s  naitte ; 
The  noble  matron's  fruitless  grief. 
Finds  only  in  thy  cntt^  relief; 
Thy  widowed  fathered  anguished  soul. 
Melts  only  at  thy  soft  controul. 
Ah  !  Mary  thou  each  woe  hast  known 
And  wept  all  sorrows  but  thine  own ; 
For  close  within  that  gentle  breast. 
Each  selfish  sigh  is  locked  to  rest ; 
For  other^s  griefs  thy  soft  tear  flows, 
For  other's  bliss  thy  bosom  glows. 
Ne'er  May  that  tender  bosom  feel 
The  wou'nd  of  misery's  bitter  steel ! 
^is  thine,  with  soul-enchahting  grace. 
To  banish  pain's  malignant  trace  ; 
Balm  on  the  mourner's  pillow  shed, 
And  sooth  declining  age's  head. 
Hard  is  the  task :  but  blest  the  deed  ! 
And  bfight  fair  Virtue's  glorious  meed! 
Beloved  Maid  !  that  Virtue's  power 
Sustains  thee  in  the  trying  hour; 
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Though  youth,  and  health,  and  beauty^  all 
In  the  sad  task  should  fade  and  fall ; 
Yet  shall  thy  charms  of  mind,  of  sou)^ 
Spurn  sorrow^s  sway  and  time's  controul ;     ' 
Thy  life  with  purest  rays  illume^ 
And  soar  to'bli^s  beyond  the  Tomb ! 

* 

Bertram  Houn* 


EPITAPH  ON  MOLIERE:. 

FROM   THE  FREKCU. 

% 

WiTittK  this  dismal  tomb  confined 
Lies  him,  who  laughed  at  all  mankind } 
To  rich  and  poori  to  youth  and  age 
Taught  truth  upon  the  comic  stage ; 
And  iliade  the  theatre  a  school. 
Where  vice  was  lash*d  by  ridicule* 
When  spreading  antlers  shade  the  brows 
Of  rustic  or  of  courtly  spouse, 
He  taught  them  gracefully  to  bear 
The  honors,  they  were  doom'd  to  wearn 
Daring  at  last  to  try  his  wit 
Upon  the  quack  and  hypocrite 
Death  took  offence,  and  aim'd  a  dart 
That  smote  our  actor  to  the  heart  i 
He  dies,  while  only  sick  in  jest, 
Denied  in  holy  ground  to  rest ; 
Left  by  the  priest  and  doctor  in  the  Itirch^ 
Without  the  aid  of  physic  or  the  Church. 
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Aitib  the  incehse  of  a  world's  applaus^^ 
That  hails  the  champion  of  his  country's  catM^ 

S  virtue's  tean  ^mbalmM,  to,  merit  just,  . 
y  ashes,  Washington  I  return  to  dust ! 
But  not  to  death's  oblivious  6hade  return 
Thy  soul's  warm  energies— they  guard  thy  tim— 
When  Freedom,  shrieking  thro  the  western  sky, 
Call'd  all  her  sons  to  conquer,  or  to  die, 
,Tum'd  her  fietir  face,  and  shudder'd  as  she  viewed 
The  kindred  hosts  with  civil  blood  imbru'd. 
Full  in  the  vati  thy  withering  arm  reveal'd 
Its  awful  sweep-— and  conquest  trod  the  ^eld* 
When  tofn  humanity  in  sorrow  stood 
As  war^s  wild  vengeance  pour'd  the  crimson  dood| 
Thine  was  the  boast  'mid  liinks  tvith  terror  lin'd 
To  blend  the  feeling  and  the  mighty  mind ! 
tn  scenes  of  havoc  and  devouring  ffame 
No  brutal  carnage  stain'd  thy  gk>rious  name  i 
No  voice  of  misery  in  Vain  implor'd 
The  meed  of  mercy  from  thy  conquering  swotd : 
These  were  the  triumphs  whose  supporting  power- 
Shed  its  soft  influence  on  thy  dying  hour ! 
VOL.  vxu  p 


To  thee  f  no  terrors  deepened  into  gloom 
The  Ions  unfathom'd  twilight  of  the  tomb* 
-^That  heart,  with  virtue's  ptii^st  feelings  warm^ 
— ^That  arm,  the  first  in  battle  and  alarm. 
Still  shield  thy  country— for  thy  birth  was  iame. 
And  latest  ii^  skatl^tC^Ni  thy  nmaXm   , 

E^nhurgh,  A*  B. 
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STAN21AS 


SENT  TO  A  YOITNG  lADY,  UPON  A  ?I*E«  ]l0tm#. 

A  CARNATION. 

^         BY  tMB   XATE  HiV.  DJk.  Bl^SiSBt. 


This  flower,  by  Flora's  hand  arra/d. 
See,  what  a  lovely  dress  it  wears  1 

But  soon  alas !  its  colours  fade. 
And  ev'ry  beauty  disappears* 

Fass  but  a  few  short  hours^  and  att 
Those  charms  our  ravish^  eyes  behold^ 

Shall  into  dusty  atoms  fall. 
And  blend  and  mix  with  common  moulcL 

Then  know  thh  useful  truth,  my  Fair, 
lliis  moral  learn  from  what  you  see ; 

Stetb,  as  this  flow'r  is  now,  you  are^ 
Such,  as  'tis  ten  days  bence^  youll  be. 
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SONG 

4>P  tut  St>ANISH  PATRIOTS  ^ 

Br  tnu   EST.  1.  WHXTfiBOlfSS. 
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SaYi  shall  prbtld  G&llia^s  tyUttnt  daiti 
Insult  the  land  renown'd  of  old 

for  heroes,  In  Fame's  proudest  lists  enroird  t 
Sunk,  and  degi^ded^  even  beneath 
Those  who  his  chains  opprobrious  wear« 
Shall.  Spaniards,  crouching  to  his  throne^ 
The  rights  of  the  Usurper  own  ^ 
O  no !  by  heaven  and  earth  we  swear. 
From  Honour's  path  We  neer  will  swerre, 
Our  Country's  cause  ne'er  cease  to  serve. 

Our  rows,  our  choice  but  one — Ot  liberty  or  deaths 

Not  oar's  the  unhallowM  rage, 
With  bids  Ambition's  sons  engage 
In  ruthless  war :  no  frantic  scheme 
Of  boundless  sway ;  no  feverish  dreaUx 
Of  fancied  glory  false  and  vain, 
Tempts  us  to  the  erobattrd  plain  : 
Our  Country's  weal,  our  Monarch's  fate^ 
Our  swords  ^re  drawn  to  vindicate ; 

«  Hf  titteo  in  Dec.  1808/ 
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And  teach  the  insidious  chief  of  Gaul 
Whose  treacherotts  acts  project  our  falff 
That  when  r&oWd  to'  asMit  their  rights^ 
A  gallant  people,  like  one  man,  unites, 
No  power  on  earth  can  bar  them  of  their  ainit 
Or  in  their  bosoma  c]uench  the  heaven-enkintfV  flame* 

From  the  proud  heights  of  Arr«gon» 
Lead  tre'  out  conquering  legions  on  { 
O'er  Andalusia's  verdant  vales, 
Where  fragrance  4eent9  the  iemal  gal^ 
Where  richest  pastures  stretch  around ; 
O'er  hills  with  ruddy  vineyards  crownVi^- 
By  Tejo's  stream,  and  Ebro's  banks, 
We  march  in  firm  Compacted  ranksi 
Eager  to  face  the  foe,  and  dsire 
His  utmost  fury  in  the  war  I 
Prepar'd  to  meet  the  battle  shock. 
We  his  vain  threats  and  curses  mock  i 
Driven  back  in  terror  and  dismay, 
His  routed  hosts  shall  rue  the  day. 
When  by  madness  urged  and  guilt, 
Our  brethren's  blood  they  foully  spilt, 
And  aimed  to  crush  us  at  a  stroke. 
And  bend  our  necks  beneath  the  viclor-yoke*' 

O,  never  shall  Iberia's  name 

High  in  honour,  high  in  fame. 

Be  mark'd  with  ignominy  and  shame ; 

Nor  shall  ^  blood  of  Spaniards  slain 

To  heaven's  trrbunal  cry  in  vain ; 

Even  now  the  storm  of  vengeance  lowen. 

And  soon  its  fiercest  bolts  snail  fall. 

Crushing  Ambitions  haughty  towers^ 

And  Gallia's  guilty  race  appal ; 
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TUti  an  tbeir  boasts  1— TiMy  proudlly  ftott|^t 
To  rale  the  wide-«xtended  realms  of  earth ; 
But  soon,  by  dire  experience  taught, 
They  shall  their  arrogance  disclaim, 
And  cone  the  insanity  that  g^e  it  birtlu 

Unmix'd  our  blood  with  spurious  staSn, 
The  brave  desgsf  adants  of  a  generous  race, 
With  indignation  and  disdain, 
Spurn  we  evjery  traitorous  aim 
In  /riendship  maskM,  to  work  us  shame, 
And  on  our  cause  to  stamp  disgrace ; 
What  though,  awhile,  to  sloth  a  prey, 
Our  Country's  genius  dormant  lay ; 
The  spirit  that,  in  elder  times, 
Cherish'd  virtues,  pnnishM  crimes, 
Again  that  spirit  shfUl  revives  t  . 

And  like  our  warlike  chiefs  of  yore. 
To  lofty  Independence  soar ! 
The  feats  of  arras  our  sires  performed. 
When  by  heroic  ardour  warm'd ; 
Their  well-tried  valour,  manly  worth. 
That  gave  to  deeds  of  glory  birth, 
Agptin  in  history's  page  shall  liv&-^ 
The  patriot'passion,  while  its  fires  expand, 
Shall  purge  our  kingdom's  dross  and  purify  the  land^ 

Spaniards !  such  loy^l  ^eal 
Our  cause  befits ;  we  hasten  to  fulfil 
The  holy  duties  which  our  parents,  wives. 
And  children  claim ;  their  bulwark  and  defence-! 
The  faithful  guardians  of  their  honour,  lives, 
Agaiost  the  sons  of  fraud  and  violence ! 
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first  in  th«  6^\d^  and  prompt  to  sIko^/  • 
The  toils  iind  dan^raof  th$  warj 
He%rt  ^nd  hi^ndy  i:ome  on,  we  i:ry» 
Our's  be  death  or  victoiy ! 
Thrice  arm'd  is  be  whose  cause  is  justf 
In  God's  protecting  power  we  trust. 
Nor  shall  our  hopes  and  vows  be  vain 
To  stem  Oppression's  swelling  fipodf 
The  ruthless  Tyr«^nt  to  restrain, 
And  check  his  pnad  career  of  blood  ! 
fzTf  far  froqi  us  be  guiltrpolluted  hands, 
The  thirst  of  interest,  honours,  or  commands. 
With  ev'ry  seltjsh  aim.— Wp  burn  to  prove 
One  motive  sways  u«  all— fOiir  Country's  love; 
Anxious  her  laws  to  guard,  her  wrongs  redress. 
And  build,  on  Freedoin's  base,  the  pub}ic  happiness  I 

80  help  us  Heaven  !-r-and  for  the  fight 
Arm  us  with  thy  pwii  power  and  inigh( 
Such  as  the  foe  shall  not  withstand  ; 
Avail  him  not  his  impious  blaspheniy  ! 

O  God  of  hos(s  !  to  whom  bf|ongs 
To  poise  the  scales  of  victory  and  defeat. 
Give  us,  when  in  the  hostile  ranks  we  meet, 
Und^ur^ted  courage,  the  pontempt  of  death, 
And  constancy  unshaken  :  Valiantly, 
Give  us  to  chase  the  base  invaders  hence. 
And  perseverance,  to  our  latest  breath, 
To  fight,  to  conquer,  in  our  just  defaice, 
4nd  dpeply  to  revenge  our  Country's  wronj*. 
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ELRGY 

WBtn^K  AT  KIRKSTALL  ABBEY*  Bee.  1809. 


I. 

Feom  Life's  vain  pageant,  its  tumultuous  fray. 
From  earn  that  harass,  pleasures  that  beguile. 

From  the  g^y  beams  of  thought-dispersing  day. 
Receive  me,  mouldering,  venerable  pile. 

11. 

O !  let  thy  columns  hoar,  thy  scattered  graves, 

Where  sorrow  sleeps,  where  toil  has  reached  his  goal. 

Let  these  dim  cloisters,  where  the  rajik  grass  waves,    *' 
Diffuse  a  kindred  sadness  o'er  my  soul. 

IIL 

Soft  on  thy  tower  the  magic  moonshine  falls, 

Through  rich-wrought  windows  pours  its  silvery  light. 

Flings  their  long  shadows  o'er  the  moss -grey  waUs, 
To  grace  the  grandeur  of  advancing  night. 

Yes!  thus  that  band,  (record,  my  soul,  the  truth, 

Nor  weave  a  vain,  unprofitable  lay ;) 
To  Heaven,  .to  peace,  who  consecrate  their  youtb| 
"  Live  mild  in  age ;  live  reverenced  in  decay. 

V. 

« 

Nought  stirs  the  silence,  save  the  low-heard  stream. 
That  ceaseless  rushes  down  the  willoiyy  vale; 

Or  pendant  ivy,  tipp'd  with  pale,  soft  gleam. 
That  ^akl^'its  tendrils  in  the  wbisp'ring  gale. 
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• 

^h !  different  once»  loved  haunt,  thy  prouder  days  | 
O'ef  these  lone  aisfe^  what  sacred  footsteps  tfod ; 

Oft  from  these  cells  has  burst  the  voice  of  ^nuse ; 
The  fiftithrwing'd  wish  has  sought  the  throne  of  Ood^ 

|n  Fancy's  ear  still  tolls  the  vesper  |^)1| 

'Mid&f  fBvening's  mjldness,  through  ypn  haJloVd  grpvei 
The  choral  hvnint  tjie  deep-to|i'4  organ's  swel| 

Stiil  waft  l|i' enthi^if^st  soql  to  reJ4qas  abovet 

VIII. 

And  whepce  those  shadowy  fofms  that  glide  aloi^g^ 
frofn  each  (o^v  v^u)t,  rpvisiting  the  gloom  ? 

Pread  not,  my  sOul :  'tis  the  ^ep^rted  t||irong 
Have  burst  th'  obliyious  slumber  pf  the  tomb. 

Fled  from  ^  faithless  world,  a  per|uf«d  faify 

Slow  strays  the  inoumer  o'er  bis  sad  Retreat ; 
^Returfi'd  from  Salem's  tomb,  the  pilgrim  there. 
Hangs  up  bis  staff,  and  rests  hjs  way-bfpised  feet. 

X- 

Mark !  wfiere  tl^e  murderer  seek$  ip  holy  bpok, 
To  sooth  his  tortur'iil  sou)  with  accents  bli|ad| ; 

^e  cast!}  to  Heaven  an  agonised  look,  [bimd. 

And  lifts,  then  shi^dd'ring  hide^,  his  bloo<i-8tp4p'q 

XI. 

■ 

Yet  but  a  while ;  and  Ip  !  his  fears  are  Qed  | 

Gliarmed  ey'ry  pang,  dispersed  his  anxious  wpe^ 

Hail'd  the  blest  font,  where  guilt,  thoueh  crimson*R 
I^^ved  into  brightness,  uQckft  the  dri^ed  snoff. 
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XIL 

There  trade's  adventurous  son,  from  toils  retired^ 
Stilb  each  high  passio^,  bids  his  wanderings  cease  i 

There  the  scarred  warrior,  onee  by  glory  fir'd. 
Asks  but  one  boon ;— to  pass  aivay  in  peace* 

XIIL 

)>Ior  noised,  nor  noticed,  their  departing  days. 
Soft  as  the  sheltered  stream,  in  silence  flow ; 

In  heaven*bent  thought,  in  penitence  and  praise^       \ 
Tb^y  find  a  calm^  the  world  could  ne'er  bestow* 

XIV. 

Ah !  what  that  world  ? — ^hopes  thwarted,  vain  concerm; 

Mirth's  poisonM.  bowl,  false  friendship's  treacherous 
Soon,  source  of  Good,  the  wearied  soul  discerns  [kiss; 

Alone  in  thee,  contentment,  rapture,  bliss. 

XV. 

Say,  holy  shades,  were  life's  thin  flame  restor'd, 
day  would  not  wisdom  prompt  an  earlier  flight ;     . 

The  world  less  prised  :  th  Eternal  more  adored  f 
— ^Tbey  sigh  assent,  and  vanish  from  my  sight. 

XVI, 

Ves !  shall  their  votce  my  waywurd  footsteps  bend. 
Yet  not  to  rest,  remote  in  Hermit  cell ; 

To  flght,  not  flee,  my  choice; — my  post  defend; 
Act  for  mankind ; — with  Heaven's  high  circle  dwell 

XVII. 

And  oft,  at  darkening  eve's  reflective  hour. 

From  cares  that  harass,  pleasures  that  beguile ; 

Stray  to  thy  shade-wrapt  courts,  thy  moss-grown  to«<trf 
Thy  gloom  and  grandeur,  venerable  pile. 

a. 


4S 


LINES 

SACRED  TO  THE  MEMOBY  OF  RICHARD 

JAMES  MOIiL 


Who  ieparUd  tku  Xtfe,  Jufy  25,  1810,>m  tke 
Year  of  ku  Jge,  and  tia  interred  m  Nazmg  Ckvrckf 
Euex. 


On  the  dark  yew  too  long  the  lyre  hath  hung, 
And  lefty  unjustly  left,  thy  loss  unsung*-^ 
Yet  not  unfelt-— for  oft'  our  tears  were  shed. 
The  Muse  was  silent-^but  our  hearts  have  bled! 

Oh!  early  sumnion'd  from  this  lower  spheres 
T*  enjoy  the  Heav'n  thy  virtues  won  thee  here; 
Oh  !  early  snatch'd  in  nianhood's  opening  bloom. 
To  the  still  marble  slumbers  oY  the  tomb, 
"When  we  had  hop'd  to  see  cnlarg'd  life's  span. 
Thy  youth  of  promise  ripen  into  man,  , . 

^QT  thought,  caird  forth  by  Spring's  deceitful  breathi 
TBose  buds  would  feel  the  wint  ry  blast  of  Death. 

My  brother  !  joyous  was  thy  morning  scene. 
No  clouds  of  care  disturbed  the  sweet  serene ;  % 

Hope  pleasing  smiTd,  and  Nature  kindly  grac'd 
{[by  form  with  beauty,  and  thy  soul  with  taste  |        .» 
Endear'd  ^o  all  by  worth,  and  manners  kind, 
Aqd  the  rich  knowledge  of  a  vigorous  mind^— » 
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No  passions  there  a  whelming  tide  to  roll, 

To  stain  thy  virgin  purity  of  soul, 

But  chasten'd  wishes,  and  a  tenifHtr  even. 

And  piety  that  lifts  the  heart  to  Heaven^ 

And  was  thy  noon  o'ercftst  ?-^^b !  sickness  shed 

Its  bitterest  vial  on  thy  patient  head— 

Oh  !  long  the  Hydra-h^ed  dead  con^pir^d 

To  mar  the  calm  Religion  had  iuspir'd, 

But  tried  in  vain— *for  tbou^b  thy  beait  was^nt, 

Unstrung  thy  nerves,  and  all  thy  vigour  spent. 

Thy  ardent  love,  thy  native  J5t£ex]|^  of  mind, 

Thy  grace,  and  gentleness  yet  staiobehind, 

And  shed  around  thee,  to  Affliction  giv'n, 

The  holy  radiance  of  a  child  of  Heav^. 

Oh  !  can  we  e'er  fiirgel  that  awful  day, 
Ere  the  soul  fled  its  tenement  of  clay,        * 
When  round  his  bed,  we  wsept,  and  kneltf  aiid  pra/d 
For  that  release  by  Death  so  long  delayed.         * 
<'  Ob !  I  am  thankful  still,"  the  sufferer  cried,  ^ 
**  Thankful  to  God  for  every  want  supplied*—  ' 
^^  For  His  Son's  blood  to  wash  my  sins  away, 
**  For  His  own  smiles  that  beam  eternal  day, 
**  My  God !  my  God  !"-*-the  lengthening  aeoenlts  died. 
But  his  meek  looks  spoke  what  his  tongue  denied* 
— ^Tis  past — the  sickly  dream  of  life  is  past. 
And  bis  freed  soul  tastes  happiness  at  last ! 
Yet,  oh  I  forgive,  blest  shade,  if  still  we  pine— • 
Our^s  was  the  loss^the  gain  alone  was  thine : 
Forgive  us  if  awhile  we  dew  with  tears 
The  blighted  promise  of  thy  early  years, 
And  mourn-— oh !  idly  mourn,  we  could  not  Save 
The  flow'r  that  blossom'd  only  for  the  grave. 
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EPIGRAM  • 

TO  BfY  INFANT. 
Trom  the  Latin  rfNiman  faUriom^ 

9Y  TUB  RSV*  VICIIABL  CALAVT» 


Why  80  jioon  do  team  arive 
Infant]  in  thy  tender  eyes  ? 
Has  fate  presented  to  thy  sight 
Misery  coeval  with  the  light  ? 
Can  shame  attend  a  spotless  life. 
Or  law  perplex  with  madding  strife  ? 
No  present  care,  no  future  ^r> 
No  pang?  of  love  th  v  bosom  tear ; 
Unmocli'd  by  Hope  s  suspended  vow, 
Unscar^d  by  Poverty's  dark  brow. 
Perhaps  (too  eloquent  for  me) 
Thy  prescient  eye  my  woes  may  see ; 
Or  Fate  alarms  with  sad  presage; 
Or  sorrows  rise  with  rising  agie ; 
Then  tears  too  early !  oh  delay  ! 
Reserve  them  for  a  future  day : 
But  now  my  age's  cordial  live, 
'  And  transport  to  thy  mother  give. 

•  S«e  Lord  WoodhouMlee's  Life  of  Lord  Kameflt  Vol.  L  Ap<r 
-pcndiib  -p*  ^- 
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■ 

MARY. 

A   SONO. 


*    .•« 


^op%  tho'  my  lot,  yet  sweet  my  fiu^ 
Should  tby  dear  haads  the  meal  prepare; 
My  but  would  be  a  palace  nire» 

If  blei8*d  with  love  and  thee,  Maiy*^ 

No  U^t  but  from  thy  beamy  eyes,    . 
No  warmth  but  what  thy  .love  supplies. 
No  music  but  thy  low-breath'd  sighs, 

And  they  shall  thrill  my  soul,  Mary. 

And  when  my  diuly  task  is  done. 
And  home  I  hie  at  setting  sun, 
What  prise  so  bright  was  ever  won  > 

As  thy  approving  smile,  Mary* 

No  worldly  care  shall  dare  intrude 

To  mar  our  peaceful  solitude, 

No  vice  shall  taint  with  footstep  rude 

The  dwelling  grac'd  by  thee,  Mary* 

And  oh !  if  e'er  by  sickness  prest 
For  come  it  may,  unbidden  guest. 
My  pillow  shall  be  thy  s<ift  breast. 

My  bed  shall  be  thy  arms,  Mary, 

Nor  long  my  soul  with  sorrow  riven, 

For. if  a  tear  of  thine  be  given. 

Like  the  rich  dew-drop  sent  from  Heaven 

Twould  cheer  my  drooping  heart,  Mary. 
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Thy  teaf  that's  slied  for  grief  gone  by^ 
Thy  smile  that  wdco|Defe  coming  joy 
Shall  blend  a  rainbow  to  my  eye^ 

A  pledge  of  peace  to  me^  Mary« 

Thus  smooth  our  lives  will  flow  away, 
While  love  anitvirtile'taw  die  sway  $ 
Pleasure  shall  crown  each  passing  day. 

Our  nights  be  nights  of  blis^  Mafy#  * 

And' when  t  quit  the  world  and  thee. 
To  sleep  beneath  the  Alder  tree. 
My  latest  breath  a  sigh  shall  be«->- 

A  sigh  to  Love,  and  Thee,  itoy«    ' 

Londtm]  a.  M» 


ON  THE  PICTURE  OF  PLATO^ 

« 

DRAWN  BY  MISS  W. 

Plato,  in  lines  so  strong,  fair  Virtue  drew,    • 
That  ev'iy  eye  the  lovely  Goddess  knew ; 
Fair  Virtue  now  a  just  return  has  made. 
And  caird  up  Plato  from  th'  Elysian  shade  { 
Again  he  breathes,  again  his  form  appear^     v 
Ss^e  from  the  change  of  any  future  years  4 
Such,  as  in  life  he  shone,  the  same  by  thee 
To  life  restored  the  rev'rend  Sage  we  see. 
Thy  pencil.  Nymph,  with  Hermes'  rod  may  Vie, 
The  dead  it  raises,  makes  the  living  die.  ^  i 

&SV.  DB«  RVSSSJU 
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IMWATION 


FROM  THE  FRENTCH  OP  M.  LE  DtlC  D£  lOV^ftltDiaL 


Through  driving  sleet,  and  drifted  snov^ 
A  pious  Sire  resolv'd  to  go. 

To  pay  liis  vows  to  Jove; 
And  well  I  ween  much  cause  he  liad^ 
Of  hope  and  fear,  of  good  and  bad. 

From  the  decrees  above. 

His  sons  were  prcss'd  and  sent  to  fight, 
A  damn'd  attorney,  wrong  or  right, 

Had  hampered  him  in  law ; 
By  eager  hope  of  gain  allur'd, 
>  His  ships  at  sea  were  not  ensur'd, 
His  wife  was  in  the  straw. 

His  weary  steps  the  summit  gain 
Where  high  ib  air  uprose  the  fane, 

Rock'd  by  the  wintry  blast ; 
Just  as  he  reach'd  the  portals  wide 
■An  ancient  friend  his  entrance  spie4, 
And  8sk'^  him  why  so  fast } 
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Thiok^st  thou  the  Gods  have  power  to  grtlit 
What  foolish  mortal^  wish  and  want. 

Id  every  selfish  vow  ? 
As  well  to  Jove  the  worm- might  cryi 
Whilst  the  swift  share  is  passing  by. 

And  bid  him  stop  the  plough. 

The  future,  present,  and  the  pasty 
Were  form'd  at  one  Almigh^  casti 

On  one  unchanging  plan. 
Shall  rkpid  orbs  that  whirling  pass^ 
Shall  the  momentum  of  the  mass, 

Stop  for  the  insect  Man  ? 

Think'st  thou  ?— Indeed  my  friend  not  1^ 
I  know  that  mighty  Jove  on  high 

Suiierior  and  alone, 
Exempt  from  human  hope  and  fear^ 
Sees  spaceless  time's  eternal  year 

Revolve  around  his  throne. 

But  man,  in  every  clime  and  age, 
The  saint,  the  savage,  and  the  sage# 

When  urg'd  by  joy  or  care ; 
Helpless,  and  to  the  future  blinds 
Looks  up  to  the  omniscient  mind. 

And  soothes  his  soul  with  prayer. 


A.  i«jr# 


EPIGRAM 

FROM  THE  GREEK. 


Blest,  he.who  sees;  'who  hears  thee,  trebly  btesi; 
Thy  kiss  is  Paradise  ;*  and  Heavaa  tha  rest* 
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THE  WILL  6*  WiSPi 


BT  iOSBPB   DOilfKBS. 


Tab  frosty  sky  was  briglit  aiid  ^tilli 
The  winter  moon  shone  clearly. 

Two  lovers  roam'd  oTer  heath  and  hill 
That  long  had  loVd-*4Uid  dearly. 

The  blast  blew  chill,  and  'lieath  their  feet 
The  snow  in  hills  was  driven ; 

Yet  past  to  them  those  moment!  s^eet^ 
As  'neath  a  sttinmer-heaven. 

Now  at  the  lonely  cottage  door 
They  stood — in  murmurs  telling. 

And  looks;  that  spoke  than  language  more^ 
What  at  the  heart  was  swelling. 

But  they  mtist  part— the  yotith  agdu 
Must  tread  the  wild  heiith  over, 

For  Pdtt^s  sire  would  hear  with  pain 
The  whisper  of  a  lover. 

For  she  who  had  it's  d&y«8tar  been 

Had  left  his  bosom  Idilely ; 
Had  mournful  made  Lifd^  evening  s^iMi^  I 

He  liv'd  in  Patty  only. 

YOU  TXI.  s 
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For  she,  when  on.  his  wither'd  face 

Her  eye  it's  light  directed. 
The  moonbf  Uis  benighted  day». 

Her  parent's  smile  reflected. 

She  seldom  frpni  the.  cottage  ttray'd. 
Save  when,  at  Love's  entreating, 

Hid  in  a  well-known  hawthorn's  shade. 
Her  shepherd  loyer  meeting* 

And  there  she  sung  in  summer  day», 
While  he,  enamour'd  leanrng. 

On  those  soft  eyes  would  fon^fy  gaze. 
That  beam'd  with  tenderest  meaning* 

^  Let's  meet  to-morrow,  love/'  said  ke, 
**  And,  when  thy  fathe/s  dreaiauagr 

A  taper  shall  my  signal  be,        ' 
Across  the  white  heath  streaming.'' 

^  Farewell,'^  she  said  with  ^isteitin^eye, 
''  But  come,"  she  whispered  sigkmg, 

"  Oh  come — or  I  shall  see  yott  lie 
Beneath  the  snow-hills  dying. 

Shall  hear  your  groan  of  dying  pain. 
In  dreams  of  death  and  sorrow-— 

ril  never  sing  to  you  again. 
If  you  forget  to-morrow !" 

"  Farewell  I"  they  whispered  noumfalljr. 

Reluctant  still  to  sever  f 
Their  looks  reverting  with  a  sigh, 

As  if  it  were  for  ever* 

The  iMfto^  came ;  the  snow*cloiids  ?ait 
GloomM  all  the  white  world  .over^ 

As  Patty  ey'd  the  disnal  waste. 
And  trembled  for  her  iover» 
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And  oft  sh«  reiitnr'd  from  the  cot, 

Retartiing  namb'd  and  weqHfig ; 
And  wish'd  for  once  her  words  forgot. 

And  he  in  safety  sleeping. 

Hark  !  a  shrill  sound — ^it  thrills  her  blood ; 

**  Oh  'tis  the  dtad^U  ringing  ♦  ;"      . 
^was  osAy  midst  the  icy  wood 

Far  offy  the  night  wind  singing. 

There  lost  in  snow  did  Colin  roam,  . 

All  wonder'd  why  he  tarried ;   .    . 
Thence  to  his  anxious  wife  and  home, 

His  purple  corpse  was  carried. 

And  Hany  must  that  wood-way  tread. 

When  dolin  died  'twas  lighter ; 
Her  anxious  heart  beats  quicic  with  dread  ; 

Her  very  breathings  fright  her ! 

^  Heaven's  grace !  who  groans  so  long  and  deep  f* 
What  breathless  terrors  fraught  hor  1 

Hark !  'tis 'her  father's  voice  in  sleep, 
**  Oh  Patty !  oh  my  daughter, 

•*  Farewell  !".it  ceas'd— -the  cricket  sung; 

But  still  she  listen'd  quaking. 
So  dismally  the  accents  rung ; 

When  lo !  th'  horizon  str^ing, 

Glad  sight,  a  little  lonely  star. 

Love's  toicon  light  advancing. 
It's  long  long  line  of  radiance  far 

Across,  the  white  heath  glancing. 

*  The  IMd-bell  is  animagincnr  soimd  which  tap^erstition  in 
some  countries  nq^poMs  to  be  heard' by  Mmrws  at  be  de«th  of  a 
irieiid  or  felatlve. 
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i^t  hark !  again — **  what  wake  d6  TAoxtf 
Sly  chHd-*-iiiy. child — what  never? 

Oh  let  me  look  again  before 
You  shut  the  lid  for  ever  !"* 

**  How  dismal !''  sigh'd  her  heart  appallVV 
*^  And  yet  he  is  bst  sleeping  ;" 

And  tho'  that  light  to  rapture  cal^dy 
She  left  the  cottage  weeping. 

iThe  winds  that  from  die  mountains  blew,  . 

Benurob*d  the  beauteous  rover ; 
Her  drowsy  eye  scarce  holds  in  view. 

The  beacon  of  her  lover. 

Within  the  cot,  now  seen  no  more» 
Death's  watch  all  night  was  beatings 

The  bird  of  darkness  hovered  o'er. 
And  shriek'd  portentous  greeting* 

Who's  he  that  tottersrduroUgh  the  snowsy 
His  needful  slumbers  scorning, 

His  silver  hairs  all  stiff  and  froie. 
Before  a  glimpse  of  morning  I 

Oh  1  'tis"  a  tender  fothcr^s  tear. 
His  furrow'd  theek  overflowing  ; 

rns  for  his  childy  his  only  dear. 
He  braves  the  bladt  keen  blowing* 

And  who  is  he  ^at  al4  the  night 
Has  seaceh'd  the  heath*  all  over, 

f  ale  as  b  death  shroud  with  affright!^ 
Oh  Patty !  'H9  thy  lover. 

<<  rve  searched"  he  to  the  father  caUb, 
**  Tve  searched  where  i^ou  are  goingi'^ 

As  feeble  o'er  the  furse  he  falls. 
Beneath  Ibe  lAoiMtifts  gtomb^ 
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^  Oh  I  hare  had  a  (earful  dream,  "^ 

I  caird,— I  rote,— I  sought  her  % 
I  ouly  heard  the  owlet  scream ; 

Oh  Harry — where's  my  daughttrl^ 

f*  I  cauttot  teH,**  he  wildly  cried,  ! 

**  Last  night,  the  snows  descending  ^, 
For  safety  to  the  mountain's  side, 

My  flocics  I  was  attending. 

**  And  from  that  bleak  and  dismal  heigjit 

A  blue  light  I  discover'd ; 
Where  on  the  lonely  heath  all  night| 

The  Jaclc  a  lanthom  hover'd. 

**  And  then  a  voice,  as  from  the  hill| 

I  heard  my  name  repeating ; 
Oh !  on  my  very  heartstrings  still 

The  smuther'd  sound  seems  beating* 

^  Th'  abrupt  wild  ciy  of  Life's  last  breath. 

The  farewell  sob  resembled ; 
My  watch-dog  heard  this  so^nd  of  death, 

And  starting  howl'd  and  trembled. 

^  Oh  I  was  panic  struck  and  cold, 

I  thought  upon  your  daughter, 
Your  door.  unclosM  her  absence  told. 

And  I  all  night  have  sought  her.^f 

Alas  t  that  mountain  echo  near 

A  fenny  gulph  lay  cover'd ; 
^e  knew  nqt  this — nor  knew  that  there. 

That  fatal  light  bac)  hoyer'd. 

f  It  is  usnal  for  ihcpherdi  in  heavy  fsIU  of  foow,  to  drivf 
fhf ir  flock*  to  hilly  situiitioas,  to  avoid  the  drifts  of  the  VaU\pf> 
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But  darkly  on  the  father's  mind 
ilt  rush'^9  and  hope  iwas  banish 'd; 

He  spoke— and  swifter  than  the  wind 
The  frantic  lorer  Tanish'd. 

Soon  from  afiEUTy — *^  turn  hack  thy  h^ad  !^ 

A  voice  exclaimed  in  horror ; 
The  youth  rush'd  past  with  Fatty  dead. 

And  to  the  cottage  bore  her. 

And  stretched  h^r  on  the  hearth,  ev'n  yet 

Not  quite  of  life  despairing ; 
But  froze  were  those  blue  ^eins,  and  set 

The  glaz'd  eye  ghastly  staring. 

Ah  mourner  grey !  tho'  sad  the  change. 

Gaze  not  mistrustful  o'er  her ; 
Though  sunk  those  charms,  now  grimly  strange. 

Beneath  a  cloud  of  horror* 

It  is  that  blooming  creature  fur, 
Long  cherish'd  on  thy  bosoin ; 
Flow'r  of  it's  warmth^  Ay  eveniiig^B  start     ' ' 
^  Thy  winter^s  cheering  blossom  !  ^ 

The  harden'.d  sexton  leanit  to  sigh. 

The  placid  corpse  outlaying. 
And  children  wip  d  the  artless  eye, 

Her  coffin's  plate  suryejring. 

The  sire  look'd  down'  her  mansion  cold, 
Despair  of  tears  bereft  him^  * 

He  stood  upon  her  burial  mould ; 
Despair  alone  was  left  him.   . 

But  Harry  'midst  the  group  was  not. 
That  round  her  grave  was  sighing  j; 

Far  from  his  home,  and  native  spot, ' 
A  maniac  he  was  flying. 
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Far  and  more  far  his  lonely  flight 

He  keeps,  no  tie  remaining; 
The  village  hears  his  voic^  by  night, 

Amidst  the  woods  complaining. 

And  there^  wheo  /midst  it's  lonely. haunts 
The  moon*light  sleeps  in  mildness. 

All  night  her  favourite  song  he  chaunts. 
In  melancholy  wilchiesti-  ^-^ 

For  oft  he  hears  her  whisper  there, 

,  .      His  ^nlj^de  beguiling ;         { 

He  tells  you  from  whet  beauteout  starj 
He  saw  h^  spirit  so^liqg. .  '- 

And  he  t«o  smiles^ — but  in  bM  ey^    -   > 

'Tis  Uke  a  tomb-light  bnrbiog  i  •  • 
That  form  in  spring-tide  vigaurbfgh 
.tit  tet'to  dust  returtiing.  ^         '   /  - 

Lonciy'of  heartyvand  wildof  S^rain,  .    . 

Death's  worm  is  in  Lis  bosom,;  .f.*     '  . 
Hartry  shasll  never  see  again,         ,  .. 

.   .  The*8ummcr  hcaih-flower^  blosspm.  . 

iVr.;-  •  I*:.  •.  •    •  ....*. 

•  •■•  -■••-»,         1,        -T 

a.:.      ',:  EPITAPH. 

,  ^    ';  i  •  ••  •    ■    '  -       A  , 

Here  liest  consigo'd'to  native^dust,  a  youth  \ 

Of  softfltt  manners,  •  and  unblemished  truth,  ^ 
Who  knew  no  vice,  no  waywarct  courses  ran^ 

A  friend  malare,  tha'  not  adviauc'd  to  man ;  ;' 

Duteous,  sincere,  in  cv'ry  act  approv'd,  '' 

But  ah !  how  early  from  our  hope!  remov'd !  •-''•  '^ 
Vet  call  we  dot  that  life  too  shof t  ^  sffty,  '7  \ 
Whose  virtues  gain'd  him  i^i  eteirnal  day. 

liEv.  DRt  aysSE^., 
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BOILEAITS 


SATIBS  TIL   TRANSLkTEQ. 


* 


Let  ns  now  change  our  stile,  and  quit  Qttire,  my  Muae^ 

¥fe  are  Viufly  eih^lby^d  wheh  w^  others  abuse; 
6  an  author  'tis  fate,  be  the  mlin  Whom  he  w  111^ 
And  the  ill  sMd  of  othiers  produces  but  ill  2 
Oi^  a  Poet,  oy  rage  for  defnit^o^  Q^s|e4» 
While  he  seel^  for  appilause,  brings  disgrace  on  bis  head  2 
And  the  jeit  which  to  pleasure  ^e' reader  was^meant,  * 
Has  ojft'  giv'n  to' its  author  just  cause  to  repent* 
'  A  dull  panegyric,  an  eulo^  cOld,    '    '       '^ 
On  the  bo^lisenet^s  shelf  rbts'  m  quii^t  unsol4| 
Of  reviewers  it, heeds  n6t  the  cHticism  juist, ' 
And  has  nothing  to  fear  but  the  book  worm  and  dust : 
But  the  arch  sneering  bard}  who  9ur  laughter  excites, 
Whoin'we  blaine  as  we  read,  and  yet  read  all  he  writes, 
While  his  fitlasu,  thixikl  litensVl  each  fv^ddm  he  takes. 
And  of  those  who  laugh  with  him  oft  enemies  makes.  ' 
A  discourse  too  sincere  is  still 'sure  to  displease,  '  * 
J^ch  thiidu  in  ^e  glais  bis* own  image  he  sees; 
And  the  man  who  mile  reading  delighted  appears 
With  your  verse,  in  his'heart  both  detetu  you  and  fean. 
Tis  in  v4in  then,  my  i^use,  your  hand  itches  to  wiitOi, 
And  if  we  mus^  rhym^  let  us  praises  hidhe ;  *    ^   '  ^ 
Let  us  seek  ibr  lome  hero  of  virtue  isublime 
Who  our  incep4e  deserves^  and  is  worthy  our  rhyme. 


fat  in  vain  to  this  effort  I  strain  all  my  wit, 
can  ne'er  dnd  one  rhyme  tor  encomium  that*s  fit* 
Each  thbuffbt  I  bestow  but  encreases  my  pain, 
t  ID  vain  .bfte  my  nails,  f^nd  my  head  beat  in  vain  ; 
From  my  brain^  deep  recess  I  can  nothing  retail 
But  tome  rhymes  still  more  forc'-d  than  those  of  ^ 

Pucelfe; 
Fm  like  one  on  the  rack,  and,  to  thwart  ray  design. 
In  resistance  my  pen,  and  my  paper  combine : 
But  if  8atire%  the  theme,  I  su<!ceed  to  ray  mimf. 
And  'tis  then  that  my  strength  as  a  Poet  I  find. 
PfacebnSj  soon  as  I  open  my  lips,  hears  my  pray'r. 
And  my  words-stand  arrangf-d  Without  trouble  or  carew 
If  ia  wish  to  pourtray'a  great  knave  I  should  feel, 
Without  pausing  a  moment,  I  write — Raumaviltc: 
}f  a  fool  who  in  folly%  superior  to  all. 
My  pen  at  the  end  of  the  verse  finds  Sofal ; 
And  I  feel  that  with  Genius  ra^  mind  is  on  fire, 
if  a  poor  poetester  to  paint  I  desire. 
My  rhymes  like  a  torrent  the  paper  overflow. 
And  RerHn,  and  Pclletier,  instantaneously  shew ; 
Boanecorse,  Titreyille,  Colletet,  and  Pradon ; 
And  a  thousand  I  find,  where  I  sought  but  for  one. 
I  in  Criumph  exult,  and  in  secret  my  Muse, 
With  lienidlf  quite  delighted,  her  labours  pursues* 
Tb  in'v«n,  in  the  height  of  poetical  rage. 
To  myself  I  oft  times  whisper  maxims  most  sage; 
Tis  in  vain  I  would  favour  at  least  shew  to  one. 
Foe  my  mischievous  pen  will  give  Quarter  to  none; 
And  wh^ik  phrenzy  poetic  the  mast  ry  has  gain'd, 
Thro*  the  sievie  of  keen  Satire  each  object  is  strain'd. 
Yet  to  favour  true  merit  I  ever  delight. 
And  a  c6x<9(>hib  could  never  find  grace  in  my  sight ; 
But  I  still  kurit  him  down  as  a  hound  does  his  pr^y^ 
And  as  &oon  as  I  find  him  I  keep  him  at  bay. 
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In  fine,  not  to  waste  on  such  nonsense  my  time,  •';•'. 
To  the  tail  of  some  words  I  can  tag  a  fit  rhyme ; 
Oft  an  arch  piece  of  prose  I  in  rhyme  haveftxprestt 
For  in  aught  if  I'm  good,  'tis  at  that  I  am  b^t» 
Thus  whether  untimely,  by  Fate's  stern  decre^    .  . 
/n  his'  flight  cruel  death  should  pounce  down  upon  me^ 
Or  a  long  happy  life  to  my  wish  he'av'n  should  yield. 
Or  ip  Paris  or  Rome,  in  the  City  or  Field, 
Tho'my  Muse  should  thereby  the  whole  universe  spite^ 
Poor  oi:  rich,  gay  or  sad,  I  still  verses  will  write^  ; 

Poor  yritf  you  will  say^  how  thy  case  I  bewail. 
Let  thy. sad  ebullitions  no  longer  prevail.;  |c^ine, 

j^nd  hieware  lest  some  wretch,  thou  ha$t  lash'^i^for  his 
In  thy  blood  should  qctinguish  thy  ardor  for  thyme. . 
What!  when  Horace,  vi^o  copied  Lucilius's-sti.fe, 
Breaith'd  in  witty  .lampoons  his  redundance  of  biiei 
And  fair  Virtue  avenging,  in  Satire  sul>iime,. 
Unmask'd  every  vice  that  prevail'd  ii)  his.tim/e  ;  ; 
Or  when  keen  witty  Juvena),  laughing  at  all,      .  ^ 
From  his  pen  pouring  torrents  of  wo^rniwpQd.apd  gall', 
In  his^wrath  the  whole  city  of  Rome  did  oifei\d^|  ; 
Did*either  of  these  meet  a  tra^cal  end  f    .         -  >  •  / 
Wb^ha^KcI  theu  to  fear  from  so  ]dl|e.astvain«  . 
V^Hilst  unknown  both  my  name  and  poetical  ,Y<}U| ;. , 
Whije  my  rhymies  in  attempting  ta  riy^l  ^oifttiguili' 
Ne'er  the  Magazine's  page,  with  impunity  >wal))  ..^   ' 
'Tis  with  pain  I'm  preyful'd  on  to  read  them  ii(he^.4eiiK?d, 
To'amqise  ^me  old  fricq^  who  with  Satire  is.  pleas'4,' 
W^ho  may  flatter,  pcxha^)^  and  .with  tri^chei^o^j^r^^ 
Laugh  aloud  at  my  work,  aud  in,  secret  at  mc»/-  ;  n/ 
In  fine  I  'tis  my  pleasure,  1  .caunot  refrain^     « •  .    .« r 
Tho'  I  cannot  speak  well,  I  my  tongue  ^an*t  restrain ; 
And  t^e  moment  a  pleasant  thqiight,  corner  in  my;  head 
I'qai!  n^er  be  at  r^t'tUI  'tis  written  o^M^d^-  .  .    y 


I  resist  not  tbe  torrent  that  bears  me  away : 
But  enough— out  of  breath  I  must  here  end  my  lay. 
And  my  hand  quite  fatigu'dinust  relinquish  my  pen. 
But  to  morrow,  my  Muse^we'il  resume  it  again. 

•  .    /  ••  w^»  w« 


«  I 


VERSES  TO  A  VERY  YOUNG  LADY. 


O  CarolivIi,  P  Caroline, . 

O  thou  bast  fttora  this  heart. of  mine. 
O  Caroling,  P<>i^r9line,.^ 
^was  nQt  tjbe  lustre  of  dbine  eyne,; .    \ 
That  8tolC)thiaiooUsh  heart  of  jooiine^^.^,  .. 
O  Caroline^  0  Cavqline,  »  .     ^ 

Twas  Bot.thy  Ibrrn^  so  dim>Qid  &no^. 
Thatvtole  tjbus  {icioUsh  hi^  oC  inii)e. .. .', 
Ta  iiot  tby  tapn^  'tis,  i^t  thy  f^e,^ .  , 
KQf  magic  4V9ic<f9.npr  wit,  nor^gmicep 
But  som0tlj^giM:vvhici|  aU'Qombme    . !, 
To  steal  thisiooUsh  heart  offniue*..,  , 
Tis  mirtlu'tif^. humour,  fancy,'. whliJoi^ . '. 
In  every  lioK^)(f.'M>  every  limb,   . .  . 
In  fiyi^tj  apc%n|^  sweet  of  tbii^e, 
WU«h 8|^  j|9y>aart,  Q  Caroling} 
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LINES 


WRUTEN  AT  RICHMOND. 


«T  THS  RIGHT  HO^.  JORlf  BHIL?OT  CVRBAV, 


Ov  the  same  spot  where  weepina  TAouuoii  pai() 
The  last  sad  tribute  to  l^is  TqilfoFt  shade. 
An  humble  Musoi  by  fond  remembrance  led. 
Bewails  the  a(>sent  where  he  moura'd  the  dead* 
Nor  differs  much  the  subject  of  tJkt  strain^ 
Whether  of  Death  or  Absence  we  complain ; 
Whether  w^re  sonder'd  by  the  final  scene. 
Or  envious  seas  disjoining  roll  l>etween. 
Absence,  the  dire  ^fiect^  is  stiU  the  same^ 
And  Deaii  and  Distance  differ  but  in*  nam'tf* 
Yet  sure  tde/re  different  if  the  peacefii^  9!^^ 
From  haunting  tJ^mghts  its  low  laid  tenant  save  I 
iUas !  my  friend,  were  Praoidencf  inclin'd, 
In  unrelenting  wrath  to  human  kind, 
To  take  back  every  blessing  that  ^e  gave. 
From  the  wide  ruin  she  would  Memoty  saVe^ 
For  Memory  still,  with  morci  than  Egipt^s  art 
Embalming  every  grief  that  wounds  the  h^art^ 
Sits  at  the  altar  she  had  rais'd  to  woe. 
And  feeds  the  source  whence  tears  must  ever  flow. 
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STANZAS 

AMrmed  to  tte  Bighi  Reoetmd  Tkomas  LM  Bkkop  ^ 

Drontorct  January  3, 181  !• 


N ow  tie  wide  havoc  of  the  year  is  past  t 
Like  a  retiring  Host  *  it  spread  amr 

Of  Nature's  works  a  melancholy  wastes 
And  spoils  of  Spring  and  Life  the  rain  share* 

While  prone,  terrestrial  minds  desponding  pore 
On  the  dull  soil,  and  dream  the  parthig  soulf 

Like  withering  vegetation,  lives  no  more^ 
Sttt  finds  beheath  the  clod  its  fiimi  goid  ^ 

And  sensual  wassailers,  like  Circe's  crew, 
Comliine  in  deep  oblivious  flood  to  drioim 

The  heavenly  spark,  content  if  Spritig  rene# 
The  draught  of  Comns  and  the  rosy  cniwn  ; 

Andf  mole-eyed  Sophists,  when  th|B  mortal  form 
The  time-worn  mark  of  passing  years  displays^' 

Contend  that,  im the  retercnd  sage  and  worm. 
The  vitat^spmt  with  its  dust  decays ; 

Sceptic,  that  venerable  form  behold. 
To  common  eyes  it  bears  the  marks  of  time  ^ 

Yet  the  fr^  spirit,  active,  uncontroll'd^ 
Still  rittws  Its  native  energy  sublime. 


o 
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VeSy  there  are  beams  that  pierce  the  cloudy  test 
Of  this  damp  clirae,  (rprn'tid  material  light 

Derived,  which  round  a  steady  spleudour  cast. 
From  Heaven  sent  down  U>  banish  mental  nig^t. 

Time  on  the  heaven-aspiring  soul  bestows 
New  lustre,  and  improves  her  beauty  still ; 

Vears  pass,  but  in  eternal  youth  she  glows» 
Like  her  that  nectar  to  the  Gods  did  fill. 

While  her  existence  lasts^  she  feeds  on  truths 
The  more  she  feeds  her  energies  improve  ; 

And  energy  in  her  is  endless  youth. 
Eternal  rapture  and  Eternal  love. 

Now  Sceptic,  look  once  more,  is  that  a  soul 
To  fleet  in  vapour^  or  in  dust  to  lie ; 

In  good  more  active  as  more  near  the  Goal, 
As  nature  wakes  beneath  a  dawning  sky. 

Like  •  the  young  prophet  erst,  by  Tigris*  flood,. 

Beheld  the  giant  form  of  empire  shook 
Without  a  breath,  and,  where  aloft  it  stood, 

Without  a  hand  in  thousand  fragments  broke; 

Thus  thro'  religion's  medium  pure  he  sees 
■Monarchs  deposed,  and  thrones  in  ruin  hurl'd ; 

And  from  the  reliques  forming  by  degrees 
The  beauteous  fabric  of  a  nobler  world* 

4 

Hail  him  !  ye  parents,  for  that  youthful  trains 
Rcfin'd  by  him  from  torpid  sloth  and  sin ; 

Witness  yon  hamlets  round  yon  solemn  fane, 

Which  peace  protects,  while  virtue  dwells  therein* 

*  S«e  Ban.  Chap.  ii. — It  is  hoped  that  this  comparison  .will  tot 
he  thought  extmvugant:  the  author  only  meant  to  express  that 

0-whcn  the  lights  of  Scripture  and  of  reason  are  compared  by  a  mind 
replete  with  knowledge  and  matured  by  tim6,  **  his  old  experience 
may  attain  to  somewlwt  like  prophetic  strain." 
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And  when  von  hamlets^  and  yon  solemn  fane. 
Are  pass  d  away  as  if  they  ne'er  had  been, 

These  shall  their  gendine  feature  still  retaini 
The  deathless  inmates  of  a  nobler  scene. 

Hail  him,  ye  Muses,  on  that  sacred  height 
Where  palm  and  laurel  mix  their  friendly  shade ; 

There  from  your  airy  seats  ye  oft  would  light. 
And  prompt  his  musings  in  the  flow'ry  glade. 

Ye  that  have  shar'd  the  bounties  of  his  hand. 
Hail  him— but  faltering  notes  can  never  sing 

What  the  heart  feeb ;  else  Fancy  would  expand 
Aloft  a  more  than  Peg^sean  wing.  .  ji.  i. 


EPITAPH  ON  HIS  WIFfi. 

BY  DR,  JORTIN. 

« 

TRAKSLATED  FROM  TH^  I.ATI9. 

O  THAT  the  cruel  Fates  whose  iron  sway. 

In  beauty's  prime,  my  Poeta  snatch'd  away  ; 

Me  too  would  summon  to  the  fatal  shore 

Where  Phoebus'  beams  would  glad  my^eyes  uo  more ; 

That  in  the  tomb  by  her  I  might  repose 

My  lifeless  corse,  and  rest  from  all  my  woes ; 

But  you  my  love  beware  the  noxious  draught 

Of  Lethe's  numbing  stream,  and  leave  unquaff'd 

Oblivion's  bowl ;  preserve  within  thy  mind 

The  thoughts  of  him  whom  thou  hast  left  behfnd ; 

Who  soon  will  follow  ;  fur  the  torch  of  I^vc 

The  darkness  of  the  journey  shall  remove. 

^.  Y. 


^ 


to  A  XADY  VERY  FEARFUL  OF  THUIQ)ElL 

MY  THB  LATB  BEt.  DEi  BVSSBli 


is 


i«     <  ^.«    I, 


SAt,  wiienee  this  sudden  chili,  my  hitf 
Vihen  thunder  rattles  through  the  air  f 
"Why  quits  your  blood  each  distant  part. 
And  hastes  to  guard  the  labMng  heart  f 
Why  all  this  shi/ring,  panting,  crying^ 
This  something  little  less  than  dying? 
If  wretches,  stainM  with  deadly  sin. 
Quake  at  the  wprm,  that  gnaws  within } 
If  savage  Tyrants  trembling  fly» 
And  think  the  £ite,  they  merit^  nigh ; 
If  treacherous  statesmen,  who  have  sold 
Their  Country  and  their  God  for  gold^ 
Are  by  this  solemn  sound  dismayed, 
And  dread  his  wrath,  they've  disobey'd  | 
Yet  wny  does  my  Eliza  featr, 
What  only  should  the  wicked  scare? 
The  flash  that  strikes  the  villain  dead, 
It  taught  to  spare  the  guiltless  head ; 
Or  should  by  thb  the  virtuous  die, 
Twere  but  on  lightning's  wines  to  fly,* 
And  gpun  with  greater  speed  their  sky# 


06 


t^  iPiaSt  DAY  O^  ItAIN 
AFTER  A  LONG  DROU6UT4 


BT  ICEi.  Lft  irOtR. 


A  %kLW9t  gurb  Teib  Nature  oV, 

No  friendly  moisture  giv'n ; 
And  parching  meads  in  vain  iroplora 

Refreshing  drops  of  Heaven  ; 
The  thirsty  Earth  each  streamlet  drains^ 
And  yawns,  and  opes  her  famish'd  veins* 

Sady  o'er  the  barren  lawn  and  heath, 

llie  lowing  cattle  stray. 
Pick  the  rank  nettle,  or  faieneath 

Dried  leaves  that  strew  their  way ; 
For  Summer^s  mantle  tamish'd,  torD^ 
He  shakes  it  from  him,  as  in  scorn* 

Fair  Flora  weeps  her  chaplets  gay  ; 

The  roses  wont  to  greet. 
The  blooming  Goddess  on  her  way. 

Untimely  strew  her  feet; 
Yet  shorter  is  their  short-liv'd  doom, 

Alas !  Ihey  withei  ere  they  bloom* 
you  Tix*  w 
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Siftd  Zephyr  skims  the  garden  round. 

And  o'er  his  fav'rites  grieves, 
And  faintly  sighs  with  plaintive  sound 

'Mong  scathed  flowers  and  leaves  ; 
Tir'd  bees  unyirontcd  distance  roam. 
And  bring  but  half  their  lading  home* 

While  Nature  burns  throughout  her  frame^ 

And  vapours  taint  the  air, 
Can  Man  alone  exemption  claim 

From  ills,  all  else  must  share  ? 
Ah,  No !  he  feels  her  ev'ry  paio, 
LinkM  in  the  universal  chain. 

—But  soft ! — the  welcome  show'rs  arrive, 
— How  drinks  the  gladden'd  soil  f— 

—How  the  flow'rs  breathe— the  plants  revive^ 
How  the  gay  pastures  smile! — 

And  Man  revivitig  with  the  earth. 

Inhales  new  health,  new  joy,  new  birth ! 

But  ah  !  4in  vain,  for  such  whose  pow'rs 

In  lingering  pain  decay. 
In  vain  kind  Heav'n  its  pity  show'rs, 

And  freshen'd  breezes  play; 
In  vain  the  grateful  earth  replies, 
And  breathes  her  incense  to  the  skies. 

They  may  not  trace  the  silver  stream, 

Along  itfif  winding  way, 
Kor  wander  at  the  setting  beam, 

To  hail  declining  day ; 
For  Evening's  sighs  borne  on  the  breeze. 
So  sweet  to  Health,  were  Death  to  these !-« 
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ODE 


OD  THE  D£iiTH  OF  OENEBAL  ROMANA. 


BT  PROI^ESSOR  BICHAEDSOU* 


t 

Lo  1  in  tliat  isle,  girt  by  the  Scandiati  Wave^ 
Komana,  with  his  bold  Iberians^  brave 
Their  Gallic  foe.    Behold  them  bare 
Their  manly  bosoms  I  "  We  will  die,"  they  swear, 
^  Will  shield  and  save  our  native  land,  or  die.'^-** 
The  patriot  oath  was  heard,  and  registe/d  on  high* 

IL 

That  day,  in  presence  of  th'  Almighty  mind^ 
With  holy  awe,  the  Genius  of  mankind, 

Ranged  in  the  radiant  courts  of  Heaven 
With  those  to  whom  the  gracious  charge  was  given 
Of  other  splendid  orbs,  with  ardent  gase, 
Kenif49  as4t  roU'd  afiir^  his  own  fiur  planet  blaze. 

v3 
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III. 

And  upward  as  tV  unusual  radiance  ffowM^. 
The  conscious  rapture  of  his  bosom  glow'd. 

While  shouts  of  many  mations  came. 
And  loud  and  dear  amid  the  vast  acclaim. 
The  recent  blazon  of  th'  Iberian  race 
Kose  thro'  the  starry  spheres  of  inteimediaAe  sp^e» 

IV. 

The  solemw  oath  was  registered  on*  high  f 
Apd  rising,  thro'  Iberia's  troubled  sky. 

By  flame-man'd  coursers  drawn,  behold 
Romana  wafted  in  a  car  of  gold  J 
Whose  corruscatioi^s  bright  as  they  ascend. 
With  light'ning's  flashing  wide  from  Heaven's  bigK 
portal  blend* 

V. 

And  lot  while  loose  His  raven  tiiesses  fly^ 
With  the  dark  lustre  of  an  eagle  eye, 
Thy  Genius,  by  tb'  unfolded  gate, 
With  helm  and  spear,  Iberia !  deigns  to  wait. 
And  greet  the  stranger.— But,  **  return,"  he  saya^ 
^ot  yet  a  while  enjoy  thy  meed  of  fulUearxi'd  praise;: 

VL 

•*  While  other  warriors  in  the  marshard  fidM,! 
^  With  patriot  zeal,  and  virtuous  ire  impell'd^. 

**  Hurl  their  loud>  vengeance  on  the  foe, 
^  Till  the  red  flood-gates  of  the  battle  flow ; 
**  Be  thine  a  loftier  holier  task !  descend, 
Inspirei  and  with  their  spirits,^  let  thy  spirit  bfaiM^ 


Ci 
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^*  Go,  f  einforce  them  if  their  lires  relent^ 
**  Chill'd  by  disaster,  or  i^nduly  spent 

"  Iq  rash  atchievement.     Go,  impart 
**  The  wisdom  of  thine  own  sagacipas  heart ; 
^<  And  deeply  let  these  truths  their  minds  impress, 
*^  No  sloth  can  win,  no  rashness  shall  eontroul, 
"  But  wise,  and  manly  perseverance,  sole, 
^*  With  th'  aid  of  ffeaven,  shall  earn,  and  ratify  sue* 


cess/' 


VIII. 


Nor  shall  the  Cimbriao  isle  no  fame  obtain. 
That  saw  Romana  rouse  the  wrath  of  Spain. 

Tho'-cold  beneath,  a  northern  clime, 
Veil'd  with  gray  mists,  and  hoar  with  frosty  rime, 
Y^ith  scant  and  transient  grace  thy  fields  display 
The  chearful  bloom  of  summer's  foir  array, 
Yet,  Funen,  shall  thy  little  island  claim 
Distinction,  henceforth  cl^ss'd  with  lan^  of  antient 
P^ine, 

IX. 

**  I  s?iw,*'  the  future  traveller  will  relate, 

**  Ween,  Tycho's  isle  that  crowns  the  Baltic  strait, 

^'  And  Hamlet's  famous  Elsinore, 
^  Hafnia's  fair  city,  Zealand's  verdant  shore, 
**  Contrasted  with  the  mountainous  array 
**  That  Swedeland's  rocks,  in  gloomy  pomp,  display, 
*'  And  Funen,  dear  to  freedom,  where>4k  band 
^  Of  patriots  vow'd  to  die,  or  free  their  native  land." 
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TO  A  BEAUTIFUL  BEGGAR*: 

{Supposed  to  have  hen  written  by  a  Clerk  to  a  Magiitrate.) 

JTAOH   THE   SPANISH   OF   CEBVAKTIBS. 


Goy  beautiful  beggpir,  depart  from  this  doort, 
Here  charity  dwells  not ;  'tis  shut  on  the  poor* 
The  wretched,  with  age  and  with  sickness  decajM/ 
Scarcely  pick  up  a  crumb  when  the  dogs  have  been  fed. 
But  thy  youth  and  thy  health,  thro'  thy  rags  as  they 

smile, 
Pronounce  thee  unwilling  yet  able  to  toil. 
Thy  youth  aud  thy  health  that  with  rapture  I  see. 
Through  thy  rags  and  thy  dirt^  as  they  beam  upon 

Those  lips  asking  kisses,  those  love-darting  eyes— 
Ah !  how  will  they  speak  to  the  old  and  the  wise  f^^ 
I  am  young,  and  tho'  cold  and  insensible  thought, 
I  feel  I  can  pity,  by  Loveliness  taught : 
But  what  are  my  feelipgs,  my  pity,  my  love ! 
Ob !  pardon  a  language  you  may  not  approve-— 

jk  K  4  K  K  K 

SAAVSDRA. 

*  These  verset  were  intended  for  insertion  in  a  translation  of 
Cervantes*s  novel  of  the  Gitanilla.  The  girl  is  supposed  to  react 
them  to  a  party  of  young  men  (before  whom  she  appeared  with 
the  company  of  gypsies,  to  which  she  belonged)  as  a  specimen  of 
what  productions  her  charms  had  given  rise  to.  One  of  the  yoong 
inen,  out  of  jealousy,  snatches  them  oat  of  hex  hands  b^if^re  shp 
comes  to  the  end. 
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JUSTICE  JERRY,  OR  THE  WIDOWER. 


A  WEST  OF  IRELAND  TALE. 


Ik  Sleep's  >varra  embraces  the  Justice  lies  snoring* 
Busy  Fancy  in  dreams  his  past  pleasures  restoring ! 
Up  th^  well-known  green  hill  she  shews  crowds  fast  as* 
And  a  long  cavalcade  on  the  Sheriff  attending ;  [cending, 
The  blissful  Assisees  she  pictures  before  him. 
With  all  the  delights  that  attend  on  the  Quorum  ; 
Grand  Juries,  grand  Dinners,  and  circling  Decanters^ 
And  business,  and  bustle,  and  speeches,  and  banters  ; 
Now  Jobs  thick  as  filberts,  she  gives  in  her  bounty, 
And  tickles  his  palm,  with  the  purse  of  the  County; 
Grave  Lawyers  and  Judges  she  soberly  musters, 
And  points  in  all  corners  Attorneys  in  clusters : 
At  her  magical  touch,  all  the  scenery  blooms. 
And  white  wigs,  like  white  roses,  shed  precious  per* 
And  now,  like  Arachne,  as  Jerry  prepares    [fumes. 
To  fetter  poor  vagrants  in  law-woven  snares ; 
Behold  to  disturb  the  fine  web  of  his  fancy. 
Nurse  comes  to  announce  the  demise  of  his  Nancy ; 
Slow  turning,  and  stretching,  and  yawning,  he  cries, 
'*  Zounds  !  Nurse  is  she  gone?"  *'  Sure  enough'^  she 

replies. 
Lack*a-day !  as  the  cock  crew,  I  shut  up  her  eyes  : 


01  the  dear  pretty  corps  I  you  would  swear  she^  % 

sleeping, 
^would  comfort  your  worship  to  takfs  but  a  peep  in.*^ 
^*  Cease,  cease,  you  pld  Gossip !  with  prate  tp  oppresf 

me,  [i^'^f 

Odds  life !  Tin  sp  hurried !  s^nd  Dicjk  here  to  dres| 
How  unlucky  that  Nanny  should  die  at  this  prists  I 
t)octor  Speed-em  declared  ^heM  outlive  the  A^si^es; 
But  wives,  young  or  old,  are  for  evef  perplexing, 
And  living  or  dying,  take  pleasure  in  vexing  l"* 
Thus    the  Justice  exclaims,— as  half  sleeping  ]ialf 

waking^ 
l^oor  Dick  staggers  dowiif  in  a  yorrowAil  taking, 
f  So  Riphard  !  you're  there !  I  approve  qt  your  (taste  1 
Alas !  my  good  Fellow  1  we've  po  time  to  waste  t 
Scarce  the  moment  we're  speaking  is  at  our  command^ 
We're  all  unprepared,  and  tne  Judge  is  at  handl^ 
*'  O  !  mercy  pppn  us;  and  keep  us  from  eyilt" 
(]lries  Dick  all  aghast,—**  and  from  Death  and  the  Deyill 
Sure,  as  the  Pray'r  says,  we  are  miserable  sinners ! 
And  the  Judge  will  ^oon  see,  that  we're  not  new  be* 

ginners; 
Though  luistress  was  young,  and  sp  good,  and  so  pretty» 
Jjord  bless  us,  your  honour  !  see  Death  had  no  pity  ;  ' 
iVe're  forty  years  older ; — but  sure  we  be  stronger,' 
So,  Master,  mayhap  we  piay  last  a  bit  longer  T 
**  Why  you  curs'd  sleepy  Buzzard !  what  is't  you're  i^ 

dreaming  {  [teeming  f^ 

With  what  nonsense  is .  this  that  thy  numskull's  ^ 
tries  the  Justice  enrag'd — in  a  voice  loud  as  thunder,' 
While  Dick  stands  as  stiff  as  tjie  statue  of  Wonder.     ' 
*'  I  sent  for  you,  Sirrah  !"  continues  the  JVIaster, 
*^  To  assist  in  repairing  this  morning's  disaster ; 
But  when  County  aflkirs  my  attention  engage,. 
Yoi(  prate  about  Death|  and  the  Devil  and  Age ! 


TS 

0O  finC  to  Ned  Snip,  and  bring  him  in  haste, 
Yott  meal !  you  know  I  have  no  time  to  waste; 
Aasore  kini  I  must  have  ray  mourning  to  day. 
For  my  present  condition  admits  no  delay ; 
Then  as  you  return  call  on  Mrs.  Mac  Thimble, 
And  get  me  a  hat  band, — be  sure  you  be  nimble; 
]tet  asy  moumiBg  be  finished  with  fashion  and  fancy. 
As  a  pvoof  of  my  grief  for  my  dear  little  Nancy ; 
t^et  me  see !  tkis  is  Monday !  we'll  earth  dter  to  moF« 
Tb  tkt  only  wise  method  to  bury  one's  sorrow ;    ^ww^ 
I'm  too  tender  hearted  for  watching^  and  weeping. 
And  what  would  my  wife  be  the  t>etter  for  keeping; 
Then  as  seen  as  we've  done  with  that  sneaking  dog- 
To  regulate  matters  we,  perhaps,  may  be  able !    [Sable^ 
Theo  the  house  may  be  settled,  things  put  in  their  places. 
Now  all's  in  disorder  as  often  the  case  is ! 
pQ  Wednesday  in  business  quite  up  to  the  ears, 
We  must  measure  our  roads  and  consult  overseers: 
To  the  Assizes  on  Thursday^— away  I  shall  drive ! 
Dr  Egad  !  my  Presentments  would  few  of  them  thrive!'' 

So  concluded  Old  Jerry : — and  just  as  he  said, 
lie  got  on  his  mourning  and  buried  his  dead ; 
Me  settl'd  his  household, — his  roads  did  he  measure, 

Then  drove  to with  spirit  and  pleasure : 

But  think  what  a  trial  awaited  him  there. 
Enough  for  a  Job,  or  a  Jerry  to  bear ! 
The  Sheriff  imag^n'd— -how  wild  was  his  fancy ! 
That  Jerry  would  stay  to  lament  over  Nancy : 
So  another  he  placed  in  his  stead  on  the  Jury, 
Which  rous'd  our  meek  magistrate  into  a  fury.     . 
Thus  the  Justice,  poor  man !  was  excluded  from  play. 
But  he  watch'd  o'er  the  Game  all  the  length  of  the  day ; 
And  at  night  with  the  Judges  and  Jurors  so  merry, 
f^y  who  was  so  joking,  so  jovial  as  Jerry : 
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Biit  now,  O  my  Muse,  tbe  sad  sequel  relate ! 
Lo!  a  Writ  is  just  issued  from  the  high  Court  of  Fata* 
lu  Law  and  in  Riches,  how  vain  all  his  trust  is  \ 
Influenza  arrests  him,  altho'  he's  a  Justice : 
The  hard  hearted  Bailiff  the  Prisoner  apprises. 
To  pack  up  his  papers  and  quit  the  Assizes-— 
That  on  Styx  he  must  sail,  without  passport  or  clearance^ 
Before  Chief  Justice  Minos  to  make  his  appearance; 
Where  no  counsel  shall  plead  for,  no  interest  can  bail  him^ 
Where  no  Juries  are  pack'd,  and  no  bribes  can  avail  him. 
Now  Jerry  he  finds,  as  he  steps  out  of  life. 
That  a  husband  is  mortal  as  well  as  a  wife. 
And  leanw  too  this  truth,  as  he  yields  his  last  breathy 
lliat  the  sly  like  t^e  simple  are  subject  to  Death  ! 

B*  C.  K« 


EPITAPH 

ON  A  CROSS  HOUSEKEEPER. 
VRITTBK    DURIRO    HER    LIFETIME. 

Here  Ifes  my  good  housekeeper,  Maggy  the  old  ; 

Who  was,  I  confess  it,  a  horrible  scold  ; 

And  I  cannot  help  fearing  the  Devil  will  win  her, 

For  Vm  sure  whilst  she  liv'd  that  he  always  was  in  her  ; 

Yet  to  take  her  e'en  he  should  beware  of  consenting, 

Since  a  rival  he'd  find  in  the  Art  of  Tormenting : 

For  when  she  was  here  I  can  tell  Mr.  Devil, 

That  his  house  and  my  house  were  much  on  a  level. 

Could  he  send  her  above,  he  at  length  would  be  even 

With  those  Angels  that  kick'd  him  to  Hell  out  of  Heav'n. 

B«  W.  U 
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$APPH(yS  ADDRESS  TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 


fiCENE.— ^TRE  PROMONTORY  OF  LEUCADIJL 


Star  of  my  soul !  if  bright  thou  riae. 

To  cheer  with  hope  these  weeping  eyes  ; 

Or  come  to  light  the  cold  wave's  breast. 

The  pillow  of  thy  Sappho's  rest ; 

Still  thy  blest  beam  is  joy  to  me, 

For  I'm  thy  truest  votary. 

And  oh  !  if  yonder  swelling  wave. 

Is  doom'd  to  be  thy  Sappho's  grave ; 

Wit  thou  upon  its  bosom  sleep. 

And  charm  the  tempests  of  the  deep  ? 

That  here  if  Phaon,  pity-led, 

Should  breathe  one  sigh  for  Sappho  dead; 

My  hovering  shade  may  hear  that  sigh, 

toT  then  it  will  b%  bliss  to  die  I 

Hov  oft  Fve  poured  my  soul  to  thee, 
)n  songs  of  sweetest  melody ; 
And  bade  my  lyre's  soft  i^uipbers  rove, 
In  all  the  luxury  of  love ! 
put  now  the  burning  blush  I  stoep, 
Xo  tears  th^t  ouist  for  ever  weep« 


76 

X>espair  has  chill'd  the  Muse's  fire. 

And  Love  bends  weeping  o'er  my  lyre ; 

The  Spirit  of  the  dulcet  string, 

Awakes  no  more  to  Rapture's  wing ; 

But  sighs  with  melancholy  tone, 

**  Weep,  Sappho,  weep  i  thy  Phaon  s  gone  l" 

Then,  Venus,  hasten  to  bestow 
Peace  to  a  soul,  where  life  is  woe^ 
By  all  the  passion  of  thy  breast. 
That  woo'd  Adonis  to  be  blest ; 
And  by  those  sacred  tears  that  flowed. 
When  o'er  his  pallid  form  you  bow'd  ;, 
O  pity  one  who  feels  like  thee. 
Whose  love,  alas !  is  misery  ! 
— 'Ev'n  the  fond  breeze  that  waves  iny  haif, 
Moans  like  an  echo  to  despair ; 
And  sorrow  whispers  in  my  breast, 
^'  Die,  Sappho,  die !  for  Death  is  rest  V* 

Farewell,  sweet  Star !  whose  brilliant  ray, 
nium'd  with  joy  my  early  day ; 
When  Rapture,  in  the  Lesbian  grove, 
Wanton'd  with  Beauty  and  with  Love* 
Thou'rt  sinking  in  the  glowing  main^ 
But  soon  all  bright  to  rise  again ; 
"While  Hope,  that  once  as  thee  was  bright^ 
Now  tvemblea  on  the  brink  of  night ! 

Come  then,  all  dark  and  cheerless  gloom, 
No  star  remains  to  light  the  tomb ; 
For  gloomy  clouds  tempestuous  driven, 
Show  fury  on  the  front  of  Heaven ; 
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And  Tottd  the  wailing  spirits  ciy, 
**-  Victim  of  Passion !  dare  to  die  T 
Ifes,  I  can  dare— for  o'er  my  soul, 
Still  wilder  storms  of  anguish  roll ; 
And  welcome  are  the  waves^  that  steep 
My  sorrows  in  eternal  sleep ! 

W«  f  •  ROBERTS 


CATULLUS  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  BROTHER; 

O'sR  many  a  wild,  o^er  many  a  wave. 

My  solitary  path  has  been ; 
Alas!  and  is  a  brother's  grave. 

My  mournful  journey's  closing  scene! 

Still  I  had  hop'd  one  joy  ta  prove, 
Tbo'  fate  of  many  has  bereft  me ; 
'   Had  fondly  hop'd  a  Brother's  love, 

To  (heer  this  drooping  heart,  was  left  me^ 

But  hoped  in  vain,— no  more  renewed 

Is  Love's  embrace  or  Friendship's  vow ;— * 

—The  wreath  of  death,  with  tears  bedew'd^ 
Is  all  that  I  can  give  thee  now  I 

Farewell,  farewell !  tho'  fate  denied 
To  clasp  thee  living  to  my  breast ; 

Still  will  I  kneel  thy  tomb  beside. 
And  weeping  hail  thy  peaceful  rest ! 

W.  J,  ROBERTS* 

*  The  amiable  and  interesting  author  died  ^t  Bristol^  in  1906, 
itr  bis  fist  year.  Ar  selection  from  his  Tarious  poetical  and  prose 
l»rodiictions  liaa  been  formed  into  a  volume,  which  is  on  the  eve  of 
publication. 
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TO  MRS.  STUTEVILLE  ISAACSON. 

ON  HER  MARRIAGE* 


Jot  to  Victoria!  still  my  FrJendf 
May  bliss  on  all  thy  paths  attend  1 
"What  though  the  loved  fraternal  doof ' 
Shall  bound  each  maiden  wish  no  more, 
IVhat  though  new  claims,  new  dutfesy  rise^ 
To  bind  thee  with  a  thousand  ties. 
Yet  in  .these  ties^  these  duties  new, 
A  thousand  blessings  spring  to  view. 
And  whilstf  iu  all  thy  virgin  charms, 
Weeping,  thou  leav^st  a  Brother's  arm^. 
Yet,  guardian  of  thy  destiny. 
Shall  Stuteville  wipe  thy  dewy  eye, 
And  hush  to  rest  each  pensive  sigh. 

And  well  by  fhee,  fair  gentle  Maid> 
Are  all  his  tender  car6s  repaid, 
For  not  thy  tuneful  skill  alone. 
Nor  brilliant  smiles,  the  feelings  own. 
Those  sounds,  within  whose  magic  spell 
The  soul  entranced  delights  to  dwell, 
Are'but  the  echoes  of  a  mind 
In  purest  harmony  combined. 
Those  smiles,  whose  dimpled  radiance  prove 
The  force  of  beauty  and  of  love, 
Beam  the  reflection  of  a  heart 
Where  Feeling  reignsy  unspoilt  by  Art» 
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That  mind,  that  heart,  that  humour  gay^ 
They  promise  many  a  happy  day, 
When  virtues  known  and  temper  tried^ 
£ndear  the  wife  beyond  the  bride  ; 
Alike  in  eveiy  varying  hour 
They  boast  their  woe-dispelling  powV^ 
Chase  ev'ry  passing  care  away. 
And' brighten  Joy's  itefulgent  ray. 
Whilsa  pleasure  fills  thy  gentle  bre«9ty  ' 
In  blessing  others  doubly  blest. 

Bertram  House,  mart  aussell  mitford* 

April  25,  1810. 


DEATH 

IMITATED  FBOM  THE  DUC  DE  NIVERNOIS. 

Death  !  I  do  not  fear  you ; 

Death !  I  dare  come  near  you. 

The  present  good  I  always  seize, 

The  present  ill  I  bear  with  ease, 

I  ne'er  look  back  on  passing  sorrow, 

I  never  tremble  for  to-morrow— 

1  ne'er  from  harmless  pleasure  fly. 

Nor  fill  the  cup  of  joy  too  high ; 

What  nature  gives  I  ne'er  abuse, 

What  nature  wants  I  ne'er  refuse : 

Thus  I  secure  my  tranquil  state, 

Shun  the  ext/emes^  aiid  leave  the  rest  to  fate* 


sd 


•  • 


A  tRUE  STORV, 


Will  t*i¥it»LB|  yithojreqnenity  xoanied  a  pla^/ 

Applied  to  a  Gentleman^  well  recommended, 

Who  finding  one  failing,  was  all  he  could  tmce. 

Engaged  him,  the  very  first  time  he  attended. 

I  find,  quoth  the  Squire,  you  are  fond  of  a  glassi 

So  am  I,  and  can  readily  pardon  the  crime ; 

I  therefore,  unnoticM,  the  failing  shall  pass,— 

If  youll  promise  we  sha'n't  both  be  drunk  at  a  time^ 

To  this  very  fair  offer.  Will  quickly  assented, 

And,  with  honour,  his  promise  resolved  to  perform ; 

But  before  half  a  year  had  elaps'd,  he  repented, 

(A  period  he'd  soberly,  weathered  the  Storm,) 

He  therefore  gave  warning — the  cause  may  amuse  ye— » 

Quoth  the  Squire,  what  reason.  Will,  do  you  assign  f 

Since  you  came,  did  I  ever  of  drinking  accuse  ye  ? 

Or  ever  lock  up,  either  spirits  or  wine  ?  [teaze  ye^ 

You  have  had  your  own  way,  have  had  nothing  to 


Will  replied,— In  your  service  I've  had  no  enjoyment^ 
Tot,  with  truth,  I  can  say  that,  from  March,  till 

October, 
The  time  that  I've  liv'd  in  your  Honoris  employmmity 
YouVe  been  ev'ry  day  drunk,  and  I,  ev'ry  day,  sober* 


T.  A# 
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TO  A  HOSE  BUD 

taou  iYHiGil  X  Mad  iiade  A  tfRkmsd. 


Swxst  Itoie-biid !  emblem  of  some  modett  mai^ 
Like  tihee  in  natiTe  loreliness  srfay'd. 
Like  thee  too^  blushingy  tremblingy  as  afraid 

Of  lawless  gating ; 

Thou  bast  the  simple  beauty  nature  gave, 
Nor  wealthy  nor  finery,  nor  fashion's  riave ; 
Unlike  the  fair  with  gold  from  India's  wave. 

Or  jeweki  bla2ing. 

Thy  tints  how  soft  l-^^nd  oh,  how  fragile  too ! 
For  soon  iky  tender  form,  so  sweet  to  view. 
Thy  leaves  half  fiU'd  with  drops  of  pearly  dew^ 

So  gently  bending, 

iVlust  fade  and  die  J — but  so^  sweet  bud,  ^twortild  be 
Mad'st  thou  still  bloomM  upon  thy  parent  tr^e ; 
There  the  rude  winds  would  quickly  kill  e'en  thee^ 

Thy  beauties  rending^ 

What  pity  seems  it  that  a  flower  so  fair^ 
Such  fate  should  so  inevitably  shai'e, 
And  none  prevent,  no,^  not  by  tend'rest  care. 

Thy  doom  delaying ; 

VOL*  Til.  « 
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While  this  nnskilftil  semblance  frail  of  miae. 
Will  long  in  imitative  colours  shine. 
Memento  sad  of  hues  no  longer  thinet 

No  taore  displaying. 

And  yet  to  think  the  paper  plant  will  Uve^ 
The  real  flowV  Sts  perftinaes  cease  to  give, 
*Th«is  nature's  copy  nature's  self  outlive. 

Is  purest  pleasure : 

Thus  too,  perchance  the  moralist  might  say. 
Life's  blooming  sweets  departing  fade  away. 
And  Memory^i  pencil  only  ^an  pouru».y 

The  paasing  tiTeasiue. 


5.  K.  C. 


STANZAS 

niOM  THE  FRENCH  OF  PANNARIX 

O  now  soft  beam  ymir  eyest  O  how  tender's  thefr  gaae ! 

If  I  dare  to  believe  them,  you  love  me  most  dearly. 
But  does  your  heart  feet  what  1  learn  from  their  rays; 

O  tell  me,  dear  youth,  are  they  speaking  sincerely* 

If  you  love^  not,  slas !  with  my  peace  do  not  play : 
To  allure  me,  no  longer  thus  cruelly  seek  : 

And  if  that  your  heart  has  got  nothing  to  say, 
O  let  not  yoor  ^yes  with  such  eloquence  speak. 

&•  A.  J^. 
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PSALM  CXLVllt. 

Versified  to  the  104ril  FiallmFhinei  con^po$ed  tg/  tin^* 


tr  t.  fAikK^  IM« 


PaATsii  praise  We  the  Lord|  high  thrdnM  ^bote  kII 

height^ 
Praise  him  all  ye  host,  who  dwell  in  his  sight : 
Ye  rays  of  his  glory,  sun,  moon^  stars,  and  lights 
Him  praise  in  your  courses,  by  beaming  more  bri^tJ 

Earthy  airi  sea,  and  skyi  his' praise  b6  your  theme 
Whose  goodness,  whose  power,  whose  will  is  supreme  ^ 
The  woiid's  Yast  foundation  in  wisdom  who  laid, 
Who  spoke  the  great  mandate,  and  all  things  wer« 
made« 

Soft  murmur  his  praise^  each  fountain  and  rill^ 
Ye  storms  sound  his  praise  whose  laws  ye  fulfil ; 
Ye  mountains  your  summits  with  reverence  raise, 
Ye  valeS)  let  your  rerdure  smile  forth  to  his  praise. 

Ye  flocks,  while  ye  bleat^  your  shepherd  proclaim  | 
Ye  herds,  as  ye  grase^  still  publish  the  sam^ ; 
Ye  trees,  wave  your  branches  hi  homage  on  high, 
Ye  birdsy  waft  your  praises  to  hear'n  as  ye  fiy^ 

a  2 


84 

Let  princes  and  kings,  who  rule  on  this  earth. 
Let  youth  and  old  age, — let  all,  from  their  birtby 
To  praise  their  Creator,  with  heart  and  with  tongue/ 
Unite  in  one  concert,  an'd  join  in  one  song. 

To  OoD,  our  sole  Lord,  all  praises  be  giy'n 
By  men  upon  earth,  by  angels  in  Heaven  ! 
Praise  him  all  ye  nations,  from  pole  unto  pole, 
Praise  him  all  ye  people,-  praise  God,  O  my  soul  f 

T.  PARS. 


LINES 

*  Written  in  a  Young  Lady's  Bible  bound  up  vithihr 
.  Common  Frayer-book. 

.  ST   THE   LATE  REV.    UK.  RUSSEL. 

Whilst  here  you  read,  what  Saints  have  wrote^ 

And  heav'nly  inspiration  taught ; 

Know,  bright  Eudocia,  mai>y  a  maid 

These  doctrines  leamM,  these  truths  obeyed, 

And,^  armM  with  Prayers  such  as  these, 

'Midst  burning  tortures  dy'd  in  peace. 

Noi^  wonder,  they  to  dealh  were  true. 

They  read,  and  pray'd,  and  liv'd  like  you  > 

Like  your's  the  faith,  that  bade  them  die^ 

And  such  as  your's  t^ieir  constancy,  * 
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LINES 

On  tie  Death  ofH.  John  0*D<mnel,  a  Youth  of  l6,  who^ 
en  the  lots  of  the  Crescent  Frigate^  5th  Dec.  1808«  mtit 
North  SeaSy  Captain  John  Temple^  Commander ^  resa^ 
lutely  refused  to  qidt  the  Captain^  Ms  Friaid  and 
Patron,  though  urged  to  save  himself y  which  xoas  prac* 
iicable,  and  went  down  with  the  Vessel. 

BY  THB   RET.  T.  MAURICE. 


Extiwguish'd  hope ! — his  ship  a  mighty  wreck, 
ymdauuted  Temple  scorns  to  (juit  his  deck,— 
Scores — though  each  billow  yawns  an  op'ning  grave<-» 
To  quit  the  sacred  charge  his  country  gave. 
While  mountain-billows  dash  their  foam  around. 
And  from  the  rocks  the  shatter'd  planks  rebound; 
While  the  pale  mariners, — a  ghastly  band  { 
Strain  ev'ry  nerve  to  gain  th'  inviting  strand ; 
Lo !  ooe  bold  youth,  on  Fate's  tremendous  verge, 
Impeird  by  friendship^  braves  th'  advancing  surge  ;  . 
Displays  the  dauntkts  breast,  where  Honour  burns. 
Ana  Death's  accumulated  horrors  spurns. 
fiy  the  strong  chain  of  warm  affection  bound. 
They  sink  together  in  the  dread  profound  ; 
Put  only  sink,  .on  happier  shores  to  rise, 
VVhere  never  storms  obscure  the  cloudless  skies; 
Through  seas  of  purer  a^ure  cleave  their  way, 
Ani  bathe  for  «yer  \a  the  fount  of  Day  J    - 
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Stanzas 

fTriUen  in  a  ilank  fjeaftfa  Lad/$  Muric  Bopk^  hemg  # 
CvfUe^tiqn  of  Air$  and  Da^ca^  which  tie  potgenqr  IM 
mvcrally  itmg  to^  or  dqncfd  wUl^^  the  A^hor^ 


On  I  swfet  are  thy  strnins,  and  (by  ptielo^ies  tweef, 
And*  eft  to  their  magic  shall  glanpe  the  lithe  feet; 

Of  Tihby,  the  buxom  and  fair; 
lo  the  chi!l  Aqtumn  eye,  >vheu  the  northern  winds  blowi 
And  when  Winter  resumes  his  hoar  mantle  of  8no\y, 

And  Spring  breathes  her  odorous  air. 

When  sorrows  intrude,  and  serenity's  smile 
Flees  her  roseate  cheek,  and  the  tear-drop  ^hi)e 

Glistens  bright  in  her  languishing  eye;, 
When,  iior  lore,  nor  solicitous  friend,  can  impart 
Ought  of  peace  to  the  sorrow  that  dwelh  at  j^^r  beai^  | 

And  frequent,  and  deep,  is  the  sigh  ^ 

Thy  mystical  notes  and  thy  mcigical  lor^ 

To  her  ch^k  shall  the  fleeting  false  blossom  festoi% 

From  her  eye  lure  th^  eloquent  tear ;; 
And  foQtk'd  t^y  thy  dulcet  f^nciiantmt^ni  divine^ 
)fo  more  ^al)  her  heart  in  an^ty  pine, 

Nc^r  her  breaat  heave  wUh^  tremulcHis.^* 
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And,  often,  perchance,  from  the  clamorous  throng. 
Where  circles  the  jest,  and  the  mirth-inspirM  6ong, 

She'll  turn  with  reflection  to  jou ; 
She  may  think,  and  the  thought  may  be  blest  with  a 
On  one,  a  lorn  exile,  and  weary  the  while,       £80111% 

On  the  Iriend  who  has  whisper'd  adieu. 

For,  Fancy  full  oft  with  cameleoa  hues 
Will  deck  ev'ry  page,  and  her  magic  diffuse 

O'er  thy  nieaiores  transcendently  sweet ; 
And  the  visions  of  far-distant  days  shall  recall. 
The  walks  of  the  laorn,  and  the  feat».of  the  ball. 

And  the  charms  of  the  Sylvan  retreat. 

Oh !  then  shall  thy  setes  be  far  dearer  to  me ; 
A  solace  when,  toss'd  on  vicissitude's  sea, 

An  exile  forlorn  and  depress'd ; 
Thy  talisman  strains,  faithful  record,  shall  last. 
Shall  picture  the  shadows  of  bliss  that  is  past, 

And  awhile  lull  isy  sorrows  to  rest.  ^ 


LOVE'S  LABRVNTH. 

Tom  falls  with  Kate  e'er  hea4  and  ears  in  love, 
But  dreads  hk  artless  suit  will  fruitless  prove. 
Well  he  may  fear  her  looks,  for  1  have  hints 
The  darling  object  of  his  passion  squints  ; 
And  he,  poor  fellow,  stammers  so,  'ti»  vaia 
One  sentence  in  an  hundred  to  explain* 
Thus,  She  cannot  iiis  sentiments  define, 
Nor  He,  the  language  of  her  eyes  divine : 
Good  readei  tell  me>  out  of  pure  compassion. 
How  Tom  and  Kittyi  should  declare  their  passion. 


88 


STANZAS, 

WrUim  tf  ihe  Utaik  Leaves  of  **  Hymns  for  "iftfapi 
Minds f  by  the  Author  of  Original  Foems^  BJiyme^  fof 
the  Nursery  f  See. 

Addresfed  to  Ann  and  Jane, 

2T   XR.  MOKTOOMEET. 


Whsk  the  shades  of  night  retire 
Frdin  the  morii's  advancing  beamf^ 
Ere  the  hills  are  tipt  with  firct 
And  the  radiance  lights  the  streams  ^ 
Jjo  !  the  Lark  begins  her  song. 
Early  op  the  wiu^  ^nd  long. 

Summoned  by  the  signal  notes. 
Soon  her  sisters  quit  the  lawn, 
With  their  wildly  warblipg  throi^tSy 
Soaring  in  the  dapplpd  dawn ; 
Brighter,  .warmer  spread  the  rays. 
Louder,  sweeter  swell  their  )ays» 

Nestlings  in  their  grassy  beds. 
Hearkening  to  the  joyful  sound. 
Heavenward  point  their  little  heads. 
Lowly  twittenug  from  the  ground  ;  ' 
^111  their  wings  are  fledg'4  to  fly  * 
To  the  Chorus  ii|  the  sky* 
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Thus,  fair  Minstrels !  while  ye  ting^ 
Teaching  Infant  minds  to  raise 
To  the  i^n^yersal  king 
fumble  hymns  of  prayer  and  pralse,- 
O  may  all  who  \kep.Y  your  voice, 
JLooky  and  listen,  and  rejoice ! 

Fault'ring  like  the  sky-lark's  young. 
While  your  numbers  they  record. 
Soon  may  ev'ery  beart  and  tongue 
JLearn  to  magnrty  the  Liord ; 
And  your  strains  divinely  sweet, 
jUnborn  Millions  thus  repeat. 

Minstrels !  what  reward  is  due 
For  this  (abour  of  your  love  ? 
—Thro'  eternity,  may  you, 
In  the  Paradise  above, 
Round  the  dear  Redeemer's  feet. 
All  your  infant  readers  mee(« 

fikfiMf  Nffo.  5,  1810. 


OK  ONE  INSENSIBLE  OF  THE  PASSION  HE  HAD 

EXCITED. 

Thus  by  some  stream's  reflecting  tide, 
The  passing  Traveller  often  waits  ; 

yiews,  unconcem'd,  the  waters  glide. 
Nor  heeds  the  image  be  creates. 
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TO  MASTER  PAHIL 

JprUf  1810. 

BT    AISS  MlTFORiy. 


LsT  lofty  BardSy  whose  towering  lay 

Aspiring  loounte  on  htgli^ 
Like  eagles  diink  the  brilliant  ray, 

And  soar  along  the  sky ; 

Let  Fame  await  their  tuneful  toil. 

Unfading  l&urels  crown, 
Still  beam  the  Critic's  fav'ring  smile, 

Unfelt  his  awful  frown; — 

Springs  not  for  th«:m  a  joy  so  sweet, 

From  all  their  vaiitited  lays. 
As  my  rude  harp's  wild  warbling?  greet 

When  Nature  deigns  to  praise. 

Yes,  Nature's  self ! — encbautiog  child. 

Thy  bosom  is  her  cell ; 
And  musing  soft,  or  sporting  wild^ 

With  thee  she  lovea  to  dwell. 

tTis  she  whe  teaches  thee  each  tear 

To  shed  on  that  hAr  breast. 
Whose  fondest  hope,  whose  tenderest  care. 

On  thee  lor  ever  rest. 
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Tbv  softly  dimpled  smiles  she  sends 

When  Wrt's  bright  arrows  part. 
And  Taste  her  sweet  enchantment  lends 

To  charm  thy  little  heart. 

O  happy  Boy !  for  Wit  and  Taste 

With  Virtue's  self  combine 
To  guide  thee  through  the  world's  wide  waste. 

And  lead  thee  to  her  shrine. 

Still  may  each  fair  propitious  hour 
Thy  Friends'  fond  wishes  bless  !-^ 

The  Muse  c|in  scarcely  wish  thee  more 
Than  such  rare  tendei ness. 

llay  ev'ry  tear  that  dews  thine  eye 

For  others'  sorrows  flow, 
And  in  each  smile  that  sparkles  high  , 

Thy  own  soft  transports  glow! 


PROIjOGUE  to  la  HfeE  URGELE, 

ADDRESSED  TO  THE  lADIES. 
FROM   THS  VftEVCB. 

FoW«E  1ft  the  highest  pleasure  of  the  sex ; 
When.pleas'dy  the  power  to  please;  when  vexM,  to  vcs: 
But  different  feelings,  different  fancies  fit; 
W^  Urinh  the  plenaure  sweetestp  to  submit. 
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EDWIN  AND  AMEUA. 


mmm 


Brveatb  this  humble  turf,  the  cold  remainp 
Of  Edwin  and  his  lovM  Amelia  rest. 

Here  oft  the  village  youths  at  Eve's  lone  hoar. 
Shall  bring  the  earliest  blossoms  of  the  Spring 
To  deck  their  lowly  grave;  and  while  the  gloom 
Steals  disregarded  on,  shal)  lipger  round 
To  hear  the  tale,  that  spe^iks  their  hapless  lov^ 

Beneath  yon  mossy  roof,  whose  little  casements 
Gleam  with  the  setting  sun,  Amelia  liv'd — 
Fair  as  the  beams  of  Morn, — her  pious  task 
To  smooth  her  aged  Mother's  sickly  pillow. 
And  gild  her  passage  to  the  silent  grave. 
First  of  the  swains,  that  wpo'd  the  gentle  maid| 
Young  Edwin  vuw'd,  and  told  his  artless  tale ; 
They  look'd^  they  lov'd, — a  smile,  long  stranger  there^ 
Gleam'd  o'er  her  Parent's  cheek,  as  she  survey'd 
And  blest  the  mutual  flame.     Each  passing  moment 
Was  wingfd  with  joy,  while  Edwin  hung  enamoured 
O'er  Beaut/s  downcast  eye,  and  talk'd  of  love. 

Now  laughing  May,  led  by  the  circling  Hours, 
Danc'd  forth  with  rosy  feet,  and  wak'd  to  life 
The  yellow-bosom'd  flow'r  that  bears  her  name ; 
And  now  to  hail  her  glad  return,  and  cull  ! 

The  waste  of  sweets  sue  flung  o'er  ev^ry  vale^ 
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The  happy  Tillagers,  at  early  dawn. 
In  joyous  groups  rove  o'er  the  flowW  turf 
Still  wet  with  Morningfs  tears, — amidst  a  troopr 
Of  lovely  Virgins,  lovelier  far  than  all, 
Amelia  mov'd, — and  as  she  threw  around 
A  fearful  glance,  to  seek  her  youthful  lover. 
She  saw,  and  blush'd  to  see,  each  roving  eye 
Fix'd  on  her  angel  form, — ah  I  little  deem'd 
The  beauteous  Maid,  that  she  no  more  should  heiw 
The  music  of  his  voice,  no  more  delight 
To  trace  the  dawning  of  her  infant  passion. 
And  bless  that  happy  fate,  which  gave  her  Edwin* 
He,  hapless  youth !  as  o'er  the  Mersey's  banks^ 
Near  whose  fair  waves  his  humble  cottage  stood. 
Love  winff'd  his  steps,  to  meet  the  pensive  nympfa 
Yfho  hapW  mourn'd  his  absence,  paus'd  awhile 
To  view  that  lovely  stream,  whose  sounds  so  oft 
Had  sooth'd  his  list'ning  ear,  now,  like  a  torrent. 
Roll  its  vast  tide,  and  thunder  o'er  the  vale ! 
One  tender  lamb,  nurs'd  by  Amelia's  care, 
A  sadden  swell  swept  from  the  verdant  bank. 
And  bore  the  prize  awayw— When  Edwin  heard 
It's  piteous  cries,  and  saw  the  little  mourner 
Call  for  her  Guardian  aid,  yet  call  in  vain. 
He  flung  his  flower-embeliish'd  crook  aside, 
(If  haply  he  could  save  the  struggling  victim,) 
And  plung'd  into  the  flood.    Awhile  his  arm 
With  riervous  vigour  stem'd  the  rapid  torrent. 
And  seem'd  to  mock  its  rage, — ^yet  ere  he  reach'd  ' 
The  dying  innocent,  enfeebled  nature 
Faint  and  mor^  faint  oppos'd  the  swelling  tide 
That  wildly  roar's,  and  laugh'd  to  see  his  efibrts— 
Fate  hover  d  o'er  him, — soon  an  icy  chill 
Stifien'd  his  limbs,  and  dos'd  his  eyes  for  ever ! 
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dn  tlie  lone  beacb,  Ae  hcftYing  blllowi  flung 
His  mangled  cone,  yet  lovely  e'en  in  dealil. 

From  this  sad  scene,  the  weeping  Muse  arert* 
Her  tearful  eyes,  to  view  yon  busy  plain, 
On  whose  gay  bosom  dance  the  village  yoath, 
^hile  Mirth,  which  loves  the  haunts  of  lonoceiicey 
Glows  in  each  Cheek,  and  laughs  iu  ev'ry  eye; 
Save  where  Amelia  moum'd  her  Edwin's  abeeace^ 
And  pensive  wandering,  ctilKd  the  rising  flowers 
That  pour'd  their  sweetness  round,  and  bada  them  faiaA 
Wreathed  round  her  attbuf n  hair ;  yet  vain  the  effort 
E'en  t)y  this  pleasing  taslt,  to  chace  the  glootn 
That  sadden'd  o'er  her  mind.    Oft  as  she  heard 
The  voice  of  jc^,  that  echoed  o'er  the  gireeo, 
A  starting  tear  would  tremble  iii  her  eye. 
And  her  white  bosom  heave  with  frequent  tigha* 
"  Where  lingers  Edwiu  ?  Oh !  what  favorite  bowV 
"  O'ershadows  thee,  my  love,  while,  whispering  soft^ 
**  The  cooling  zephyr  wantons  round  thy  brow? 
'*  Or  dost  thou  slumber  by  that  lovely  stream 
**  Where  we  so  oft  have  wander'd,  and  whose  waves 
"  So  oft  have  listcn'd  to  thy  vows  of  truth  f 
*^  Oh !  if  some  happier  maiden  haunt  thy  dreamt, 
<'  Or  should'st  thou  breathe  to  anv  ear  but  mine 
**  Thy  tale  of  love,  this  woe-fraughlheart  would  break,-'-* 
*^  Where  lingers  Edwin }  oh !  why  comes  he  not 
"  To  still  these  fears,  and  with  his  magic  voice,     "-> 
•*  Chace  the  dark  visions,  that  oppress  my  souif"       " 
The  beauteous  mourner  wept, — when,  loud  and  dread^ 
A  cry  of  horror  smote  her  startled  ear ! 
She  gaz'd,  she  listen'd ;  o'er  the  distant  glain 
The  vacant  laugh  the  song  of  Mirth,  was^hush'd. 
Dismay  chill'd  ev'ry  face,-^he  saw  each  youth' 
With  steps  impatient  quit  the  festive  sceac) 
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And  hasten  to  the  shore.    Her  sickening  heart 

Foreboded  evil,  and  with  fainting  feet 

She  hurried  on-*In  vain  with  ea^er  look 

She  ask*d  the  dreadful  cause ; — the  averted  eye. 

Or  look  of  pity,  her  enquiries  met. 

Struck  terror  to  her  soul.    She  caught  the  name 

Of  Edwin !  at  that  much  lov'd  sound  she  shriek'dt 

Flew  to  the  crowded  sfaori^y  alas  I  poor  Maid 

Thy  frantic  eye  rests  upon  Edwin's  corse  !, 

In  silent  awe  the  circling  rustics  stood. 

And  as  they  watchM  her  pale  and  frenzied  looks. 

Their  rugged  nature  soften'd  into  tears. 

By  her  unconscious  Lover  knelt  the  Maid, 

And  flung  her  white  arms  round  him.    As  she  gaz'^ 

Upon  his  fix'd  and  beamless  eye,  no  sound. 

No  sigh  escaped  her — 111  her  gentle  bosom 

Could  bear  so  rude  a  shock ;  it^  panting  tenant 

Burst  from  its  frail  abode, — then,  like  the  lily 

"Which  hangs  its  silver  cup,  surcharged  with  dew, 

She  sunk  upon  his  breast,  and  slept  for  ever  I      h.  i* 


LINES 

Written  m  Asldfoume  Churchy  at  the  Tomh  of  Penelope;. 
Daughter  rfSir  Brooke  Boothhtf^  Bart. 

9 

BT  THE   B.EV.  MICHAEL  CALAMT« 

Though  now  no  longer  life's  warm  current  glides 
Through  the  fair  frame  which  this  cold  marble  hides,. 
Oh  !  let  not  man  in  ignorance  complain, 
.That  beauty  fades,  that  innocence  is  vain  ! 
She  lives — where  angels  shall  a  sister  greet ; 
Where  parted  friends,  to  part  no  more,  shall  meet  ; 
And  wliere,  as  Heaven's  blest  inmates  undefjl'd, 
Ere  long  the  father  shall  behold  his  child. 


^ 


tART  OF  HORACE'S  ISth  EPOVA 
TftANSLATElD. 

M  THE  LATE  VitVi  DiU  lElVSSEL. 


^TwAB  tiius  unto  his  darling  caf6 
The  wise  prophetic  Chiron  sung, 

**  Oh !  youth  nor  born,  nor  taoght,  to  feaf^ 
Illustrious  youth  from  Thetis  sprung, 

**  Thee  to  those  realms  thy  lot  ordains 
Where  Hector's  sire  the  sceptre  wields, 

Where  Xanthus'  stream  divides  the  plain^ 
And  Simois  murmurs  thro'  the  fields. 

**  There,  there,  at  length,  thy  thousands  slaiAy 
Ev'n  thou  sbalt  fall  by  Phoebus'  shaft ; 

Nor,  tth  !  shall  e'er  thy  kindred  main. 
Thee,  to  thy  natire  Pthia  waift. 

•*  Whatever  then  thy  soul  shall  vex. 
Let  spiightly  sounds  its  tumult  quell ; 

Whatever  cares  thy  mind  perplex, 
Let  sparkling  bowls  those  cares  repclL 

^*  If  wine  and  song  thy  life  employ,- 
When  future  times  record  it  s  date/  ' 

They'll  eternize  what  you  enjoy. 
And  only  leave  the  rest  to  Fate^'^ 
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LEGfiND. 


The  moou  shines  full,  and  cold  and  bright' 
Her  lustre  gleams  on  Morals  hill ; 

The  stars  which  gem  the  robe  of  night 
Quiver  in  yon  reflecting  rill. 

Vet  blows  the  wind  ;•«— the  flitting  cloud 
Rides  thwart  the  pale  and  silver  moon) 

And  wraps  her  in  a  sable  shroud — 
— Mantle  of  blood  shall  Veil  her  ftoon  I 

Hark  I  hear  re  not  the  footsteps  sounding 
Along  high  Mora's  rugged  side ; 

And  see  ve  not  the  death-light  bounding^ 
And  o  cr  the  shelfy  chasms  glide  f 

And  sec  yc  not,  in  warlike  vesttife^ 
A  silent  band  come  marching  on ; 

See  ye  not  him  of  frantic  gesture  ? 
Th  Dersa's  brother,  Campbell's  son* 

See  ye  not  yondef  ctiverri  drear. 
Wide  Ocean  beating  at  it's  base  ? 

Thci%  moonbeams  shine  on  many  a  spcat 
Of  brave  Macdonald's  armour'd  race« 

VOL.  YII.  n 
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Their  chieftain  woo'd  a  white-arm'd  maid, 

AVith  snowy  bosoTn,  raven  hair; 
And  'mid  her  darkcu'd  lashes  play'd 

The  lovc-glancc  of  the  melting  fair. 

But  deadly  feud  of  thousand  years 
Forbade  his  kindling  hope  to  rise ; 

But  Dersa  scorn'd  a  woman's  fears, 
She  blushes,  trembles,  loves  and  flieft 

Macdonald's  arms  receiv'd  his  love, 
And  sooth'd  her  beating  heart  to  rest; 

(While  shelt'ring  spears  around  them  move) 
And  onward  to  the  ocean  prest. 

Morn  would  have  seen  their  white  sail  bend 
Towards  distant  Erin's  friendly  shore; 

But  Morn  was  never  to  ascend 
With  pehce  and  light  on  Dersa  more* 

Yet  rose  the  Morn : — ah  !  what  a  sight 

Burst  on  the  purple  e)C  of  day ! 
Victims  of  vengeance  and  of  night. 

The  Campbell  and  Macdunald  lay. 

And  o'er  them  bends  a  female  form, 

Her  bosom  bare,  her  dark  locks  flowing; 

And  hi>r  eyes  bathe  with  tear-drops  warm 
Kuch  corpse  wlicre  life  no  more  is  glowing. 

Then  sinking  still,  as  still  shi*  weeps. 

Faint  grows  her  weakly-d uttering  breath:— 

By  Campbeirs  side  his  sister  sleeps. 
And  clasps  Macdouald's  hand  in  death. 
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LEGfiND. 


The  moon  shines  full,  and  cold  and  bright' 
Her  lustre  gleams  on  Morals  hili ; 

The  stars  which  gem  the  robe  of  night 
Quiver  in  yon  reflecting  rill. 

Yet  blows  the  wind  ;<i— the  flitting  cloud 
Rides  thwart  the  pale  and  silver  moon  ) 

And  wraps  her  in  a  sable  shroud*— 
—Mantle  of  blood  shall  Veil  her  Soon  I 

Hark !  hear  re  not  the  footsteps  sounding 
Along  high  Mora's  rugged  side ; 

And  see  ye  not  the  death-flight  bounding^ 
And  o  er  the  shelfy  chasms  glide  f 

And  see  ye  not,  in  warlike  vesture^ 
A  silent  band  come  marching  on ; 

See  ye  not  him  of  frantic  gesture  f 
Tis  Dersa's  brother,  Campbell's  sonu 

See  ye  not  yonder  cAverri  drear, 

Wide  Ocean  beating  at  it's  base  ? 
T\i(ite  moonbeams  shine  on  many  a  speat 
Of  brave  Macdonald's  armour'd  race* 
VOL.  ¥11.  n 
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V. 

Ever  faithful  to  pursue 
Injustice  with  requital  due ; 

She  will  with  equal  zeal  redress 
Their  wrongs  whom  fraud  and  violence  oppress' 

VI. 

8he  will  recompence  the  grief 
Of  those  who  pine,  and  seek  relief, 

Rescue  from  outrage,  and  preserve,' 
Exalt,  and  honour  as  their  deeds  deserve. 

VII. 

Holy  Nemesis !  when  death 
Shall  waft  away  our  fleeting  breath. 

We  trust  that  Thou,  securely  trust, 
Fr6ib  insult  will  preserve  our  buried,  dost  ^. 

Glasgow*  &• 


TO  A  LADY, 

jy/io  by  a  grave  Magistrate  was  pronounced  to  be 

«  Matchless:^ 

I. 

How  I  trembled,  sweet  Maid,  when  her  solemn  opinion 
Stem  Justice  delivcr'd,  "  thou'rt  matchless,"  she  cries ! 
Ah  !  the  youth,  then,  I  murmur'd,  who  owns  thy  do« 
Is  doom'd  to  despair^  and  poor  Ccladou  dies !  [minion, 

II. 

But  Hope,  that  assuages  the  keenest  of  sorrow. 
And  almost  to  Despair  a  fond  confidence  giveS|^ 
From  stern  Justices  self,  consolation  will  borrow, 
Thou'rt  matchless  in  pity  and  Celadon  lives  !  B» 

*  Thi«,  9.\so,  irft!«  held  to  be  one  of  the  offitiM  of  Nemeiw* 
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(  . 


MAN. 


BT  THB   RET.  J.  WHITEH0U8B. 


I. 

Man  that  is  of  Woman  born  *, 
Few  his  days,  and  full  of  sorrow ; 
He  comes  up,  like  the  flower  of  mom ! 
The  dew  hangs  glittering  ou  the  grass  t» 
The  flowers,  the  leaves,  they  quickly  pass. 
And  man — he  dies  to-morrow  ! 

II. 

Soon  bleak  Misfortune  nips  his  bloom, 
And  like  the  Autumn's  sickly  fall, 
Old  Age  comes  on,  a  silent  foe. 
And  lays  his  summer*glories  low, 
Withering  his  strength  and  beauty  all  ! 
Now  past  his  vigour,  past  his  bloomi 
Short  is  his  passage  to  the  tomb  ! 

*  Bian  that  is  born  of  a  woman  bath  bat  a  short  time  to  live,  and 
is  full  of  miiery;  he  cometh  up  and  is  cut  down  like  a  flower,  &c. 

Burial  Service. 
t  The  dew  Uy  all  night  upon  my  branch.  B.  of  Job. 

All  flesh  is  as  grass,  and  all  tlic  |;lory  of  man  as  the  flower  ot 
I  s  the  grass  witheretb,  and  the  flower  thereof  falleth  away. 

1  Pet  i.  'Ji. 
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III. 

Pilgrim  f  who  with  tressps  grey, 
Journcyest  on  thy  lonely  way, 
>^o  friend,  no  lov'd  companion  dear, 
Thy  dark  and  wildering  steps  to  cheer| 
Weary,  heart-broken,  rest  at  last, 
Soon  shall  all  thy  woes  be  past : 
Gently  shalt  thou  resign  thy  breath. 
And  sweet  shall  be  thy  sleep  of  death  | 
Dry  then  thy  tears,---and  banish  sorrow. 
For  there  shall  rise— aiiotiier  iiorrow« 


I.  i...  n.i.ii  i...>i  n\jM 
^OVE  DIFFEREIJTLY  EXPRESSJEIX 

BY  TUE   LATE   RKV.  DR.  RVSSEL. 

When  lovely  Damon  first  she  spie^t 
His  courtly  mien,  and  winning  grace. 

Fond  Celia  checks  her  wi^nd'ring  eves, 
And  bids  them  fix  ou  Damon  s  &ce. 

Not  so  young  Chloe'<8  arc  cmpluy^dy 
They,  studious,  betid  a  different  way ; 

Tis  Damon  only  they  avoid. 
And  unreserv  d  o'er  others  stray. 

But  say,  what  cause  the  virgiris  muve^ 

A  conduct  so  unlike  to  use  f 
Qnc,  shuns  his  looks,  because  she  loves, 

And  one^  because  she  loves,  pursues. 
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THE  SECRET, 

BY   WILLIAM   CAEEYy    ESQ, 


From  morn  till  noon,  Vbiitoso  on  mc  hung, 

And  nimbly  plied  his  never-ceasing  tongut' : 

Rare  news  be  had,  and  sccn*ts  told  by  dozens  ; 

How  it  falls  out  that  brotheiV  sons  are  cousins ; 

That  sonae  folks  strangely  close  their  oyes  at  night ; 

And  blind  men  stumble  through  their  lack  of  sight ; 

That  boys,  in  time,  grow  up  to  men's  estate ; 

And  ncw-dropp'd  calves,  through  instinct,  suck  the  teat* 

These  wonders  he,  in  confidence,  mado  known 

To  me ; — and  oft  he  said  **  to  »ic  atone." 

Grateful  for  this,  with  looks  of  anxious  fear, 

I  grasp'd  his  hand  ^iid  whispcr'd  in  Iiis  cAr, 

**  These  kind  disclosures  equal  frankness  claim, 

**  But,  on  your  life,  your  author  never  luime: 

•*  i  have  a  secret  loo." — On  tip- toe  rais'd, 

AVith  neck  o^t-stretchtl,  and  open  mouth,  he  gajs'd, 

And  with  a  solemn  pledge,  his  promise  gave. 

To  keep  the  matter  biient  us  the  gra\'C« 

Still,  doubtful  whether  1  could  ti'ust  the  man,  \ 

I  paus'd  awhile,  his  countenance  to  scan ; 

Then  forth,  with  trembling  itand,  my  watcii  I  drcw^ 

And  begg'd  again,  he  would  his  pk*dgc  renew, 

He  vow'd,  he  swore,—^*  What  is  it  ?*'  stammering  cried : 

«•  It  is,  my  Friend," — I  faultVingly  replied, 

*'  It  is,  but  as  a  Christian  bear  the  slK)ck— • 

$*  It  iS|  indeed^  it  is  pant  one  o'clock" 
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LINES 


TO  WILLIAM  HAYWAHD,  ESQ.  OF  WATUNGTON, 


Hat  WARD !  the  blooming  sweets  of  Spring 
Bright  Health  and  laughing  Pleasures  bring} 
AH  Nature  hails  their  balmy  power. 
And  wantons  in  May's  rosy  hour. 

But  to  the  courser's  heart  more  dear 
The  fading  beauties  of  the  year: 
He  seeks,  'mid  chill  November's  gloom, 
The  brown  heath  fring'd  with  dusky  broom^ 
Braves,  on  bleak  hill  and  dreary  plain. 
The  wintry  wind,  the  driving  rain  ; 
For  there,  delighted,  he  can  view 
The  triumphs  of  his  greyhounds  true; 
Still  closer  turn  to  turn  succeed, 
Hare  after  bare  successive  bleed, 
And  home  returning,  proudly  tell 
^ow  long  they  ran,  how  true,  how  well ! 
These  joys  are  past — ^The  brilliant  ray 
firing  Puss  her  sumn^r's  holiday. 
Yet  in  description  still  they  live, 
And  joys  prospective  still  can  give* 
And  well  |  know  Maria's  fame 
\Vill  much  qf  pride  and  pleasure  claim. 
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For  of  that  clierish'd  race  she  sprang 
'*  Most  fleet  of  foot  and  sure  of  fang/' 
Thai  race  which  Hebe  once  adorned. 
Thy  Hebe  yet  so  proudly  mournt*d  ! 
That  race  which  still  on  Sherborne's  plain 
In  speed  and  beauty  matchless  reign. 
Iiong  may  they  reign,  unrivall'd  still 
By  all  who  course  on  dale  or  hill  i 
liong  roa/st  thou  share  their  high  renown. 
And  health  and  bliss  thy  wishes  crown  ! 

Bertram  HottiCy  MART  russel  if itford. 

Maf  i,  1810, 


EPIGRAM 

FROM  TH£  GRE£K. 

To  make  the  boy  a  scholar,  to  my  care 

An  advertibing  Doctor  gave  his  heir. 

\Ve  got  to  Homer  * ;  and  **  that  wrath,  the  spring 

**  Of  woes  unnumber'd,'*  soon  he  learnt  to  siug ; 

Then  in  due  course,  *'  to  Pluto's  gloomy  reign 

**  Hurl'd  many  a  gallant  soul  untimely  slain.'* 

But  now  he  came  no  longer.    In  the  street 

It  shortly  was  my  luck  the  Sire  to  meet ; 

And  "  tbanks  my  friend,"  he  cried,  but  to  be  free, 

**  What  yoii  were  teaching  he  may  learn  of  me. 

**  I,  ere  their  time,  hurl  many  a  .soul  below ; 

**  Vet  not  one  word  of  Homer  need  to  know" 

*  There  is  a  propriety'  in  the  origiual.  nhieh  could  not  be 
preienred  In  the  '«  Jmitation."  Homer  whs  the  fm  hojk  Umght 
9U  the  Onoitnar  Schools  of  Greece. 
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TO  THE  MOON, 


Love  wanderer  of  the  midnight  sky, 
I  mark  thee  through  ny  cMcment  gleam  s 
Andy  stretch'd  upon  a  sleepless  couch, 
I  hless  thy  paly  beam. 

Oh  !  com'st  thou  here  with  silent  foot| 
When  all  is  hush'd  in  deep  repose. 
To  whisper  to  my  troubled  heart 
A  solace  for  its  woes. 

lAipart  to  me  that  placid  mien. 
That  tranced  look,  as  when  on  high 
Thou  pausest  for  a  while  to  list 

The  spheres'  wild  harmony. 

What  means  that  blush  ?  Sure,  modeft  QueeB| 
Thron'd  on  thy  fleecy  clouds  above, 
The  young  God  hath  not  with  thy  rays 
Ugh  ted  his  torch  of  love ! 

Yet,  if  thy  soul  has  felt  his  power. 
Come,  thou  art  here  a  welcome  gucst^ 
For  youim  Desire  hath  kindled  too 
A  niELme  within  this  breast* 
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YcSy  I  will  sympatbize  with  tbcc, 
(And 'mutual  cares  will  each  endear) 
Thy  beams  can  speak  most  eloquent ; 
ril  answer  with  a  tear, 

3c  Love  oqr  tbemc — its  visions  warm. 
Its  balmy  sighs  and  stolen  joy, 
And  feehngs  trembling  on  the  brink 
Of  bliss  and  agony. 

Come,  thou  shalt  say  what  raptures  stole 
O'er  every  sense,  at  dead  of  night, 
When  first  the  breeze  pour'd  on  thy  car 
Endymion  and  delight. 

And  I  will  tell — if  words  can  tell — 
Oh  no !  this  tear  and  frequent  sigh 
Can  best  express  what  I  have  felt 

From  Mary's  love-fraught  eye. 

Oh  might  that  blue  eye's  teYider  languish 
pcam  but  on  me,  what  bliss  were  mine; 
Twould  o'er  my  soul  diffuse  a  ray 
Of  happiness  divine. 

Put  why  that  blush  again,  sweet  Maid  ? 
Why  'thwart  thy  face,  so  shining  fair. 
Roll  clouds  so  dark,  that  Fancy  reads 
In  them  the  page  of  Care  ? 

Alas !  they  say  Love's  but  a  dream, 
Fleeting  and  tew  its  happy  hours; 
That  Life's  at  best  a  thorny  wild. 

And  never  strew'd  with  tlowcn. 

Sweet  moralist !  I  know  it  well ; 
Man  onward  toils  in  pain  and  sorrow  ; 
Yet  fondly  hopes  a  glimpse  of  joy 

Will  bless  him  on  the  morrow* 
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Vain  IB  the  hope — ^yet  should  that  glimpse 
Strike  on  his  mind,  in  racrcy  given. 
It  but  reveals  the  darkness  round. 

Like  the  lighfning  flash  of  Heaven. 

Cease,  throbbing  bread !  But  thou,  pale  Queen, 
Come,  soothe  my  heart  with  grief  opprest ; 
Say,  that  the  sleep  of  Death  is  sweet 
To  those  who  sigh  for  rest. 
London.  A.  m. 


YOLA. 

From  youth  to  youth,  from  friend  to  friend, 

Inconstant  Voia  flies ; 
''  My  love,"  she  swears,  ''  shall  never  end ;" 

But  as  she  speaks  it  dies. 

No  milder  flame,  no  mediate  state. 

Her  fervid  bosom  knows ; 
Worship  is  love,  dislike  is  hate. 

And  all  are  friends  or  foes. 

Tlius  in  an  oriental  clime, 

When  Heav'n  withdraws  its  light. 

Unknown  is  twilight's  shadowy  time, 
But  day  is  sunk  in  night* 
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ON  A  WATCH-P APER  CUT  BY  A  YOUNG  LADY. 


BT  THX  LATB  E&T.  DR.  RUSSBU 


Loxo  had  I  liv'd  fair  Chloe's  slave. 
And  with  a  fruitless  passion  strove, 

When  fondly  to  the  nymph  I  gave 
A  weapon,  to  diif patch  my  love  ; 

These  scissars,  Chloe,  from  your  swain 

Accept,  said  I,  and  ease  my  pain. 

Restore,  unkind,  my  foolish  heart. 
Restore  it  to  my  widow'd  breast ; 

Too  long  I've  borne  the  killing  smart, 
Too  long  been  deftitute  of  rest; 

Take,  Chloe,  take  this  shining  steel, 

And  end  that  love  you  cannot  feel. 

The  glittering  gift  the  fair  one  took. 
And  strait  the  engine  wide  extends, 

With  careless  air,  and  smiling  look. 
Upon  her  snowy  lingers'  ends ; 

Then,  plcas*d  to  shew  her  matchless  art, 

In  paper  cut  a  trembling  Heart. 
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Amidst  a  shady  silent  wood, 

Form'd  for  the  tim'rous  herd's  rcposei 
The  stately  creature  list'ning  stood  ; 

Beneath  th'  untastcd  herbage  rose  j 
With  gentle  breezes  bent  the  grove, 
The  new  creation  seemM  to  move* 

I  saw  ;  and  ah !  dear  maid,  I  cry'd, 
Is  this  the  freedom  1  obtain  t 

That  gift  in  any  hand  beside 

Had  loosM  a  captive  from  his  chain; 

But,  in  those  fingers  placed,  the  toy 

Improves  the  love  it  should  destroy. 


EPIGRAi\f 

rROM  THE  FRENCH. 


One  day  a  Justice  much  enlarged 
On  industry,  as  he  discharged 
A  thief  from  jail :  ^*  Go  work,**  he  said, 
**  Go,  prithee,  learn  some  better  trade ; 

"  Or,  mark  my  words,  you'll  rue  it." 
"  My  trade's  as  good,'*  replied  the  knave, 
**  As  any  man  need  wish  to  have ; 
"  And  if  it  don't  succeed,  d'ye  see, 
"  The  fault.  Sir,  lies  with  you,  not  me; 

^  You  won't  let  me  pursue  it.* 


8.  w.  i« 


Ill 


ELEGY, 

On  the  Dtatk  of  Mr.  W.  Cwuunghamjlate  of  Maghcrabeg^ 

near  Dromore* 


Glide  on, limpid  Lagan !  still  smooth  mayst  thou  flow ! 
Let  thy  rills  weep  responsive  to  murmurs  of  woe ; 
Near  that  bank  gently  heaving  curl  softly  thy  wave, '; 
For  sacred  t^e  verdure  of  Cunningham's  grave. 

Disperse,  gloomy  vapours !  thou  fair  Queen  of  light. 
Deck  with  silvery  robe  the  black  shoulders  of  Night ! 
Play  thy  beams  ou  the  bank  where  the  Bard  lies  at  rest. 
For  holy  the  dust  is  that  covers  his  breast. 

In  the  stillnesss  of  midnight,  while  men  are  asleep. 
For  his  premature  death  the  sad  Muses  shall  weep ; 
And  soft  songs  of  sorrow  repeat  round  his  bed, 
For  sacred  the  turf  is  that  pillows  hb  head. 

For  thy  child,  Nature,  mourn !  here  thy  gifts  early  strew^ 
And  thy  tears  shed  pellucid  in  showers  of  dew ; 
Let  the  grave  of  thy  son  with  fresh  How'rcts  be  drcst, 
And  green  let  the  sod  be  that  covers  his  breast. 

See!  crown'd  with  sad  cypress,  meek  Pity  draws  nigh, 
And  his  name  on  the  head-stone  she  reads  with  a  sigh, 
Bids  the  Sylphs  and  the  Elves  on  the  bank  lightly  tread^ 
Nor  bend  the  grass  waving  so  green  rouud  his  bed* 
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See  May's*  fair  attendants  expect  the  bright  mottif 
.And  the  urn  of  their  bard  with  fresh  chaplets  adorn; 
Their  smiles  chang'd  to  sorrow,  their  gaiety  fled. 
For  low,  low  the  turf  lies  that  pillows  his  ucad. 

The  sp'rits  of  young  poets  here  frenzied  shall  rove, 
And  with  sounds  m9re  than  mortal  shall  fill  the  dark 
grove ;  I  heard. 

At  the  tomb,  near  the  stream,  magic  strains  shall  be 
Singing  **  Hallow'd!  oh  hallow'd !  the  grave  of  the  bard/' 
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INSCRIPTION 


Intended  for  the  Monument   to   be  erected  in  Olatgom 
in  honoytr  ofOeneral  Moore* 

Iir  Glasgow  born,  Moore,  and  his  right  to  fame, 

Glasq;ow  would  by  this  monument  proclaim. 

She  knew  his  patriot  zeal,  bold  to  inspire. 

And  warm  to  animate  heroic  fire : 

Knew  too,  that  wisdom,  when  in  danger  tryM, 

Would  rule  his  ardoUr,  and  his  valour  guide. 

Corunnasaw  him,  thus  Midow'd,  defy. 

And  vanquish  Gaul's  superior  furce,  and  die! 

Vanquish  and  die!  But  tho'  untimely  slain, 

Strivinr;,  so  Britain  will'd,  for  injur'd  Spain, 

Recording  Truth  ti^  future  times  shall  tell, 

<*  Moore  nobly  conquered,  as  ho  bravely  fell/' 

•  Allndine  to  a  Poem  entitlei^  "  tli«»  Qncen  ©f  the  May,** 
written  by  Mr.  Cniiningliuni.  and  published  iu  the  Belfast  Ncwa 
Letter  m  May«  1804. 
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from  the  Hisiory  of  the  -Scythians^  Scandinavians^  Ooths,  and 
more  particularly  in  the  Crusaders.  Epifodt  of  the  Paulietaatb 
Effects  of  their  Appearance  in  Europe. 

Beyond  tbe  Atlantic  borne,  the  watid'ring  Muse 
Her  former  proeme  tun'd  *^  on  steady  wing 
Far  sailing  to  the  late  discovered  shores, 
t  Where  Britain  and  Iberia  meet  in  arm^ 
On  Nature's  utmost  verge.     With  rested  wing 
Now  sunward  she  ascends,  and  climbs  the  sky 
Against  the  current  of  th^  monsoon  gale, 
That  tends  the  triumphs  of  Hyperion's  can 

Hail,  glorious  luminant  of  Ether,  hail ! 
Light,  life,  and  exultation,  on  thy  wheels 
Attend !  the  chorus  of  the  woods  to  thee 
Their  matin  warblings  tune !  To  thee  ascends 
The  better  harmony  of  mind,  sublim'd 
By  thy  fine  chemistry^    t  Fair  Science  spread, 
In  days  of  yore,  her  many-»colouf'd  wings. 
Last  of  the  band  that  tends  thy  moving  throne^ 

I 

*S^  the  ''Ruins of  Athens.*'   P.  Rogister,  vol.  vL  p.  6S. 

t  Written  in  the  year  1790. 

X  Progress  of  Science  and  Empire  from  East  to  West. 

▼OL.  vn,^  1 


114 

Snccessive  as  the  radiant  signs,  that  gild 
Thy  way.    To  thee  yon  oriental  tribes 
Lifted  th'  imperial  standard,  borne  along 
From  nation  still  to  nation,  as  thou  led'st 
The  pomp ;  till  how,  beyond  th'  Atlantic  main 
It  waves  sublime,  and  spreads  its  gorgeous  folds 
High  on  the  Western  gale.    With  thee  arose 
The  dawn  of  Science  in  her  native  East, 
And,  still,  we  hope  thy  beam  shall  lead  if  on 
With  endless  march,  and  gird -the  pendant  world 
With  one  broad  Caestus,  one  Athenian  zone, 
All  sculptured  over  with  transcendant  forms 
Of  holy  truth,  rdigioh,  public  fiaith. 
And  public  honour,  till  thy  wide  domain 
On  earth  resemble  thy  long  range  above, 
With  many  a  radiant  shape,  in  order  bright. 
And  many  a  constellation  thick  bestrown  ! 

Where  from  thy  fabled  couch,  beneath  the  wave 
Of  Indian  Thetis  (where,  as  poets  tell. 
Thou  nightly  court'st  repose)  thy  splendid  march 
At  morn  begins,  *  the  tendant  breezes  blow. 
And  whisper  joy  to  wakcn'd  Nature  rounds 
Still  as  their  pinions  flag,  by  thy  warm  beams 
Languid,  relaxt,  and  wasted  in  their  flight, 
A  fresh  recruit  of  gales,  on  vigorous  wing. 
Unwearied,  from  the  North  and  South,  attend. 
Spontaneous  coming,  and  the  vacant  space, 
Forsaken  by  their  languid  brethren,  £11, 
Till  TiiEY  regain  their  vigour,  and  relieve 
In  turn  the  lengthened  labour,  still  renewed. 
Thus  to  thy  track,  along  the  burning  line. 
Still  points  the  stream  of  nations,  from  the  Norths 

*  The  rarefaclpn  of  the  air  under  the  Line,  ia  the  cause  of  the 
trade  winds ;  as  the  dense  air  from  behind,  and  from  the  North  aad 
South,  continnally  rushes  into  tlie  place  of  that  which  has  been 
rarified. 
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(Bellotia^s  hive)  more  frequent  and  ttiore  ftill, 
For  yet  the  Southern  bands  are  scarce  awake. 

There,  as  thy  nearest  tribes,  who  bask  supincl 
Beneath  thy  fervid  wheels,  with  limbs  and  mindt 
Relaxt,  beneath  their  palmy  coverts  laid^ 
Forgot  their  active  powers,  renounce  the  name 
And  dignity  of  man,  a  manlier  horde 
Sweeps  them  away,  and  riots  in  their  room 
Triumphant,  till  the  deep  Circaean- charm 
Invades  them  too:  then  active  hands  behind 
The  recreants  seize,  and  bind  the  willing  slaves 
In  flowery  trammels.     Hither  in  wild  bands, 
Southward,  the  quiver'd  Scythian  forc'd  his  way 
From  bleak  Siberia  down  to  Ganges  flood, 
like  a  dark  tempest,  o'er  the  frighted  zones. 
In  days  of  yore,  from  cold  Imaus'  ridge 
They  swept  the  plains  of  Asia,  scour'd  the  hilLi 
Of  Palestine,  and  down  on  Egypt  came 
like  locusts,  warping  on  an  Eastern  wind. 

We  sing  not  Uther's  son,  his  fabled  fields 
Of  glory  on  the  Rhine,  or  Tyber's  shore; 
Nor  Brennus,  nor  Belinus  old,  we  sing; 
The  graver  theme  no  gaudy  colour  needs 
Of  fiction.     From  the  records  of  the  past, 
Authentic  proofs  and  documents  are  drawn ; 
These  tell — and  ravagM  realms,  and  antient  sigo9 
Of  desolation  and  migration,  tell— ^ 
That  to  the  rising,  or  the  noon-day  sun, 
The  Northern  rovers  pointed  still  their  march* 
Witness  the  sack  of  Rome ;  the  purple  plains 
Of  Lombardy,  roanur'd  by  Cimbrian  dead. 
Beneath  the  hand  of  Marius.    Ages  thence 
Removed,  in  more  tremendous  bands  succeed 
Huns,  Alans,  Suevi,  and  the  dreaded  name 
Of  Goths  and  Vandals*    From  th' incumbent  sha^f 

13 
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The  double  shade  of  ignorance  and  nighty 
A  deep  Cimmerian  gloom,  they  hurried  on 
3y  fatal  instinct  led,  to  seek  the  dawn 
Of  intellectual  day,  and  gladly  taste 
The  fruit  of  richer  climes.    Collected  now 
Within  the  ver^e  of  famcu  they  felt  her  pow'r 
Attractive,  and  the  glowing  impulse  kuew. 
Which  led  them  to  renounce  their  savage  forms. 
And  brighten  into  men.     As  those  damp  glooms 
Which  Mreep  away  the  night  in  ceaseless  flow 
Heavy,  and  damp  an<l  cold  ;  but  when  the  sua . 
Touches  the  dawning  hills,  they  speed  away, 
With  light  foot  spurn  the  mountain  tops,  and  rise^ 
In  figur'd  marcb,  or  singly  borne,  and  show 
Their  gaudy  bosoms  to  the  rising  beam  ; 
With  fluid  gold  and  purple  to  the  morn, 
High  flasMng,  they  surround  his  sapphire  throne^ 
In  umber'd  files,  wide  multiplied  around 
In  all  'the  bright  diversities  of  day. 
His  radiant  looks  returning:  Or,  as  floods 
Drawn  to  a  current  by  some  powerful  cause 
From  the  reposing  lakcy  or  watered  vale^ 
Over  the  dizzy  verge  in  sheets  descend, 
Bright  sparkling  to  the  sun  and  thund'ring  loud. 
While  many  a  rainbow  from  the  rising  mist. 
The  silver  thread  of  orient  light  untwines. 
And  renders  back  the  glories  of  the  day. 
In  gorgeous  colours  of  fantastic  woof : 
So  they  by  love  of  Truth,  or  Science  warm'd 
Or  rais'd  on  Contemplation's  holy  wing, 
(Tho'  first  perhaps,  by  love  of  plunder  fir'd,) 
Or  by  the  Tigris,  or  redundant  mile. 
Or  palmy  Jordax,  from  the  genial  source 
Of  light,  new  lisht  deriv'd,  in  fiction's  veil, 
Or  aJkgory  clotVd,  or  the  quaint  form 
Of  MsMPHiAN  type,  or  symbol.    Truth  coromixt 
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With  error  oft  they  glcan'd.     Be  witness  they 
Who  bore  their  gods  to  Athens,  from  the  strand 

*  Of  old  Qakopus,  and  Do  dona's  grove 
Made  vocal  by  Thebais  :  Odin's  rites 
From  old  Choaspes  to  the  frozen  realms 
Of  wide  SAaMATiA  wafted  o'er  the  plains 

Of  ScTTiiiA  clad  with  snows.     Fair  Science  lur'd 
By  the  Milesian  t  from  the  Red  Sea  coast ; 
And  what  the  Samian|  from  Ganges  brought. 
Whose  pupils  from  Tarentitm  stretch'd  their  lore. 
To  the  deep  murmurs  of  the  Euxine  wave. 

§Thee  too,  bright  Regent  of  ascending  day. 
The  Northern  eagle  saw,  and  soaring,  led 
Her  nestlings  to  salute  the  fount  of  light. 
And  meet  thy  splendours  with  unblemish'd  beam ; 
What  time  the  pilgrim  from  the  wasted  bourne 
Of  Jericho  returning,  told  a  tale 
Of  violence,  oppression,  bonds,  and  blood. 
And  rous'd  the  North  and  banded  West  to  arms. 
Like  their  own  tempests  in  destruction  leagu'd. 
Thither,  from  petty  cares,  from  petty  broils, 
Or  from  the  soft  lap  of  Lethsean  ease. 
And  more  Lethasan  ignorance  arous'd. 
In  one  sreat  cause  combini«ig,  on  they  came^ 
Like  all  the  levied  hurricanes,  that  long 
Had  slumber'd  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
For  many  a  sickly  moon.    Though  bigot  Zeal, 
And  blindfold  Superstition  led  them  on, 
Precipitated  on  the  Asian  world 
In  dread  collision  ;  yet  their  torpid  minds 
(Though  wak'd  at  first  alone  by  niartial  fame,) 
Soon  found  their  native  energies  expand, 
And  felt  superior  power,  superior  claims. 

*  Egypt.        t  Thales,  who  brought  geometry  to  Greece. 

.t  Pjrtli^gpras*        I  The  Cnua4cf,  and  their  effects  u^n  the 
religioQ  aad  liberty  of  Europe. 
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Tho'  half  devoured  by  the  insatiate  gorge 

Of  all-^oyisuming  War,  their  troops  return'd 

From  the  dire  triumphs  of  the  burning  East, 

Dispirited  and  thin  ;  yet  back  they  came. 

All  baffled  and  dejected  as  they  were, 

To  nobler  conquests  on  their  native  shores*  " 

There  oft  the  despot  to  the  frugal  hands 

Had  barter'd  privilege  for  the  rich  loan. 

That  fumish'd  him  for  war*.     Thtie  still  retain'c) 

The  purchasM  privilege  ;  and  thence  dpriv'd. 

As  from  a  genial  root,  the  rising  stem 

Of  Freedoin,  overshadowM  all  the  land 

At  last.    Their  wide  domains  the  warriors  soldi 

And  where  old  Tyranny  hfid  domineer'd 

In  solitary  and  unquestioned  pride, 

for  many  a  league,  now  parcelled  out,  ^nd  broI(9 

In  small  possessions,  with  a  smiling  face 

Of  culture  gay,  with  population  blest. 

The  alter'd  scene  rejoic'd. 

Freedom  was  giv'n  for  necessary  gold, 

The  price  of  luxury,  as  late  of  arms ; 

Thence  o'er  the  champaign  rose,  by  slow  degrees, 

A  race  of  independent  swains,  whose  sir^s 

Were  slaves;  but  little  to  thp  burden'd  beast 

Prefrrr'd  in  estimation,     Oft  for  thepi 

The  reverend  Flamen  from  their  soften'd  Lord 

(Proud  of  his  saintly  influence)  obtained 

The  boon  of  liberty.     Unthinking  priests 

Forbear!  Ye  little  think  what  unborn  woes, 

What  tempests,  and  what  overbearing  tides 

From  this  indulgence,  threat  the  lordly  pile 

Of  Sup(*rstiiion,  tho'  it  proudly  raise 

Its  pinnacles  among  the  curtain'd  clouds ; 

And,  like  the  pyramids  of  Memphis,  seem 

*  Origin  of  tiie  freedom  of  corporations  asd  allenttioiis  of  tbs 
icttdal  ponessioiiSt 
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AU  ruin  to  defy !  A  time  will  come 

When  it  shall  moulder  to  the  base  !  You  loose 

The  trammels  of  the  body;  soon  the  slave 

Will  fling  away  the  trammels  of  the  mind. 

Nor  need  your  help !  *  The  Pontiff  bends  his  look. 

Still  to  the  tumults  of  the  East ;  from  thence 

Expecting  glorious  harvests  of  his  toil 

He  sees  the  pride  of  Christendom  in  arms. 

Under  his  ensigns ;  nor  perceives  behind 

A  fiercer  tempest  gathering  in  the  West> 

Tho'  now  it  only  seems  a  cloudy  speck 

Of  small  regard,  o'er  yonder  distant  hills* 

While  Persecution  o'er  his  bloody  spoils 

Slumbers  at  ease,  or  on  his  sanguine  car 

The  long  tumultuous  march  to  Jordan's  flood 

Pursues,  *  the  pallid  victims  of  his  rage, 

Though  panting  from  the  deadly  chacc,  again 

Convene,  and  breathe  awhile  from  bloody  toils ; 

Mild  Hope  once  more  illumes  the  dreary  yaales. 

The  cottage  they  rebuild,  and  rear  anew 

The  simple  honours  of  the  rustic  fane 

By  apostolic,  pure^  primaeval  rites 

Frequented  only.     Here,  by  angel  hands 

Transplanted  from  celestial  mould,  fair  Truth, 

Spreads  in  the  transient  gleam  her  blossoms  gay. 

And  shakes  her  dewy  locks,  by  many  a  storm 

Sore  rufiled,  but  a  milder  season  comes ; 

The  timely  showers,  which  bade  the  lovely  rose 

Of  Sharon  to  the  morning  beam  display 

Her  virgin  bosom,  soon  shall  visit  thee. 

As  Rome,  victorious  o'er  the  silken  sons 
Of  Asia,  led  in  bands  her  legions  gay, 
And  gloried  in  the  long,  successive  pomp 

*  The  imperceptible  growth  of  the  Wsldenses  and  Albigeuses 
/the  ibreruQiiert  of  tfie  Reformation)  while  the  attention  of  the 
ropes  WIS  confined  lo  their  Oriental  e:(peditionit. 
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Of  plundered  stores  along  the  sacked  way 

In  triumph  borne  $  the  pictures,  vases^  piles 

Of  silver  and  of  gold,  nor  yet  beheld 

The  sister  fiends,  that  taint  the  sacred  soul 

And  breathe  contagion  through  the  darkened  mind. 

Bring  their  battalions  up  in  viewless  march 

Attendant  on  the  victor's  figur'd  car, 

But  in  their  public  counsels  soon  perceiv'd 

The  bane  fast  spreading;  thus  from  Asia's  strand 

Amid  the  spoils  of  war,  to  Europe  sent 

By  the  brave  champions  of  the  cross,  arrivM 

The  mightier  sov' reign  of  the  willing  soul, 

Tho'  then  obscure,  unknown,  yet  doom'd  to  change 

The  fate  of  pations,  in  succeeding  times. 

Where  ancient  Lebanon's  majestic  brow 
With  her  associate  hills,  a  fortress  form, 
(Here,  'gainst  the  gale  that  sweeps  the  midland  wave. 
And  there,  against  the  dry  and  withering  blast 
That  lifts  the-desart  on  its  sounding  wing,) 
By  the  brown  horrours  of  impending  woods 
And  marble  mounds  secur'd,  (a  lofty  pile 
That  scorn'd  invasive  rage),  from  dangers  far 
Far  from  corruption  dwelt  a  sinless  tribe, 
*  Paulictans  nam'd,  from  him,  whose  saintly  zeal 
Here  planted  heavenly  truth.     For  many  an  age 
Here  had  they  lived,  nor  other  changes  knew 
In  this  sublunar  theatre,  besides 
The  changes  of  the  moon,  when  thro*  their  groves 
Full  orb'd  she  rose,  and  Jwoke  the  nightly  song 
To  him  who  combs  her  beamy  locks  with  gold, 
Or,  when  her  gentle  radiance  led  along 
The  vernal  months,  or  wheuy  with  visage  wan 

*  See  Gibbon's  History,  vol.  z.  147,  &c.  A  few  poetical 
licences  are  taken  with  the  story  of  the  Paulicians*  but  the  purity 
of  their  doctrines,  and  their  migrations  into  Europe  in  considerabla' 
nuoDhers,  tbout  the  time  of  the  Crusades,  are  facts  we|l  certified, 
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Or  flush'd  with  red  distemper,  she  foretold 

The  coming  storm.    The  Seasons  well  they  knew 

In  their  majestic  progress,  what  they  brought, 

And  what  they  look  away.    The  magic  breath 

Of  Spring,  soft-whispering,  when  she  clad  the  bowen 

In  beauty,  and  her  broad  pavilions  rais'd 

Of  solemn  scenery,  with  melodious  strains 

Of  birds,  thick  warbling  all  the  live^long  day: 

Or,  when  the  forest,  or  the  rising  hill 

Was  cloth'd  in  summer's  pride,  or,  when  severe 

And  like  a  iickle  friend,  with  slow  disgust 

Gradual  estranged,  the  gentle  breeee  became 

A  keen  and  cutting  gale,  whose  envious  breath 

Contagious,  touch'd  at  first  with  sickly  hue 

The  gay  embroidery  of  the  varied  6cene ; 

And  (while  the  welkin  wept  the  change  to  see) 

Disclos'd  the  parting  sun,  the  sentence  breath'd 

Of  sad  divorce,  and  bade  fair  Nature  leave 

Utr  spousal  robes,  and  in  more  seemly  weeds 

Fitting  her  fortune,  mourn  hor  distant  lord. 

This  they  behold,  nor  knew  what  changes  else 
Eclips'd  our  varying  planet.     Whether  war 
Her  visage  ting'd  with  sanguinary  stains. 
Or  deep  tranquillity  for  ever  sate 
On  her  bland  aspect.     Many  an  age  unknown 
To  them  was  Mecca's  fane,  the  saintly  zeal 
That  from  the  bowers  of  Araby  the  blest. 
From  soft  repose  the  visionary  led  * 
Over  Petrae's  barren  sands  to  blow 
The  trump  of  discord,  and  extend  his  sway 
O'er  the  chainM  body  and  the  mind  at  once. 
They  neither  knew,  that  conquest's  purple  wing 
Spread  all  around  them,  nor  the  trumpet's  clang 
Fierc'd  their  umbrageous  world.    I'hc  rising  flame 

^  Malioipet* 
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From  the  sack'd  city  ne  er  within  their  view 

Tingfd  the  nocturnal  sky  with  dismal  red* 

Nor  did  the  cry  of  slaughter  down  the  vale 

A  fearful  summons  send.    They  never  heard 

The  heavy  sound  of  Rome's  gigantic  fall 

Acr6ss  the  deep.     Nor  how  Byzantium  rose 

With  emulative  splendour  on  the  strand 

Of  Thrace.    The  long-extended,  Gothic  range 

Of  victory  to  them  was  lost.     Unknown 

Persia's  reviving  fame,  or  how,  before 

The  Tartar,  now  triumphant,  southward  fled 

The  Saracen  with  all  his  baffled  powers; 

How  the  contending  crescent,  and  the  cross 

Like  the  red  signs  of  heaven,  alternate  rose, 

And  fell  alternate.     To  the  neighb'ring  tribes 

On  either  side,  no  human  trace  wiis  st^en  ; 

Nought,  but  the  forests'  long,  majestic  sweep. 

And  rocks  embattl'd  high,  in  pendent  clouds 

peep  veird  :  ihe  treasures  of  the  space  within 

}icaven  kept  in  sacred  charge  till  time  proclaimed 

The  momyent  of  disclosure.     Led  by  fate 

A  wandering  European  found  a  pass 

]By  the  steep  margin  of  a  devious  rill. 

By  thirst,  by  famine,  or  the  stronger  love 

Of  knowledge  led,  he  won  his  uncouth  way. 

Delighted  with  the  sinless  tribes,  he  saw 

(Nor  less  astonish *d)  how  celestiaV  truth 

The  change  of  many  an  age  had  here  surviv'tl ; 

(However  varying  in  the  nether  world) 

Jmmortal  and  the  same,  like  yonder  sun  , 

Whose  aspect,  tho'  it  often  seems  to  shew 

A  dim  disguise,  when  vapours  dense  or  rare 

fleet  oveic  his  immortal  charms,  yet  still 

With  native  splendour  shines  above,  and  filli 

With  unabated  glory,  the  fair  ^eii\s 

Of  ^ther  fi^  removed.    Their  peerless  faitb 


123 

With  wond'ring  eyes  the  martial  stranger  saw 
Reflected  in  their  deeds :  innoxious,  pure, 
The  tenor  of  their  lives.     No  serpent  guile 
Here  tainted  the  fair  source  of  social  bliss. 
Nor  discord  here,  nor  violence  was  known. 
Sroit  with  the  blessed  beam  of  heavenly  light 
The  sister  fiends,  that  stimulate  the  soul 
To  deeds  of  blood,  with  envious  look  askance, 
Fled  the  pure  emanation,  and  retired 
Back  to  their  native  and  congenial  gloom. 
Or  sought  congenial  bosoms.     Here,  no  hopes 
Of  high  ambition  touch'd  the  pastor's  mind, 
Fix'd  o'er  his  flock  for  tenets  like  their  own, 
And  apostolic  manners :  with  his  flock 
In  love  fraternal  still  he  walk'd,  nor  swervM 
After  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  nor  fear'd 
Its  frowns.     With  kind  and  hospitable  love 
The  stranger  they  receiv'd,  tho'  at  his  garb 
Manners,  and  language,  much  amaz'd,  nor  less 
Was  he  at  theirs,  But  suon  the  social  rite 
Assur'd  him  of  their  friendship.     He,  (like  them 
Of  old,  on  Lotos  fed,  as  fables  tell 
Who  quite  forgot  their  homes)  forgot  the  call 
Of  martial  honors ;  doffd  his  shining  arms. 
And  there,  among  the  swains,  a  rustic  swain, 
Linger'd  for  many  a  moon.     He  soon  acquired 
Their  language,  soon  was  able  to  unfold 
His  own  disiEtstrous  fortunes.     How,  allur'd 
By  syren  images  of  heavenly  joys. 
Of  praise  below,  and  paradise  above, 
He  left  his  native  home,  domestic  bliss. 
His  prattling  infants,  and  his  faithful  spouse, 
To  march  in  arms  beneath  the  fervid  skies 
Of  Palestine,  and  mingle  with  the  wave 
Of  Jordan,  his  devoted  blood.     For  this 
AU  ties  of  kindred  he  renounced ;  for  this 
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RcnouncM  his  native  clime  ;  nor  dcem'J  it  less 

Than  the  full  consummation  of  all  worth. 

To  bathe  in  slaughter  for  the  trivial  prize 

Of  a  long  range  of  desolated  hills 

Erst  by  apostles  and  by  prophets  trod» 

Altho'  he  never  took  the  pains  to  learn 

The  path  they  pointed  out.     The  rustic  band 

Some  lifted  up  their  guiltless  eyes  to  heaven 

In  deep  amaze ;  some  wept  the  tale  to  hear. 

Others  with  virtuous  indignation  burn'd 

At  human  follies  and  at  human  crimes 

Combin'd.     Nor  less  the  champion  of  the  cross. 

Whether  deep  smit  with  moral  charms,  or  touch'd 

With  sacred  influence,  began  to  see 

And  feel  his  martial  folly,  and  to  know 

The  worth  of  pure  religion,  never  seen 

Before,  or  not  respected.     Here  he  saw 

Virtue  bcdeck'd  with  native  charms,  and  grew 

Enamoujr'd  at  the  sight :  nor  did  he  wish 

With  selfish  or  ungenerous  love  to  taste 

Her  blis3  alone,  but  to  his  social  bands 

The  blessing  long'd  to  publish.     Nor  the  swains 

Refused  to  join  the  mission.     Thoughtless  men  ! 

Oh  !  had  you  known  what  flames  of  furious  zeal 

And  persecuting  rage  your  presence  bringb 

Among  the  champions  of  the  cross,   your  homes, 

Your  hnppy,  rural  and  untroubled  homes. 

Perhaps  ye  ne'er  had  left !  Soon  to  the  camp 

Of  Christendom,  on  Palsestina's  strand 

By  the  new  convert  led,  they  came,  nor  met 

A  cold  salute;  for  now,  with  arms  fatigu'd, 

Their  military  ardour  cool'd.     The  bands 

Pistinguish'd  by  the  cross,  begun  lo  luourn 

Their  absence  from  their  native  homes.     No  more 

The  sanguinary  forms  of  martial  fame 

Their  ancient  charms  rftaio'd,  by  leiigth  of  titoii 
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And  cool  reflection  tarnish 'd.     Soon  boheld 

In  Trutb's  clear  mirrour,  they  forgot  to  please^ 

And  show'd  their  native  turpitude,  beneath 

The  mask  of  public  honour,  and  the  zeal 

Of  supcrstitioAy  hid.     Amaz'd,  they  saw 

The  GENUINE  glories  of  thp  cross  displayed 

Among  the  woods  of  Lebanon ;  a  scene 

Which  bade  their  triumphs  weep,  and  quite  dcfac'd 

Their  desolating  fame  and  crested  pride. 

They  saw  the  fount  of  sacred  truth,  in  vaii^ 

By  schoolmen  and  by  sages  long  explored. 

Opened  at  last,  by  casual  hands,  like  his 

Who  delves  the  mountain  for  a  niggard  boon 

His  toil-worn  members  to  sustain,  and  tinds 

A  vein  of  gold*     And  now  in  haste  they  furl 

The  martial  standard,  and  embarking  soon 

The  naval  flag  expand.     The  Syrian  swains 

Persuaded  by  the  soldiers,  or  impel  I'd 

By  genuine  zeal,  the  distant  voyage  dare, 

Tho  new  to  all  the  terrours  of  the  main, 

And  a  worse  storm  by  land,  then  deeply  luU'd 

In  grim  repose,  till,  by  pontific  pride 

Awak'd,  at  length  it  burst  in  tenfold  rage. 

It  yet  was  dubious  peace,  for  deep  conceal'd 
*  Among  Tolosa's  and  Gehenna's  woods 
The  strangers  dwelt,  and  to  their  martial  friends 
Who  led  them  from  the  Syrian  vales,  dispens'd 
Id  secrecy  th*  immortal  word — it  stole 
Gradual,  from  mind  to  mind,  like  the  strong  fume 
That  bears  the  latent  fire.    The  Trombaduu  f 
Forgot  his  woodland  Madrigal,  and  found 
Mew  fervours  from  the  heavenly  theme  sublime 

*  Rise  of  the  Reformation  in  the  South  of  France, 
t  Trombadors,  the  Italian  name  of  the  Troubadours  or  Prorca- 
cat  Poets»  authois  of  sotuc  of  the  rarljcst  invectives  agaiust  the 
i^pal  |V>wet. 
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His  Muse  etiflame.    The  Muses  soon  to  light 
The  secret  subject  gave.     In  lonely  vales 
No  more  content,  it  sought  the  haunts  of  men. 
And  in  strong  cities  triumphed,  long  debased 
And  trampled  by  pontific  pride  and  power 
Imperial.     Now  at  length  the  rights  of  men 
Began  to  rear  their  heads.    The  cloudy  veil 
Drawn  down  by  Superstition's  magic  hand. 
To  hide  celestial  Truth,  dissolved  at  last 
In  afr,  and  gave  the  long-expected  morn 
To  shine.     Incenst,  and  storming,  but  in  vain. 
Fell  Superstition  call'd  her  Stygian  fogs 
Again  to  dim  the  day  :  again  her  spells 
With  incantation  foul  eclipst  the  light 
Of  reason  and  religion  :  While  the  charm 
Lasted y  her  Stygian  Bacchanals  she  call'd, 
Headed  by  Persecution  and  mad  Zeal, 
To  pour  destruction  on  her  guiltless  foes. 
Forth  from  their  native  bell,  the  savage  band. 
With  their  associates  bad,  fell  Cruelty, 
Deceit,  and  many  a  lying  wonder,  came. 
And  ravag'd  all  before  them.     Now  secure 
And  firmly  fix'd  upon  her  sable  throne 
Fell  Superstition  seem'd.     Her  paean  sung 
O'er  vanquish'd  Truth,  foretold  eternal  night. 
And  with  redoubled  witcheries  she  strove 
The  darkness  to  prolong.     For  many  a  moon 
H^r  spells  prevailM  ;  and  now  the  world  had  sunk 
In  tenfold  gloom,  but  full  security 
Engender'd  pride  ;  the  old  magician  hop'd 
In  this  dim  twilight  of  the  soul,  to  climb 
Unnotic'd  to  the  imperial  height  *,  or  seize 
At  least  her  noblest  privilege,  and  reave 

*  EncToacbment  of  the  Papal  upon  the  Traperial  power,  and  the 
long  contest  between  them,  which  ultimately  tended  to  shake  tkt 
fabric  of  superstition. 
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From  the  bright  round  of  Caesar's  *  diadem. 
Its  most  distinguished  gem.     Her  {ivarice 
Betray'd  her  vile  hypocrisy.     At  last 
The  northern  Ekigle  roused,  and  shook  his  plumes 
Tremendous :  at  the  wafture  of  his  wings 
The  clouds  disperst  that  mntHcd  up  the  dawn» 
And  day  began  to  peer.     The  friends  of  light 
And  life  again  began  to  lift  their  heads, 
Rous'd  from  their  torpid  trance;  again  the  woods' 
Resounded  with  the  rural  Minstrel^e 
That  hail*d  the  coming  day-star,  as  he  rose 
With  healing  in  his  wings.     The  messengers 
Of  Hades  on  their  utmost  limits,  now 
Thought  to  outface  the  dawn  with  Stygian  frowns, 
And  turn  th'  affrighted  charioteer  of  day 
Back  to  his  native  East.     But  now  the  charm 
Almost  had  spent  its  force,  and  only  kept 
Some  small  remains  of  magic  influence. 
With  some  pestiferous  vapours  fuming  round 
Th'  horizon  dim.     Some  phantoms  yet  were  seen 
To  wander  in  the  dubious  dawn,  and  scowl 
With  smile  infernal  on  the  blessed  beam. 

Exulting  Freedom,  now  at  last,  has  found 
Her  best  ally,  Religion.     Oft  by  foes 
(Tho*  seeming  friends)  to  fatal  errour  led, 
t  She  deem'd  her  an  inveterate  foe,  and  oft 
With  blinded  frenzy,  bent  her  utmost  rage 
Against  a  phantom  by  the  Stygian  spell 
Of  the  old  wizard  skilfully  disguis'd 
In  fair  Religion's  garb.    Thus  ^Iulla's  bard 
The  ancient  wiles  of  AaciiiMAGO'^ung 
Against  the  Red-cross  knight,  whom,  in  the  form 

•  The  Kraperor. 

t  Causeless  prejodices  entertained  aguinst  religion,  by  the  real 
or  pretended  finendt  to  independence. 
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Of  Una  hit  the  false  Dvessa  led 
To  foul  misdeemings  of  his  pliglited  spouse* 
He  thought  her  false,  but  soon  a  mightier  hand 
Baffled  the  charm, 'the  slanders  were  dispcll'd. 
The  Stygian  imp  that  in  her  'semblance  long 
With  superstitious  rites  the  world  beguil'd. 
Touched  by  her  presence,  like  a  shape  of  snow. 
Or  cloud-wrapt  Phantom  in  a  morning  dream, 
Evanish'd  into  nought.    Thus  Frebdom  saw 
Religion's  charms.     He  saw  the  wizard's  wile 
That  long  deceived  his  sight.     A  suppliant  now 
He  own'd  her  power,  coufest  his  sad  mistake. 
And  courted  reconcilement  *  ;  nor  was  she 
Averse.     Applauding  angels  in  their  orbs, 
And  heavenly  choirs  the  Hymenean  sung, 
Join'd  by  a  symphony  of  happy  swains. 
Instead  of  palaces  and  towns,  the  haunts 
Of  luxury,  the  happy  woodlands  saw 
The  blessed  nuptial^,  and  among  the  hindft 
Their  elder  progeny  was  nurst,  a  race, 
Manly,  robust,  and  bold,'  for  hardihood 
Long  celebrated,  but  uncultured,  stern. 
More  from  their  father's  rough  austerity 
Than  from  their  mother's  soft  benevolence 
And  manners  bland  inheriting.     But  soon 
A  generous  tendril  on  the  savage  stock 
Ingrafted,  from  its  vigour  wild  inhaTd 
Due  nourishment,  which,  mellow'd  by  the  l^pse 
Of  genial  years,  to  coming  times  shall  bear 
Fruits  worthy  of  paradise,  if  culture  due. 
The  liberal  breath  of  heaven,  the  chcmic  sun. 
And  timely  showers,  their  friendly  aid  combine. 

*  Union  of  religion  and  liberty  under  some  particular  gvrcro- 
ments,  aud  the  mutual  support  they  give  each  other. 
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argomeuts»  from  a  recollection  of  the  efiects  of  a  Deroocratie 
spirit  at  Athens  in  similar  Circumstances^  and  a  direct  ap|k»id  t$ 
its  inflaence  ill  more  modem  times* 
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And  now,  long  sought  amid  the  wilderness 
Of  this  wide  Waste,  at  length  the  golden  bough^ 
The  passport  to  th'  Elysian  world,  is  found ! 
It  blooms  in  sight !  the  Amaranthine  fiowar 
Which  sprung  of  old  beside  the  fount  of  life^. 
And  scents  the  noisome  air!  but  who  shall  bid 
The  fragrant  stem,  beneath  the  blasting  change 
Of  this  ungenial  and  uncertain  clime, 
Preserve  its  pristine  bloom ;  what  potent  vows 
Can  bring  the  blessing  down  to  bid  it  grow 
As  when  it  flourished  fair  in  Eden's  bowers? 
Primasval  zephyrs  fann'd  its  tender  leaves. 
And  whisper d  whence  they  stole  the  balmy  streets* 

O  blest  Religion!  thro'  the  various  climes 
Of  earth,  long  wand'ring,  oft  despis'd,  and  poor^ 
By  savages  in  shape  of  metv  pursu'd 
With  most  inveterate  malice ;  or  carest 
Enihfon'd  and  sceptred  by  the  fickle  crowd 
Vfitk  transient  adulation,  'till  the  foe  *| 

*  Saperstitioo. 
tOf..  irix.  K 
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The  antient  rival  of  thy  reign,  adorn'd 
In  borrow'd  majesty,  usurp'd  thy  seat, 
Thy  diadem  and  crozier,  then  in  turn. 
Spite  of  thy  genuine  charms,  thine  awful  plea^ 
Thou  wert  believ'd  tk'impostftr,  andexpeird 
From  palaces  and  humble  roofs -alike; 
While  Superstition^  with  audacious  brow 
The  lineal  honours  of  thy  name  obtains. 
And  in  thy  name  the  prostrate  nations  filb 
IVilh  deeds  of  violence  and  blood  ;  whtkt  theo 
Poor  lonely  anchoret !  must  bear  the  blame. 
Exploded  and  rcvil'd ;  but  Truth  supports. 
And  gentle  Hope  the  languid  pilgrim  chears. 

But  now  the  crisis  comes,  the  crowd  begins 
To  sicken  at  the  sight,  and  spy  at  lasl 
The  hateful  imposition ;  in  their  zeal 
To  fling  away  the  pond'rous  yoke,  too  ofl 
Licence  and  anarcny  usurp  the  throne ; 
Their  wak'd  suspicions  of  tb^  usurper's  guile 
Affect  the  genuine  heiress.     *  She  who  late 
Her  temporal  dignity  abusM,  and  stain'd 
|ier  ample  jurisdiction,  late  bestow'd 
By  the  incautious  multitude,  entails 
Reproach  upon  the  guiltless,  doubts  and  fears 
Unseemly,  as  unfounded*     Hence  they  meet 
The  heavenly  visitant  (who  comes  to  soothe 
Their  numVous  ilk  and  lead  them  to  the  path 
Of  life,)  with  hard  conditions  :  her,  who  late 
A  pilgrim  roamed,  their  parsimonious  care 
Would  keep  a  pilgrim  still,  content  to  share 
Her  visits  once  a  moon.     For  ease  might  bring 
Security^  and  height  again  recall 
High  thoughts.    Or,  should  the  vestal  stiU  remain 
Taintless  of  manners,  as  of  old,  the  boon 

*  Svperstitioii. 
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Of  royalty  dtid  indcpefidant  pcriret 
(Which  by  her  birth  she  clainls)  again  bestowal 
Might  tempt  again  some  subtle  delegate 
To  practise  on  her  singlenefss  of  heart, 
And  play  the  tyrant  in  her  name.    Ye  sons 
Of  Gaul  *  1  ye  generous,  independant  train 
(Who,  like  the  fabled  progeny  bf  earth 
Started  at  once  from  infants  into  men, 
And  taught  high  Jove  on  his  Olympian  hilt 
At  your  tremendous  altitude  to  quake) 
By  you  these  specious  pleas  are  urged,-  by  yo^ 
Who  groaning  long  beneath  the  wild  excess 
Of  temporal  tyrants,  and  the  Flamen's  rod 
(A  double  scourge !)  with  like  excess  perbapa 
May  hurry  on  to  opposite  extremes, 
And  steer  upon  the  shoals  you  meant  to  shun  : 
Like  Sylla,  when  he  thought  to  quench  the  fiam« 
Of  discord  and  debate  in  conquered  Home 
With  deluges  of  Marian  blood,  that  ting'd 
The  waves  of  Tiber  to  the  Tuscan  shore. 
fte  was  a  ma&ter  artist,  and  well  knew 
To  amputate  the  limb,  and  save  the  life. 
Ye  too  are  skilful  surgeons  of  the  state ; 
But  trust  your  skilly  the  gentle  art  employ 
Of  alterative  medicines,  nor  attempt 
With  desperate  hand  to  lop  the  limb  away^ 
Until  at  least  the  creeping  gangrene  shew 
The  symptoms  of  still  worse  to  come !  ye  Jo}^ 
To  see  the  mitre  and  the  coronet 
Depos'di  the  splendid  crozier  in  the  dust, 
Its  gemmy  lustre  trampled  on  and  soil'd 
By  base  Flebeian  feet*    Your  cause  of  joy 
Is  rational^  for  oft  voa  felt  its  weight 
On  your  bare  shoulders  laid  with  right  good  will, 

•  Wrkten  in  1790. 
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A  most  unconscionable  load  !  But  now 
(While  tk^  wikl  hurricanes  of  passion  pause)- 
Stand  still,  reflect,  and  weigh,  before  you  flin^ 
These  venerable  synoboU  (tho'  abus'd 
By  tyranny)  among  the  common  mass 
Of  rubbish  f^r  th'  exterminating  flame! 
Beware!  lest  for  that  angel  liberty 
Ye  worship  licence  (a  famiUar  fiend ! 
Which  oft  usjirps  her  semblance :)  she  overturns 
Whatever  is  orderly  or  just,  beneath 
The  fair  px^lext  of  reformation,  made 
The  sanction  to  barbaric  zeal,  that  spurns 
What  ancestry  ador'd  and  bought  with  blood. 

But  now^  a  youthful  delegate  appears. 
His  fancy  glowing  with  celestial  scenes 
Of  all  the  rirtucs  from  their  radiant  orbs 
Unsphts'il,!  and  led  to  live  with  man  bclow^ 
Gilding  the  glooms  of  this  sublunar  scene. 
Subliming  every  impulse,  mixing  deep 
Th'  imperishable  principle  of  life    , 
hnmortal,  with  the  patriot's  noble  thought. 
He  to  this  stage  of  mutability 
Would  give  th'  etoFnal  tenor  of  those  spheres 
Where  tragical  reverse  was  never  known ; 
Nor  sad  vicissitude,  with  baleful  wing, 
Arrives  to  blast  their  glory.     Hear  his  plea 
Upon  the  plausive  crowd  with  all  the  zeal. 
With  all  the  well  supported  confidence, 
Of  full  persuasion,  urg'd !  "  As  well  might  mai> 
*^  Presume  to  tread  his  daily  round  of  cares 
'<  Without  the  aetherial  gift  o£  light,  as  live 
^  In  the  close  contact  of  society 
*'  Where  all  the  passions  germinate  al  large, 
*'  (Oft  a  pernicious  crop,)  without  the  curb 
'*  Of  pure  religion,  heaven's  peculiar  boon ! 
<^  Without  hti  so/refgd,  intellcctuii(l  bcaiD;^. 
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*^  The  source  of  inward  light,  ih'  elastic  spring 
**  vOf  life,  is  but  a  fev'rons  pulse,  that  beats 
^'  With  mortal  symptoms.     Even  the  blessed  sun 
^*  Without  it,  slunes  in  vain,  and  yonder  cope 
*^  ^theireaJ  (where  m  gay>  romantic  shapes 
**  And  gaudy  liv'ries  clad,  the  vapours  fleet 
''  With  lavish  art,  with  proud  magniticence 
**  Built  en  the  circling  deep),  were  but  a  scene, 
**  Ao  ample  theatre  for  tragic  deeds, 
"  And  ruffian  violence  to  range  at  Urge ! — 
"  We  know  the  value  of  the  heavenly  boon, 
^  We  feel  its  influence !  but  wish  to  share 
*'  Her  blessings  unsophisticaXc  and  pure ; 
**  Not  caudled  for  our  taste  with  dregs  terrene, 
**  Not  filter'd  thro'  state  engines  'till  it  comes 
*•  To  us,  the  vapid  and  cxhagsted  dregs 
*^  Of  what  it  was!  Or  if  it  still  retuiu 
'^  Its  purity,  by  indolence  aqd  pride 
^'  Dispensed,  its  holy  Unction  all  is  lost. 
**  Batt'ning  in  ease  and  plenty,  by  the  state 
"  Without  their  care  provided,  oft  perhaps 
**  By  graces  and  accomplish  meats  obtained, 
**  Not  of  the  genuine  apostolic  stamp, 
<«  Our  pastors  well  endow'd,  and  arm'd  by  law, 
*^  Secur£  the  fleeces  of  the  flock,  and  leave 
**  Their  nourishment  to  hirelings.    This,  perhaps 
**  May  seem  exaggeration.     Still  the  course 
^'  Of  things  is  hardly  to  this  wretched  ebb, 
*'  This  sad  perversion  of  the  noblest  boon 
.♦'*  That  ever  blest  the  world,  arriv'd, — we  granf 
•*  Th'  apology  in  all  its  genuine  force ; 
•*  Nay,  we  allow  the  present  state  of  things 
**  Whate'er  perfection  ye  may  chuse  to  claim  5 
^^  Yet  still,  (the  laws  remaining  as  they  are) 
^'  Things  have  a  dmonioard  tendency  from  good 
^  Tp  b^^  from  bad  to  worse,  by  £i|e  .decreed. 
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ft  Ypur  reyerend  pastors  are  not  tjiose  of  old, 
^  Cbos^n  by  their  audi,enc^ ;  but,  with  haughty  h^nd^ 
M  With  all  the  weight  of  a  proud  hicjrachy 
f*  (Enforced  by  legal  sanction),  on  the  flock, 
^'  (The  route,  obedient,  slavish  4ock)  impos'd* 
"  Their  golden  revenues  upon  the  love 
•'  Or  the  respect  of  those  beneath  their  rule 
M  Depend  not.    To  an  higher  power  they  lift 
**  The  erateful  eye ;  a  power,  whose  voice  is  IjEiw, 
^*  By  the  behest  of  law,  as  fancy  sways^ 
*^  Or  caprice,  on  his  proud  triumphal  car, 
**  The  ri.ch  spoils  of  the  decimated  field^ 
f^  (If  aught  obstruct  his  claims]  his  delegates 
*^  Can  bear  away. — Now,  mark  the  ponscquenpe 
M  Of  this  disuniopy  wh(en  religion  pleads 
*'  For  closer  union,  cordial  amity 
f*  And  single  interest,  preserv-d  with  care 
**  Between  the  teacher  apd  the  taughtr-For  him— n 
^^  It  is  not  to  be  thought,  not  to  t^e  found 
*'  In  human  nature,  that  a  man,  mere  man, 
M  Would  drudge  to  gain  what,  without  toil  or  care 
<«  Or  comii^on  djligence,  his  genial  star 
**  Already  has  bestow'd.     Supinely  stretch'^ 
*'  At  leisure  in  the  shadp,  the  sw^in  may  pipe 
f  Or  not,  as  likes  him  best,  the  sheering  time 
^*  Will  come  without  his  care,  and  in  his  stortss 
f*  Arcturus  rising  wjll  behold  the  flecpe 
'^  Well  pil'd  ;  and  henpe  he  potbing  has  to  mind 
**  Beneatii  the  radiant  sky,  but  bind  his  crook 
**  With  flowers,  or  crown  his  locks  that  breathe  perfume 
f*  With  garlands  gay,  or  spend  the  sumn^er  suns, 
**  Or  'fpongst  the  Oread  or  the  Dryad  train 
**  The  J^Iaiads  or  the  nymphs  of  Dianas  band, 
^  Or  in  the  hippodrome,  or  circus  tend 
**  The  fortunes  of  the  race ;  or  in  the  bowl 
f*  Of  Comas  dfowa  reflection,    "fhis  may  seem 
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^*  A  picture  skctcb*d  beyond  the  size  of  truth, 

^*  And  with  Gorgonean  touches  heighten'd  far 

**  Above  the  decent  limits  that  bespeak 

'*  Order,  and  fair  proportion*— take  we  then 

**  The  line  which  candour  bids,  and  grant  that  all 

^  Or  most,  perform  the  duties  of  their  charge 

**  With  apostolic  vigilance,  and  care 

**  That  speaks  the  conscientious  priest-^the  flock 

**  Will  gain  but  little  from  his  toils.     For  man, 

**  Such  is  his  nature,  so  the  band  divine 

**  Has  mix'd  the  seeds  of  Indrpendekct 

^  With  his  first  atoms,  that  he  ne'er  can  learn 

^*  With  due  emolument,  a  lesson  taught 

**  By  lips  despotic,  which  superior  power 

**  Without  hit  vote,  impos'd  upon  his  choice, 

**  As  a  director  of  his  life.    The  mind 

**  Repulsive,  from  the  frore,  narcotic  touch 

^*  Of  such  a  tutor,  all  convolved,  and  cold, 

*'  Shrinks,  like  the  tendrils  of  the  gentle  plant 

**  That  mimics  life.    But  to  the  pastor's  lore, 

^*  Whom  ITS  OWN  CHOICE  endears,  the  mind  expands. 

*^  Its  opening  faculties  in  general  blow 

**  All  gratulant,  receive^ the  genial  ray 

**  And  flourish  in  the  beam.    His  lessons  seem 

^*  Their  ozDit;  from  favoured  lips  mellifluous  sent, 

^*  IJke  Hybla's  dew  they  fall ;  whatever  applause 

^  He  gains,  redounds  to  them :  Without  a  blush 

^'  They  praise  their  own  sagacity,  which  spy'd 

*'  Such  worth,  and  rais'd  it  to  the  splendid  sphere 

♦*  For  which  it  seem'd  dcsign'd.    Their  lives  reflect 

**  His  lessons,  for  they  deem  them  half  their  own ; 

^^  Such  is  our  general  nature,  the'  it  seems 

**  All  ductile  to  pursue,  whatever  leads 

**  The  choice  to  good  or  ill ;  yet  here  a  tint 

**  Of  salutary,  stem,  repulsive  pride 

^  Is  ^ven  us  at  our  birth,  which  whispers  stiU 
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"  TofoUmo  our  mm  reatofif  and  tie  choke  '     ' 

^*  Our  heart  apjjrovesy  nor  tuffer  to  be  led 

^  lAke  mere  automatons^  who  boast  no  will, 

"  No  freedom  of' their  own.    Tis  hence,  we  spurn 

f'  At'  counsel,  when  all  undisguised  it  comes 

^'  In  the  stern  shape  of  precept ;  for  to  us 

f*  Precept  implies  superiority, 

^*  And  that,  contempt.    But,  when,  in  close  disguise 

**  Of  adulation,  or  th'  embroider'd  mask 

'*  Of  flowery  fiction,  to  our  hearts  it  finds 

**  An  easy  way ;  or,  if  it  be  convey'd 

**  So  as  to  seem  our  own,  the  due  result 

**  Of  our  own  sapience,  then,  and  not  till  then^ 

^'  It  gains  its  end  upon  the  ductile  mind, 

f^  (Self-gratulant)  with  heart-felt  energy, 

'*  And  wins  the  man  entire.    A  noble  growth 

*^  Of  clustering  virtues,  on  an  alien  stock 

^'  Of  pride  engrafted  by  a  skilful  hand, 

**  *  Raise  high  their  fiourishM  heads,  and  fume  the  air 

^^  With  pure  Elysian  scents.    An  end  like  thia 

M'To  gain  by  generous  policy,  would  crown 

**  The  legislator  with  a  wreath  unworn 

**  By  modern  sage  or  old,  and  this  to  gain 

**  No  deep  investigation  needs,  no  search 

**  Into,  the  venerable,  musty  rolls 

**  Of  antientry,  to  find  what  methods  raised 

V  Athens  and  Rome  to  their  meridian  heighth 

**  Of  glory :  this  great  cause,  and  this  alone, 

*<  The  former  raised,  and  bade  her  take  tlic  kad 

''  Alike  in  scientific  lore,  and  arts 

'<  That  sweeten  or  embellish  life.    On  them 

**  No  master  was  impos'd,  no  sophist  there 

If  A  slave  of  state,  with  delegated  hand 

*  Milton. 
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^  Pointed  the  path  of  life,  or  op'd  the  stores 
**  Of  wisdom  to  th'  enlighten'd  mind.     But  choice, 
'*  Election  free,  and  uncontroU'd  as  air, 
**  Sagacious,  and  as  vivid  as  the  glance 
**  Of  Heaven's  own  ligbt'ning,pierc'd  the  yielding  crowd, 
**  Rous'd  up  the  kindred  spirit,  and  at  once 
^*  Erok'd  it  forth  to  mount  the  public  stage, 
**  And  deal  around  the  intellectual  boon. 
^  Hence,  ne'er  was  merit  overlooked  and  lost 
**  Among  that  race,  nor  from  the  modest  head 
'*  Presumption  snatch'd  the  falling  wreath,  and  wore 
**  The  ili-beseeroing  honours.     Hence  the  mind 
**  Of  the  rais'd  public,  with  keen  appetite 
**  Imbib'd  the  lessons  by  her  favoueitb  given, 
**  The  man  of  her  election.     Hence,  their  fame 
i*  In  every  art  and  science,  o'er  the  world 
/^  Wafted  on  every  wind.     For,  once  awak'd 
**  By  some  grand  tbeme,  th'  elastic  roind  extends 
<'  With  ease  to  others,  till  its  angel  grasp 
**  Spans  the  wide  universe.     *  Ye  tranquil  groves 
**  Of  Academus !  hail  I  Ye  bowery  seats 
**  Of  Science,  hail !  No  more  in  idle  dreams, 
^  Or  sunk  in  formless  ease,  ingenuous  youth, 
''  Meant  for  the  awful  Evangelic  charge 
**  Shall  waste  the  long  probationary  moons 
**  Beneath  your  solemn  scenery !  lo  I  the  gale 
"  The  fialutary  gale  Etesian  blows, 
**  Which  from  your  cloister'd  glooms  shall  purge  away 
''  The  long  collected  damp,  that  sickens  life 
**  And  smothers  science !  From  your  lazy  haunts 
**  No  more  the  hand  pontitic  now  shall  cull 
**  His  sleek-fed  favourites  for  the  awful  charge 
'*  Of  souls,  as  cuprice  or  as  chance  directs. — 
^  Thej^oice  of  nations,  as  the  sound  of  seas 

*  (afliicoce  of  clerical  election  on  ac«deimcal  education. 
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**  Asserts  their  sovereign  claim !  prepare !  prepare  I 
^  And  trim  the  midnight  lamp  !  nor  at  the  hour 
•*  Of  fervid  noon  repose !  collect  the  wealth 
"  Of  ages  in  your  minds !  Your  reasoning  powers 
'^  Employ  in  just  arrangement !  Then  away 
*'  To  public  haunts,  where  expectation  stands 
**  On  tiptoe,  till  the  *  power  that  shake's  the  soul 
••  A^vdkes  her  sleeping  thunders !  There  exert 
**  Yojiir  piceronian  gifts — for  lo  !  the  voice 
**  Of  public  favour  or  rejection  comes, 
'^'  Comes  in  the  breeze,  which  soon  shall  sweep  away 
^'  The  useless  chaff,  and  leave  the  golden  grain. 

**  Thrice  happy  ages!  when  the  peoples'  voice 
"  Bestow'd  the  stamp  of  merit  and  the  palm 
"  Of  genuine  worth,  unprrjudic'd  and  pure 
"  From  every  selfish  aim,  or  secret  cause 
^*  That  warps  the  mind  !  Evon  Gaul  obeys  the  charrai 
**  Feels  how  it  opens  all  ihc  soul,  and  gives 
"  The  actix'e  powers,  a  more  clastic  spring 
^'  Above  control!  or  fear,  exertions  grand 
"  And  various ! — Be  the  people  free  to  chuse 
^*  Their  pure  dispensers  of  heaven's  choicest  booD| 
**  (The  awful  dictates  of  eternal  truth) 
*'  Soon  would  our  consecrated  domes  resound 
"  With  voices  more  than  humati !  Other  Paols 
"  Would  single  from  the  multitude,  and  deal 
*'  Their  fulminations  round,  would  rouse  the  spar1( 
^*  Dormant  within,  and  bid  the  flame  expand 
**  A  conflagration  of  pure  godly  zeal !" 

The  willing  Muse  to  this  exalted  theme 
Could  give  her  cheat  ful  verdict.     She  could  tell 
What  recent  glory  from  the  union  sprung 
Even  in  the  rear  of  this  degenerate  age. 
^he  too  could  piount  the  monsoons,  and«  abov^ 

*  Eloquence. 
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The  broad  Atlamic  borne  on  sounding  wing. 
Could  tdl  the  unsuppressive  mighl  of  soul 
That  scom'd  subjection  to  the  mental  yoke 
And  crost  the  worId*dividing  surge,  to  shun 
The  trammels  of  the  pontiff.     She  could  sing 
How  when  their  intellectual  liberty 
Her  exiles  gain'd,  they  scorn'd  to  bend  the  neck 
To  mortal  despots,  or  obey  the  laws 
They  had  not  join'd  in  general  vote  to  frame* 
She  too  could  tell,  how,  (like  two  fuel'd  mines 
That  under  some  tall  mount,  in  piliar'd  pride 
Meet  in  mid  gloom,  till  by  collision  wak'd 
Or  casual  falling  of  some  fated  spark 
They  send  the  shattered  fabric  to  the  moon 
Jn  loud  displosion  thund'ring  wide  around) 
Thus  oft  religious  ze<U  and  lAertif  - 
In  their  dread  combination  shook  the  globCy 
And  flung  the  rich  materials  far  abroad, 
Which  to  the  renovated  surface  gave 
Another  aspect,  bright  with  vernal  charms. 

fiut  yet,  let  man  abstain,  nor  dare  to  mix 
These  strong  ingredients  with  unskilful  hand  ; 
^t  him  not  wake  the  crowd's  ungovcrn'd.  zeal, 
Mor  'midst  the  settled  calm  of  anticnt  peace 
Call  the  dread  power  of  innovation  down. 
Unfixing  old  foundations,  lest  the  flaw . 
Bear  in  its  rage  the  formless  wreck  away. 
Or  dire  convulsive  storms  unhinge  the  state, 
And  lay  its  orders  all  in  havoc  round ; 
As  when  fanatic  rage  of  old  awoke 
And  dealt  destruction  thro'  her  sainted  shrines. 

See  old  Experience  *  shakes  his  hoary  locks, 

*  It  nay  be  objected,  that  from  the  instance  of  the  pAUttetaMf 
ftiveo  in  the  first  part,  it  appears  that  an  established  hierarchy  ,b 
m  Us  nature  ioimicai  to  leligioas  and  moral  improyementp  at  diJL 
ftNtf  di  «tf  ctrcMiutanoif ;  but  this  is  fbundca  on  a  vupptwitioa 
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And,  with  ».  glance  that  chills  untimely  eeal. 
Like  lurid  Winter,  when  he  looks  askance 
On  Autumn's  golden  hopes,  expands  at  large 

that  the  state  of  society,  in  a  moral  point  of  view,  requires  that  a 
door  should  jbe  opeaed  for  endless  innovation,  Avhich  is  but  another 
name  for  umversal  scepticism.  As  the  question  is  not  with  unbe- 
lievers, but  with  professed  diristians,  it  is  clear  that>  if  revelation 
be  the  standard  of  orthodoxj,  there  is  no  dange-r  now  (when  its 
doctrines  are  open  to  all)  that  the  secular  power  in  giving  a  le- 
ligion  necessary  protection,  shcnild  ttirn  to  ecclesiastical  tyranny* 
when  universal  toleration,  and  the  liberty  of  the  press  mutually 
support  each  other.  Public  teachers  should  have  the  aame  in- 
terests with  the  state  :  this  may  nut  be  the  case  of  those  who  de- 
pend upon  popular  election.  Besides,  the  temptation  they  are 
under  to  pervert  the  scriptures,  and  flatter  human  depravity* 
what  obligation  are  they  under,  to  prevent  their  broaciiing  the 
most  dangerous  political  opinions  both  in  pamphlets  and  sermons? 
Instances  of  this  Hre  too  recent,  and  too  alarming,  to  be  soon  for- 
gotten. As  our  constitution  is  secured  on  one  side  by  the  strength 
of  the  executive  power,  and  on  the  other,  by  tlie  privileges  of  the 
people ;  so,  by  aualogy  the  cliurch,  (as  tliat  signilies  the  general 
system  o(  belief  and  practice)  is  supported  on  one  side  by  the  in- 
depcndeiicv  of  our  pastors  and  on  the  otlier,  by  tlie  finee  circv- 
lution  of  sentiment,  (under  the  control  of  parllameut,)  and  its  gra- 
dual influence  on  the  public  m'lnd. 

Much  may  be  urged,  in  defence  of  popular  elections,  from  fi 
variety  of  cases,  and  instances  may  be  given  in  which  this  mode 
is  not  only  found  perfectly  iimocent,  but  even  beneficial.  But 
I  apprehend,  these  cases  may  be  reduced  under  the  following 
heads:  1st,  where  a  number  of  small  republics  or  cantons  are  con- 
nected together  by  a  common  legislature,  composed  of  members 
chosen/»«»m  or  hy  their  respective  assemblies  :  and  here  it  is  plain, 
that  teachers,  are  under  a  double  restriction ;  any  dangerous  inno- 
vator, will  in  the  first  instance  be  controlled,  by  the  asscjnbly  of  his 
retpcctive  canton;  or  if  a  new  sect  shall  ,be  enabled  to  spread  th^ir 
new  theological  or  political  opinions  through  some  obscure  district 
they  are  «till  under  the  control  of  the  general  legislature ;  whereas, 
in  extensive  monarchies,  or  undivided  republics,  the  dissemination 
of  mischievous  doctrines  of  either  Jcind,  (i.e.  where  there  is.  no 
Established  hierarchical  subordination,)  may,  before  the  legislature 
is  aware,  acquire  toch  force,  as  that  tlie  natiodoal  council  itself^  w^ 
^  obliged  to  fall  into  the  vortei.    It  is  ui  ar^^uineBt  Kaiiut  ftr 
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And  nivstic  characters  of  fate  inscribed  ; 
Disasters  of  revolving  suns,  that  warm'd 

psblics  in  general,  that  this  order  may  be  reversed,  and  that,  a  po* 
polar  menAer  of  an  assembly,  (witvrc  the  legislatare  and  executive 
powers  are  lodged  in  the  ^anie  hands,)  may  start  some  novel*  and 
plausible  opiui(>D»  which  however  (lenuciims  in  its  consequences, 
may  be  adopted,  iu  a  hurry,  and  forced  upon  the  nation  at  the 
point  of  the  bayonet.  t 

The  popular  election  of  pastors,  may  in  a  ucoiid  instance  ap- 
pear less  dangerous  to  public  weltare^  in  ii9  general  K*ndcncy  ; 
when  its  native  iaiiovatiag  spirit  is  kept  at  bay,  by  the  counterac- 
tion of  establisktfd  teacher:* ;  m  that  case,,  when,  the  two  parties  are 
mearly  of  equal  numbers,  their  emu'atiun  iu  p<»int  of  diligence,  and 
strict  morality,  may  produce  very  desirable  effects.  Something 
analogous  to  ihis  was  the  case  of  lt<)nie»  when  on  the  first  admis- 
sion of  llie  Plebeians,  to  public  honours  they  aixi  the  Putriciana 
▼ied  with  each  other  in  public  vii't4ie.  and  tlia  result  was,  ^e  most 
astonishing  exertian  o^  real  patriMiism..  Uut  wlben  the  popular 
teachers  get  the  ascendency,.  »o  far  as  they  did  in  tlic  days  of  the 
MoUmn  league  and  covenant,  or  when  tivo  bodies  of  secraries  join 
tfieir  forces  together  against  the  state,  liicn  tlie  most  pcrnicioti«> 
consequences,  have  been  felt  and  extended  mit  only  to  the  church 
but  to  every  branch  of  the  state. 

.  A  third  instance  may  occur,  when  the  poverty  of  a  state  pre* 
eludes  any  decent  provision  by  estublishuient  tor  the  clergy  r  la 
that  ease,  as  their  provision  depends  upon  the  people,  it  will  be 
only  a  base  coinpctenre,  and  tliey  will  have  small  temptation  to 
leave  the  humble  line  oi  parochial  duty ;  fur  there  is  no  ample 
provision  to  excite  that  envy  or  nourish  tliat  ambition,  which  is 
natural  to  man,  when  he  sees  what  he  cteems  equal,  or  perhaps  in>- 
ferior,  merit  in  the  enjoyment  of  superior  emolument. 

Bat'it  may  be  asked— 4ind  it  wilJ  be  triumphantly  a«ked»  where 
is  the  necessity  of  such  ample  emoluments  to  the  clergy  ?  To  tlii^ 
X  conceive^an  easy  uud  obvioan  answer  may  be  given — the  middle 
Banks  of  society  pccserve  the  balance  between  the  highest  order 
and  the  lowest,  and  give  stability  to  the  constitution*  Ihthb  rank» 
tbereforet  it  is  necessary,  that  a  \ery  large  proportion  of  virtue 
'and  respectability  should  find  a  place.  It  is  of  high  importance 
lo  the  common  nm^rest,  that  a  body  of  men  should  be  found  in  thia 
firder,  who*  from  tlieir  education,  and  the  nature  of  their  Junction,, 
ahoold  be  peculiarly  obliged  to  pay  a  regard  to  the  b<*st  interest* 
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Ages  long,  past.    And  with  a  ttrtming  voice 

Authoritative,  bids  the  soaring  soul 

Of  Public  Spirit  leave  her  giant  range 

Amid  her  kindred  stars,  and  deign  at  length 

In  humbler  sphere  to  move,  within  the  bounds 

Of  general  life,  or  by  the  cool  restraint 

Of  prudence  kept  in  awe.     He  marks  those  ills 

Which  from  unbounded  liberty  arise ; 

And  from  past  errors,  with  a  sapient  look. 

Prognosticates  thtf  future.     •*  Sons  of  earth !" 

(He  says,)  *'  I  see  and  I  commend  your  zeal 

**  Which  bids  you  struggle  for  a  nobler  post, 

**  And  claim  the  native  dignity  allowM 

«  To  your  immortal  faculties,  sublim'd 

'<  By  virtue,  and  by  freedom !  Heavenly  boons ! 

"  Their  value  well  i  know — And  much  I  wish 

*'  (As  each  on  other  always  has  bestow'd 

**  The  surest  aid)  that  both  could  be  secured  ; 

of  lociety.  The  benefits  of  a  liberal  education,  tbey  neither  can 
enjoy  themselves,  nor  communicate  to  others,  without  a  liberal 
provision  secured  by  law.  ITie  body  of  established  clergy  answer 
this  description ;  without  a  mixture  of  such  men  among  the  middle 
ranks  of  the  laitv,  it  is  hard  to  calculate  in  the  present  state  of 
societyj  bow  Ult  corruption  and  depravity  of  manners  might 
spread,  or  how  long  civilization,  literature,  and  even  rooral^jp 
might  be  preserved  amongst  us.  From  the  nature  of  their  vo- 
cation, the  clergy  are  obliged  to  set  a  good  example,  and  h  h 
probable,  at  least,  that  in  the  education  of  their  families,  they 
will  attend  in  a  peculiar  manner  to  the  improvement  of  the 
mind  and  the  formation  of  the  morals,  by  the  precepts  of  religion^ 
If  the  influence  of  reli^on  be  of  importance  to  society,  here  is  a 
provision  made,  by  which  in  nil  human  probability,  a  soccessioA 
will  be  kept  up  of  men  who  form  a  large  and  respectable  pro- 
portion of  society,  and  whose  example  must  be  extensive  and  sa- 
lutary,  as  far  as  a  proper  attention  has  been  paid  to  their  edaea- 
tion ;  it  must  however,  be  allowed,  that  the  due  circulation  of 
these  advantages,  depends  in  a  great  measure  on  the  coadoet  of 
those,  who  have  the  superiiiteadence  of  our  ecclesiastical  estaUisb^ 
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*•  For  neither  is  secure  alone.    Too  oft 
**  Alas !  these  aged  eyes  have  wept  to  see 
**  Some  fiery  spirits,  eager  in  the  chase 
**  Of  the  fair  mountain  nymph,  sweet  Libertf, 
**  Who  knew  to  seize,  but  knew  not  how  to  hold 
The  heavenly  stranger,  at  the  near  approach 
Of  sin's  pestiferous  vapour  soon  alann'dy 
Nor  less,  at  every  littleness  of  soul 
Disgusted.     To  your  minds  again  recall 
llie  fate  of  Athens,  and  the  dark  degrees 
By  which  she  fell ;  how  in  her  glorious  morn 
Grew  that  dark  spot  which  dim'd  her  future  day^ 
**  Even  when  her  democratic  spirit  soar'd 
**  To  most  exalted  height.     With  trembling  hope 
^  The  demagogue,  (tho'  kindling  with  the  fintne 
*'  Of  public  love)  his  periods  learnM  to  weigh, 
**  And  poise  his  thunders  ere  he  launched  them  forth 
**  Before  that  awful  tribunal  (whose  car 
*'  Nor  thought  incongruous,  nor  discordant  tone 
.**  E'er  with  impunity  assail'd,)  to  gain 
•*  The  plaudit  of  Plebeians,  hardly  won. 
**  Nor  less  by  kindred  emulation  led 
**  The  sophists  labour'd  to  obtain  the  palm 
**  Of  reasoning,  and  of  deep  research.     Before 
•*  Their  Attic  judges,  sect  with  sect  engag'd 
**  In  conflict,  while  to  each  they  gave  the  boon 
**  Of  audience  in  succession.     Bur,  alas  ! 
"  In  this  perpetual  vertigo  of  thought 
'*  Where  sentiment  to  sentiment  opposV], 
**  In  dubious  combat  met,  amidst  the  shock 
*'  Of  warring  arguments,  where  specious  art 
**  Ad4imM  the  forms  of  fallacy,  in  guise 
•*  Like  truth  itself;  then,  even  the  judge  forgot 
**  His  place  and  purpose,  and  to  these,  or  those, 
**  Partial  and  wav'ring,  lent  the  crown  by  turns. 
**  Or  in  his  dotage^  with  degenerate  palm 
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**  The  sensual  bribe  received ,  and  for  the  her  J 
**  Of  Epicurus  gave  the  last  award. 
.**  Affronted  Reason  left  the  dark'ned  scene, 
**  And  LIBERTY  to  LICENCE  gave  the  throne, 
*^  And  ^ith  her- kindred  virtues,  fled  to  heaveiu 

*'  Then  oh  !  permit  not  to  the  general  voice 
**  Til*  election  of  the  reverend  tribe,  ordainVl 
**  To  teach  the  dictates  of  eternal  troth. 
**  It  gives  to  specious,  or  dishonest  arts 
**  An  inlet  wide.    Ambition  then  would  strive 
•*  With  the  deep  charm  of  novelty  to  mix, 
^  And  taint  the  heavenly  boon,  to  gain  a  name, 
*<  Or  viler  arts  will  make  the  holy  word 
<*  A  pandar  to  the  passions.'* 

"  This  to  us 
^'  (The  advocate  for  boundless  freedom  cries) 
**  Applies  not.     By  the  venerable  code 
**  (Delivered  by  the  eternal  word)  we  try 
**  The  spirit  of  our  teachers.     This  of  old 
**  To  Athens  was  deny'd.     No  standard  there 
**  But  reason  (often  fallible)  was  lent 
**  The  dark  profound  of  falsehood  to  explore, 
**  And  disenvolve  the  toils  of  sophistry. 
**  Hence,  blindfold  all,  teachers  and  taught,  alike 
"  They  wander*d  on  the  verge  of  endless  night, 
^*  Till  the  bright  harbinger  of  mental  day 
"  Upon  the  nations  dawn'd." 

Even  since  the  sun 
Of  righteousness  with  healing  in  his  wings 
Arose,  how  many  have  profan'd  his  light 
Or,  ting'd  by  falsehood,  thro'  their  magic  prisim^ 
Convey'd  it  to  the  nations  ?  When  these  isles 
As  yet  unvisitcd  by  papal  arts. 
Their  venerable  teachers'  lore  enjoyed, 
A  simple  race,  but  faithful,  long  they  Uv'd 
In  gospel  light,  but  in  a  fatal  hour 
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Home's  hireling?  came,  and  to  tbe  gaping  crowj 

The  mould'riiig  bones  of  their  pretended  saints. 

By  some  fictitious  miracle  preserv'd 

For  ages  past,  displayed.     From  mute  respect 

They  fell  to  worship,  while  the  joggling  priest 

Extoird  his  patron  s  merits  in  a  strain 

Of  heavenly  seeming  seal.     Nor  left  forgot 

Hit  influence  on  the  counsels  of  tbe  sky ; 

A  powerful  intercessor  He^  when  won 

Their  aspirations  to  present  before 

The  seat  of  mercy.    Soon,  bis  aid  to  gain, 

To  superstitious  cares  and  blandishments. 

To  Urn  addrest,  they  chang'd  their  simple  rites, 

And  Icarn'd  in  such  observances  to  trust 

Above  the  virtues  of  a  blameless  life. 

On  the  gross  multitude  by  arts  as  gross 
(Broad  glaring  frauds,  if  any  eye  had  mark'd 
The  fraud)  their  ends  these  old  impostors  gainM, 
And  from  their  fixt  allegiance  won  the  crowd 
To  put  their  trust  in  Rome.     But  much  more  strong: 
Tho  subtler  is  the  texture,  which  entwines 
Their  sons !   Almost  t(  o  fine  for  common  eyes. 
Scarce  to  the  feeling  palpable,  it  cheats 
The  Sight  and  touch  at  once.    Beneath  the  mask 
Of  sanctity,  the  multitude  is  lur'd 
With  golden  dreams  and  tales  of  rapturous  joys 
Unfelt,  and  visionary  gleams  of  bliss 
Unseen  ;  the  wild  enthusiast's  darling  test. 
And  oftentimes,  the  quick  malignant  shaft 
Of  obloquy,  with  keen  invective  gall  ' 

Envenom'd,  at  the  appointed  swain  th^  dart 
Who  tends  the  flock,  and  with  paternal  care 
Letfds  them  the  rugged  path  he  treads  himself        % 
To  promised  joys.    On  hira  tbe  hated  name 
Of  HiRBLtiiO  th^  bestow;  because  the  law 
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Securing  \W  sobsistence,  gives,  him  thence 
Upright  integntyy  unapt  to  soothe 
The  passions  of  the  mnltitttde  with  tale» 
Of  meritorious  faith  that  ^afts  the  soul 
Direct  to  heaven,  and  scorns  the  feeble  aid 
Of  poor,  despised  morality.    The  law 
Which  gives  him  independence^  thence  bestows 
Authority  (if  he  perform  his  task) 
l^A  bid  his  precepts  on  their  ductile  minds 
Sink  deep,  and  long  remain.    But  he  who  trusts 
To  popular  applause,  must  learn  to  soothe 
Th'  elector  for  his  vote,  by  arts,  well  known 
To  each  successful  candidate.    What  the' 
For  dim  the  Gallic  vintage  does  not  flow 
Round  the  gay  Bacchanalian  shire,  to  buy 
The  curule  chair?  what  tho'  the  fumiug  feast. 
No  venal  voices  buys  for  him  ?  No  less 
The  flowing  period  and  mimetic  start, 
Mis  transports  and  his  zeal,  intoxicate 
The  deep  fermenting  mind.    Not  yon  fair  star 
Which  rolls  the  tides,  and  on  the  seething  brain 
Stamps  with  a  strange  and  wonder-working  spell 
Demonian  visions,  rules  the  frantic  mind 
With  more  despotic  sway,  than  he  who  deals 
Ideal  portions  of  heaven  s  spirit  round, 
And  opens  the  celestial  sluice  at  will, 
**  Or  shuts  the  gates  of  mercy  on  mankind.'^ 
But,  are  there  some  whose  Mental  energy 
Repells  the  Syreki  pest  with  manly  scorn  ? 
To  them,  with  ether  arts,  with  other  wiles 
The  Flamens  of  the  populace  apply. 
Sly  Masqueradersf  in  another  shape 
iThey  gain  their  votes,  no  more  enthusiasts  now^ 
*  But  cool|  deliberate  sophists  ;  they  pervert 

*  Madey  and  iut  ftllDwtit. 
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And  warp  the  holy  evangelic  word. 
Its  awful  doctrines  they  deny,  or  chafigt% 
To  soothe  the  speculative  pride  of  man ; 
Deny  the  Fall  and  Ransom  ;  nay,  debastf 
.  The  fiery  essence  of  the  human  soul, 
(Which  ranges  thro'  creation^  and  cofinects 
Things  present,  past  and  future)  with  the  clod 
Material,  which  we  tread,  as  best  befits 
Their  views  of  glory,  or  of  gain.     Is  then 
The  state  to  suffer  obloquy,  which  chose 
Beneath  the  hierarchal  rule  to  curb 
Such  hurtful  wandVings?  She  furbids  the  crowd 
Of  pastors  in  their  flocks  at  large  to  trust 
For  food  and  raiment  to  reward  their  toih 
For  well  she  knew,  what  ills  would  thence  aril0 
Which  oft  have  shaken,  oft  again' may  shake^ 
The  public  weal.    The  demagcgue,  whose  all 
Upon  the  populace  depends,  must  soothe 
The  populace,  or  all  his  labours  lose ; 
^8  not  the  plain  and  awful  precept  given 
Beneath  the  Fiat  of  the  state,  will  serve, 
(They  have  their  simple  fare  each  sabbath  inorm 
And  scorn  it)  but  a  rhapsody  of  grace 
Effectual,  overpowering  grace,  well  tini'd 
Well  tundf  the  full  assuuance  of  the  sainta 
Above  temptation,  scorning  chance  or  Chaagc, 
Insisted  on  with  aeal,  will  gain  the  hearts 
Even  of  the  seeming  sober  man  and  maid. 
Sach  are  the  men,  on  whom  the  lot  would  fall| 
(For  such  are  public  favourites  of  the  crowd) 
From  press  and  pulpit.    While  the  legal  sons 
Of  unsophisticated  gospel  lore, 
(The  pupils  •f  the  fathers)  are  contemnM 
As  obsolete.     But  cease  advent*rous  muse ! 
Thou  tread's!  on  smother'd  fires,  onough  for  ma 
This  mde  preamble.«~Some  superior  hand 
Perhaps  may  touch  the  muter  chords  iu  time* 

L  S 


146 


THE  WARNING. 


No  longer  cry  "  I  vow  V\\  leave  you !' 
You  deceive  yon, 

If  vou  think  to  fright  me  so; 
Let  the  whining  silly  lover 
Fears  discover. 

No  such  fears  my  breast  can  know. 

Never  will  I,  crown'd  with  willow, 
On  my  pillow. 

Sadly  sighing,  lay  my  head ; 
Nor  sing,  inspiring  scorn  or  pity. 
Many  a  ditty. 

Mourning  for  a  false  one  fleik 

IVhile  the  vows  you  freely  fUgbtcd 
Are  unslighted. 

Constant  ever  will  I  be ; 
Bnt  if  once,  the  rover  playing, 
Yuu  are  straying. 

Truer  loves  shall  solace  me ! 


m.A.xiii 
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THE  LOVER  OF  NATURE, 


BT  Turn  RXV«  J*  WBITEHOUSB. 


Da  KB  00  my  view  the  evening  landscape  lowers^. 
And  drear  the  woods  that  clothe  yon  distant  hills. 
Embosoming  |he  valley  \  On  yon  cliff 
Th'  old  casUe  frowns  defiance,  as  if  still 
Its  wails  some  si^e  were  battering,  and  the  storm 
Of  war,  ri^i^  shrilly  oi>  its  juttii^  towers, 
Mishapen,  and  moss-turretted  !  The  winds 
Through  the  rent  bat tlementa strange  music  make. 
In  mystic  cehoes,  breathing  soft  or  loud. 
As  'twere  some  spirit  harping !  But  the  stream, . 
Below  glidesjianquil,  as  though  not  a  breath 
Stirred  on  iU  surface* 

And  lo !  how  yon  long  line  of  silver  light 
Stretches  athwart  ihi^  waste  and  fallows  brown. 
In  bright,  tiBusparent,  tints,  marking  distinct 
The  village-church  and  hamlet.     Lovely  scene  I 
Well  might  your  warm  And  brilliant  contrasts  diarm 
The  eye  of  him*  who  on  the  darling  heap 
Of  hoarded  gold,  with  joyless  luxury,  glotcs. 
Or  imnsacks  Oceau'41  bed,  and  Earth's  cUsep  womb. 
For  CfMtly  i^ems,  or  glittvring  ores ;  htm  too, 
Who  on  the  siBit  4if -^Uadei  or  Raphael's  fottax^ 
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GajieSy  in  silent  rapture*    But  c^n  Art 

With  Nature  vie,  or  so  enchant  the  mind. 

By  Fashion*s  fopperies  unsophisticated 

As  her  grand  scenery  ?  Come  then  with  mCf 

And  let  us  view  her  awful  shrine,  and  pierce 

Her  darlv  recesses,  the.wild,  wizard  h$tunt4 

Of  Inspiration :  then  shalt  thou  behold. 

And  learn  to  prize  that  which  is  truly  great ; 

Then  shalt  thou  know  and  feel,  how  sweet  it  is 

Tc  Walk  with  Nature  'midst  her  boundless  reign. 

To  muse,  her  lonely  votary,  and  to  live, 

As  though  tt^e  world)  its  broad,  and  bending  shoresi 

Its  mountains,  yallie$,  apd  resounding  stre^mSi 

And  all  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  heaven, 

Were  made  for  thee  ahhe^  to  soothe  and  charm 

Thy  pensive  thought :  nor  selfisk  such  delight 

Nor  the  eflFect  of  narrow  Ignorance :  * 

For  what  can  so  expand  the  heart,  and  wakt 

Generous  emotions,'  as  the  love  of  thee, 

Benigii^nt  Nature?  What  can  fill  the  soul, 

Or  elevate  it  with  such  transports  high 

Qf  pure  enjoyment?  Intellectual  feast ! 

Banquet  of  mind !  therefore  will  I  not  cease 

To  woo  thee,  Goddess !  At  thy  hallowed  shrine 

Oft  will  I  hang  garlands  of  fresh t'st  flowers. 

And  'midst  the  solemn  sancj^uary  of  woods, 

'Midst  rocks  abrupt,  and  murmuring  water-falls. 

Rear  thee  an  altar.    Thither  oft  shall  come 

Some  young  enthusiast,  by  rapt  Fancy  led,   * 

To  meditate  the  Muse's  lofty  theme : 

I'here  shall  he  gaze  upon  thy  myotic  form, 

Insatiate.     Not  alone  thy  features  mild. 

The  soft  blue  sky,  gn*cn  mead,  and  silvery  stream, 

The  zepfayr's  g^ufle  sigjb,  the  breath  of  flowers. 
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Their  fni^nmce  and  their  bloom ;  not  these  alone 
Shall  thnll  his  throbbing  breast:  he  shall  exult 
To  4ist  the  voice  of  storms,  when  the  broad  maia 
Is  maddened  into  fury*    The  deep  roar 
Of  warring  winds  and  waves  shall  calm  his  soul; 
Cradled  in  Nature's  lap,  her  wildest  scenes. 
And  roost  terriic  shall  have  charms  for  him. 
And  like  the  infant  who,  with  wistful  gaze. 
Beholds  its  mothcr«  he  shall  snilei^  or  weep, 
Wilh  untaught  passion,  and  mild  sympathy. 
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SONG* 

Wry  declare  how  much  I  love  thoc? 

Words  may  feebly  tell  a  part ; 
Let  a  stronger  language  move  thee. 

Every  throb  that  heaves  my  heart. 

Would'st  thou  hear  a  lover^s  story  ? 

Listen  to  each  whispering  sigh ; 
Would*sl  thou  know  how  i  adore  thee  ? 

Mark  the  homage  of  mine  eye« 

Be  tbc89  T^v^lers  of  my  passion* 
Let  them  plead  for  love  apd  mei 

And  tell,  on  every  dear  occasion. 
All  1  think,  and  feel  for  thee* 

Eeigned  love  may  soothe  and  ilatter. 
And  betray  with  words  of  art: 

Mine  can  boast  a  oobler  nature. 
It  seeks  to  speak  from  heart  t^  heart ! 
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PART  OF  THE  7th  ODE  OF  THE  FIRST 

BOOK  OF  HORACE  TRANSLATED. 

BT  tHE  LATB   ElV.  DR.  RUftSEU 


Ai  breezes  from  the  soiithem  mnin 

Disperse  the  clouds  and  clennse  the  air« 

Nor  always  bring  descending  rain. 
But  sometimes  settled  calm  and  fain 

So,  Plancus>,  with  the  grape's  soft  jaice 
Should  you  the  toils  of  life  dispel. 

Whether  the  giitt'ring  camp  you  cbuse. 
Or  at  your  shady  Tibur  dwell. 

When  Teucer  from  his  father  fled, 
His  native  land,  and  Gods  forsook, 

He  crown'd  with  poplar  wreaths  his  head. 
And  in  his  hand  the  goblet  took. 

And,  **  Come,  said  he,  my  noble  friends. 
Where  Fortune  leads,  well  boldly  oti;  . 

Fortune,  will  make  us  full  amends 
For  all  that  Telaroon  has  done. 

**  'lis  Teucer  leads,  let  none  detpair; 

The  destin'd  spot  before  us  lies. 
Where  great  Apollo's  priests  declUft, 

Another  Salanis  AM  fisc. 
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**  Then  wisely  SBaCch  the  precious  now, 
We've  oft  endured  severer  sorrow ; 

Let  win^  to  diay,  unbend  each  brow^ 
And  hie  9m^f  {or  sea  to  morrow^ 


THE  AMULET- 


Youvo  Henry  Mte  in  Jnlia^t  bowei^ 
And  bent  to  Beauty's  witching  pow^i 
A  magic  Talisman  he  brought, 
Charm'd  to  enchain  the  roving  thought ; 
And  Julia  fix'd  her  eye  of  jet 
On  Henry's  mystic  Amulet.    ' 


A  dove  which  held  a  bleeding  heart, 
A  rose-bud  glowed  in  mimic  art, 
^  In  that  fair  rose,  thv  emblem  see  I 
^  In  tfni  fimd  bird,  O  think  of  me! 
^  Should  you  my  faithful  love  forget 
M  hofok  ^on  this  httle  Amulet.'' 

The  rose,  all  sad  and  drooping,  now 
Hann  withering  on  its  parent  bough ; 
The  Dove  has  dropt  the  bleeding  hearty 
Regn^dkssof  the  seeking  smart.— 
O  Uiat  the  Maiden  could  foi^ 
Toisu9g  ttenxy  and  his  AmuM. 

MMUr  RVBBBLL  SflTFORD. 
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THE  FIRM  RESOLUTION. 


Yx8»  you  may  sigh,  and  pout»  and  fret ! 

Vain  are  yoar  c^orts  to  secure  me ; 
For  since,  at  last,  Fve  broke  the  net. 

There's  Dotking  shall  again  allure  ne. 

•    — 

Not  the  dark  lustre  of  those  eyes, 
At  once  so  brilliant  and  so  tender. 

Though  by  each  glance  a  lover  dies, 

Shall  make  my  heart  ito  peace  surrcndert 

Nor  care  I  for  those  coral  lips. 

Nor  checks  suffus'd  with  blushes  roseal. 
Though  he  who  tastes  theto  surely  sips 

Of  more,  far  more,  than  sweets 


So  free  am  1/  that  even  thy  voice, 

Whose^tones  might  charm  the  angry  eceaiii 
And  bid  the  soul  of  woe  rejoice. 

Wakes  in  my  breast  no  wild  emotion* 

111  not  be  snar'd  by  any  wile 

That  once  before  in  bondage  brought  me« 
Ah !  idle  boast  1  that  witching  smile, 

T1m4  witching JDule  again  has  caught  met 


»•  A.  Dv 
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TO  BERTRAM  MFTFORD,  ESQ. 
OF  MITFORD  CASTLE. 

4 


]ST   MISS  MXTFORP. 


MiMOfti ALS  fsir  of  ancient  time. 
Thy  mow-grown  turi^ets  rise  sublime ; 
lliev  tell  a  tale  of  days  long  by, 
Abo  pomp  and  pride  of  Chivalry. 

From  yonder  castle-^teep  around 
The  Norman  Barons  sternly  frowned, 
For  Mormans  ro&'d  those  massy  waUiB,  . 
And  feasted  in  De  Mitford's  halls. 
|n  feudal  power  and  himghty  statey 
The  martial  Chieftains  proudly  sate ; 
The  hapless  vassals  of  the  land 
Tbev  swayed  with  unrelenting  band, 
Faithfttli  yet  murmuringy  stiu  thev  movedi 
All  were  obeyed,  and  none  beloved. 

How  different  now !  the  feudal  day 
Lives  only  in  the  minstrel's  lay ; 
Save  in  some  cot,  by  the  pale  beam 
That  quivers  on  feir  Waasbeck's  stieun, 
TnulitifHi,  still,  at  evening  hour, 
)Bi^erts  her  half  expiihig  power : 


XS6 

Tellt  of  the  wrongs  theif  fathen  bore^ 
Exulting  tcllsy  those  wrongs  are  u'er. 
With  blessings  crown  the  circling  tale^ 
Tor  Mitfoid  rulfi»  in  Mitfprd  Vale, 

May  93,  181  • 


BURLESQUE  EPITAPH 

OV  4  VERY  BEAUTIFUL  BUT  HIGH  SPIRITED  UU>Y» 

BY  TUB  JJ^n  &&▼«  PR.  RUaSSL. 


« 


Hkrb,  undemeaA,  indosM  in  wood^ 
Lies  Mary,  wife  of  Doctor  Clark;  - 

fler  face  was  fair,  her  spirit  good. 
But  death  has  laid  them  in  the  dark. 

Ob  I  Sextouy  should  it  be  Ahy  DMe^ 

When  ti^ae  hat  moulder'd  this  her  stone, 

To  light  upon  that  uncouth  pate» 

Which  ooce  io  ,pride  of  beauty  shoac  ^  ' 

Cbed,  prithee  Sexton,  shed  a  tear, 
In  memory  of  her  sex's  Inerit ; 

But  gently  use  her  bones,  for  fear 

Yua  chance  to  rouse  her  sleeping  jpisit. 
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THE  SNOW^^DROP. 


TO  lUZdL 

Flkd  is  the  storm,  «nd  hushM  the  bUili 
Rude  Winter's  sullen  frown  is  past ) 
Af^ain  the  murmiifing  streamlets  play, 
And  chilling  snows  dissolve  away. 
But  cold  and  mournful  is  the  brccse 
That  whispers  thro'  the  leafless  trees; 
Joyless  and  drear  the  faded  bower. 
Listless  and  dull  the  languid  hour, 
When  peeping  from  its  humble  bed. 
The  Snow*drop  lifts  its  lowly  head. 
While  yet  the  ^phyr's  breath  is  chill, 
Aod  angry  clouos  are  lowering  still, 
Ere  yet  the  primrose  pale  appears. 
Or  Cuckoo's  voice  the  valley  cheer^i 
It  comes!  the  harbinger  of  spring 
It  comes !  the  tidings  dear  to  bring 
That  summer,  and  her  smiling  train, 
Again  shall  gladden  all  the  plain ; 
And  verdure  deck  the  leafless  trees. 
And  fragrance  swell  the  sighing  breeze. 
And  ev'ry  sweet,  and  blooming  flower 
Again  shall  dress  the  &ded  bower. 
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Thus  when  Affliction's  han^I  unkind 
Has  fill'd  with  care  the  youthful  mind. 
With  clouds  obscured  soft  Pleasure's  my, 
A  nd  stolen  e/ry  joy  away ; 
The  tender  visions  of  the  breast. 
By  doubts,  by  chilling  fears,  opprest 
Have  perish'd  by  the  breath  of  care^ 
As  blossoms  die  in  wintry  air ; 
Tis  then,  amid  this  wild  of  woe, 
Where  not  a  flow'ret  dares  to  blow. 
Slow  rising  from  its  cheerless  bed 
Hope  !  like  the  snow  drop  lifts  its  head. 
And,  glitt'ring  sweet  in  sorrow's  tears. 
Smiling  amid  the  wild  appears : 
It  comes !  in  beauty's  soft  array 
To  chase  the  shades  of  grief  away ; 
It  comes,  to  hush  the  murm'ring  sigh. 
And  fill  with  smiles  the  tcar-dim'd  eye  % 
To  lull  to  peace  the  troubled  breast. 
And  bid  each  anxious  sorrow  rest. 

Eliza,  though  thy  placid  way 
Content  has  bless'd  with  smiling  ray, 
And  love  and  friendship's  mingled  beam 
Play  sweetly  on  Life's  tranquil  stream. 
Yet  Life  is  but  an  April  day ; 
A  sullen  cloud,  a  cheering  ray, 
Their  fitful  course  alternate  wing. 
And  tears  and  smiles  alternate  briiig  !*- 
A  time  may  come  when  fate's  rude  frows 
Thy  happy  path  in  tears  may  drown ; 
And  thou  ma/st  taste  the  cup  of  woe^ 
The  bitter  lot  of  all  below. 
But  yet,  when  sorrow  shall  invade^ 
Aud  ev'ry  tender  pleasure  fade. 
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When  care  shall  nip  the  bad  of  joy. 
And  all  the  bosom's  sweets  destroy ; 
Though  Hope  may  droop  in  Sorrow's  hour^ 
Like  violets  in  the  summer  shower ; 
Oh !  never  may  the  flower  divine 
A  moment  quit  its  sainted  shrine; 
Nor  sink  beneath  the  sky  o'ercast ; 
Nor  perish  in  the  chilling  blast ; 
But  when  the  wintry  storm  has  Bed, 
Uprear  aggin  its  drooping  head ; 
Andy  elbtmng  sweet  in  sorrow's  tear^ 
Smiling  amid  the  wild  appear. 

*  WHISTOK  BR18T^W« 


EPIGRAM 

ON  AN  AVARICIOUS  QUACK: 

Crowds  of  patients  ev*ry  hour 

Sordid  Galen's  aid  demand, 
And  guineas,  without  ceasing,  shower 

Into  his  still-extended  hand. 

Yet  those  he  takes  he  dares  not  spend ; 

But  to  his  useless  heap  still  heaps  them  t 
Say,  who's  the  greatest  fool,  my  tnend» 

jou  who  give,  or  ie  who  keeps  them  ? 

8.  W.  !• 

^    *  A  n>IniD€  of  Poeinf,  by  the  author  of  "  the  Snow^diop/*  it 
2MW  ia  the  Press. 
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SOKNBT 


WRITTEN  IX  A  Fir  OF  ILLNESit 


The  laric,  the  cheerful  harhingir  of  Jay 

Calls  from  refreshing  sleep  '  the  vigfrons  swain^ 
The  halmy  hreath  of  incense-birthing  May 

Brings  life  and  fragrance  to  the  world  again. 
**  But  not  for  me  the  lark  ascends  and  sings,'' 

But  not  for  me  the  balmy  spring  returns. 
The  Zephyrs  bear  no  healing  on  their  wingi. 

And  every  sighing  gale  of  summer  mourns. 
Around  my  couch,  to  Fancy's  tortured  eyes. 

The  shapeless  visions  of  disease  advance, 
Unholy  forms  in  dread  succession  rise, 

And  Death  terrific  shakes  his  shadowy  lance, 
Strike,  tyrant !  Strike  f  my  wearied  soul  release, 
feverish  being  end,  and  give  my  spirit  peace* 

B.  L»  E. 
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SONNET 


WKmXN  IN  OCT0B13C 


BT  R.  P»  OILtI£t|   SSQ» 


How  wild  tliy  woodlands^  Autumn,  all  iaroUed 
In  the  dense  canopy  of  vapours  white ; 
Sav<e  when  a  transient  gleam  of  |>artial  light 

Rests  on  the  trembling  foliage  of  gold  ! 

But  noWy  fair  mom  advances ;  and  behold ! 
The  wild  deer  sporting  slowly  come  in  view^ 
The  silent  groveir  are  hiing  with  chrystal  dew^ 

And  rising  beams  their  brighter  tints  unfold.     .  . 

While  the  glad  hunter  wakes  the  cheering  horn« 
And  the  loud  echoes  o'er  the  mountain  swell. 
Pensive  I  wander  through  the  leaf-strown  llell. 

And  hear  the  music  o'er  the  forest  homey— ^ 
With  teats  J  bid*  the  filing  leaves  fareweU, 

And  for  the  yearns  departing  splendours  mourn. 

rou  VIZ.  M 
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SONNET 


TO  TRt  R£V.  JOHN  31A$K. 


IT  TBB  ttAM9. 


Through  the  dim  forest's  leafy  walks  I  iln^jy 
£nlivcn<^cl  still  by  fancy's  glowing  light. 
While  fall  the  deepening  shades  of  thoughtAU  Qig^» 
And  the  last  sunbeam  slowly  melts  away*.'   ■  ■ 
O  then,  whfen  heavenly  gleams  around  me  pl^  I 
What  angels  smile!  what  transport  seems  tg  glow  f 
Bat  **  all  at  once,''  alas!  the  **  wond'roiis  ^howy*^ 
Fades,  like  the  short-lived  tints  of  dying  day  I— v 
With  me,  thus  onward  flows  unceasing  time 

In  dreams,  that  scarce  are  seen  heibre  they  iy ; 
W*hiUt  thou,  O  friend  t  porsuest  the  path  sublimt 

That  leads  to  Glory's  bright  abode  on  high, 
Where  thy  own  Tasso  points  the  radiant  way. 
Whose  cill  thy  kindred  genius  hastens  to  obey* 
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SONNET 


TO  A  FAVOVRITE  AIJTHOR. 


BY   THE  SAMl. 


It  is  not  city  toil,  or  worldly  pride^ 
That  suits  the  workings  of  piy  wenry  niind^ 
It  is  on  these  green  banks  to  lie  reclined. 

Or  wander  slowly  by  the  river's  side : 

O  thou,  to  whom  I  feel  as  if  allied. 

Whose  lay  has  cheered  my  lonely  pilgrimagei 
Once  more,  .let  tne  unfold  thy  glowing  pagpi 

TIfid  the  deep  shelter  of  this  forest  wide* 

With  thee»  awhile,  be  mine  to  mark  the  glow. 
Of  Evening  on  the  northern  hills  decay  ;— 

To  watch  the  gradual  shadows  deeper  grow. 
As  Tmli^t's  purple  radiance  melts  away ! 
Btill  BARD  OF  WooTTON  *!  t^ine  inchanting  lay 

^ri^tens  each  joy  that  nature's  charms  bestow; 

*  Sir  Egerton  Bridges* 
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SONNET 


WRITTEN  BY  MOONUGIfrt 


BT    THK   SAtfE. 


9e59 


Okce  more,  I  woo  the  fragrant  gales  of  nighty 
Once  more  behold  the  beams  of  Twilight  rest 
In  the  broad  river's  clear  and  tranquil  breast. 

And  watch  the  trembling  rays  of  fading  light. 

Their  soothing  tints  my  lonely  steps  invite 

Through  the  deep  woodland's  dark  and  raa^y  way. 
Where  Fancy's  lovely  form  is  seen  tp  stray , 

Weaving  the  wild  flowers  into  garlands  bright. 

**  With  eager  thought"  I  mark  the  sombre  dres8» 
That  slowly  steals  o'er  all  the  woodland  scene : 

But  lo !  to  cheer  each^rbve  and  dim  recess^ 

'    The  full-orb'd  moon  appears  with  ray  serene. 

And  with  new  charms  my  wondering  sight  to  bless^ 
The  Fairies  lead  their  revels  on  the  green  \ 
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SONNET 


t6  I  an  the. 


•■■* 

1» 


Loveliest  and  be$t  belovM,  sever'd  from  thee 

How  oft  the  lagging  hours  I  sorely  chide  ; 
Aod  murmur  "  when,  6  when,  shall  e'er  I  see 
— ^  My  sweet  lanth^,  mine  ^nd  Beauty's  pride?* 

At  opening  morn  I  wish  for  ^vcu«tide ; 
When  evening  comes,  *'  return,  6  morn,  I  cry  I'' 

And  still  I  think,  though  from  afar  descried, 
Could  I  but  see  thy  home  I  less  should  sigh : 
For  I  might  fancy  that  my  straining  eye 

Saw  thee  fond  musing  on  thine  absent  love. 
Oft,  too,  I  say,  sad  gazing  on  the  sky, 

^  O  were  but  mine  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 
How  soon,  lanthe,  should  thy  soothing  strains 
In  sweet  oblivion  lull  my  cares  and  paius  T 

IMO,  lt»  A.  D. 
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SONNET 


TO  A  FRIEND. 


Avails  it  o^gbt,  my  friend,  with  ceaseless  c&iB, 

Firmly  the  path  of  rectitude  to  tread. 
The  sternest  frowns  of  angry  Fate  to  bear,* 

With  mind  unawM,  nnchang'd  by  slavish  dreadl 
Still,  like  the  constant  shadow,  Envy  pale, 

And  sneering  Scorq,  and  ruffian  Hate  pursue ; 
Still  Slander  whispers  her  malignant  tale. 

And  paints  her  victim  of  the  darkest  hue.    . 
YeSy  it  avails !  in  innocence  secure, 

The  heart,  though  bleeding  at  the  touch  of  WOf| 
Can  taste  a  bliss  more  exquisite  and  pure, 

Than  proud  triumphant  Guilt  shall  ever  know| 
Can,  spite  of  all  its  banded  foes,  rejoice; 
Sweet  is  the  spirit's  self-approvipK  voice  \ 
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BONNET. 


MT  tlw  dull  wretch^  to  each  fine  feeling  cold ; 

The  pamper'd  son  of  Luxury  and  Pride ; 
The  misery  brooding  o'er  his  hoarded  gold ; 

Still  with  unfeeling  arrogance  deride 

The  votaries  of  the  lyre,  to  Heaven  allied. 
What  Iho'  your  merit  Fate  oppressive  wrongs. 

Yet,  sdns  of  Genius,  cease  to  mourn  your  doom ! 
To  yoa  the  Muse's  cheering  smile  belongs ;        [gloom » 

Her  power  shall  guide  you  thro^  life's  mournful 
And  save  your  glories  from  the  oblivious  tomb : 
When  th^  mean,  sordid  tribe  shall  rest  in  earth. 

Their  graves  unnoticed,  and  forgot  their  name; 
Of  those  they  scorned  the  Muse  shall  teil  the  worthy 

And  down  to  endless  ages  spread  the  &roe. 

179$*  n*  A»  D* 
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BONNET 


TO  THff  ETENINQ  PHEEZ*. 


Alokk  at  evening  I  pursue  n^  way 

Up  tbe  dark  side  of  yon  deserted  hill ; 

There  while  creation  rests  so  awful,  still, 
7he  breath  of  evening  yet  abound  will  play : 
Sw^t  is  its  breath  !  Ah  djfT^ent  from  that  gpiy 

That  sunny  breeze  that  lately  lo/d  to  S\l 

£ach  freshened  valley,  and  to  soothe  each  riH 
Pierc'd  with  the  hot  effulgence  of  mid-day. 
Sweet  wind  of  twilight  sad  ftnd  chill  thou  art. 

Soothing  to  him  that  wandefs  all  aloQe, 
Sen^  fifpro  dark  hills  that  lately  saw  depart 

The  orb  of  splendour  froin  his  burning  throne  i 
Surely  thou  seem'st,  and  well  I  ween  thou  art. 

The  sigh  of  nature  for  her  darling  gone. 

Edinburgk.  ir.  h. 
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SONNET 


TO  THE  8UN« 


Child  of  a  day,  though  grefit  without  compeer 

Thou  ridest  triumphant,  blazing  through  the  tky , 
As  that  fair  flower  that  falls  when  frost  is  near. 

So  tooy  at  last,  thy  glories  all  shall  die.  , 

Then  when  the  Seraphs  in  the  Highest's  name 

Shall  speak  destruction  through  the  trump  of  woc^* 
And  earth  enveloped  in  a  sheet  of  flame 

Join'd  with  the  stars  shall  seek  the  gulf  below; 
Thou !  thou  thyself,  from  out  thy  centre  hurled. 

Through  shattered  nature  then  shalt  take  thy  way^ 
And  &r  and  wide  thy  flaming  locks  unfurl'd 

,  Scorch  up  the  whole  with  an  excess  of  day-^ 
Put  nnk  at  last    The  innocent,  the  Just, 
Alo|ie  shall  spring  triumphant  from  the  dost 

fdifiturgi.  w.H. 
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SONNET 

ON  THE  ABSENCB  O?  A  FRIEND,  SERVING  IN 
THE  AUSTRIAN  ARMY. 


FaiDSiilCy  full  often  aS  t  sit  alone 
Musing  on  thee,  my  soul  is  overcast ; 
Andy  fancy-ficar'dy  in  every  passing  blast 
Methinks  I  hear  of  death  the  hollow  gr6afi* 
J  see  thee  stretch'd  in  anguish  on  (he  plain. 

The  spoil  and  victim  of  unpitying  ibed ;  ftfowv, 

labile  from  each  wound  in  sfreluAS  th^  fife-blood 
And  thy  faint,  toice  Calls  on  thy  friefid  in  VAifi  ( 
Sad  iears!  which  though  ipy  better  spirit  chldt^p 
1  lack  the  power  to  banish  frofn  my  breast: 
Alas  1  by  sickness  and  by  plun  oppressed. 
My  weary  heart  but  ill  thine  absence  bidCsI 
But  i  will  yet  be  cftlm,  and  trust  that  fit 
Tlie  gracioois  LoE^  of  all,  shall  watch  6*ef'(kH. 

1797*  A^  A.  D. 
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TO  RKLIOIOK. 


What  solemn  sounds  now  burst  upon  mine  ear ?  .  , 
Hark  I  'tis  the  pealing  orgab^  clear  and  slow,    ' 
Whose  measvr'cUilotes,  melodious  as  they  flow, 

Cecilia's  self  might  not  disdain  to  hear. 

Sore  here  Religion^  ^  pure  and  meek-e/d  maid,'' 
Thoo  lo/st  to  dwdly  these  vaulted  aisles  among^ 
Where  Skm's  sweetest  songs  are  daily  sung, 

1^  sacred  priests  in  milk-white  robes  arra/d. 
Ah  «o{  to  thee  more  dear  the  contrite  heart. 

Than  gorgeous  litM,  vaia  pomp,  and  emptyshetAr, 

Where  Hofeb's  mount  the  hallow'd  Prophet  trod,  * 
See  whirlwinds  rage,  see  rifen  mountains  pajrc  t 

Fierce  and  more  fierce  the  Hvid  lighf  nfings  glow  t 

But  'tis  the  still  small  Toice  proclainM  the  praent  Ooidd 

A. 
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0»  the  Bishop  of  Dromor^M  attmmng  the  eightieth  Year 

rfhii  Age,  April  24,  18Q9. 


Mark  yonder  stately  aged  forest  tree. 

That  spreads  abroad  its  veperabk  shade^ 
Sbelt'ring  from  blasts  of  cold  inclemency 

Each  plant  beneath  its  kind  protecting  aid : 
Of  Petcyt  in  his  eightieth  year  surveyed* 

Methinka  a  type  that  noble  tree  appears^- 
Whose  intellectual  vigour,  undecay'd, 

Still  blooms  conspicuoMS  in  the  vale  of  yean. 
The  child  of  want  his  frequent  bounty  cheers,*^ 

benius  he  fosters, — Merit  he  befriends, — 
Learning  his  talents  and  his  taste  rev«res^ 

And  pie^  his  practice  recommends. 
Ev'n  Time  regards  him  with  a  partial  eye, 
Conceals  the  fatal  scythe,  and  passes  harmless  by. 

T.  8. 
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AN  EVENING  SKETCtt 


^r  TBS  &BT.  J.WHITSHOVSB. 


I  WALKED ;  for  tVas  the  sweetest  eve. 

No  lovelier  could  be  seen. 
Thin  clouds  their  fairy  texture  weave. 

With  breaks  of  light  between. 

And  It  was  glorious  to  behold. 

And  cheering  to  the  view. 
While  f algid  clouds  their  skirts  unfold. 

And  shade  the  soft  clear  bhie ; 

And  down,  for  stretching  to  the  west 

The  mingling  colours  go ; 
While  dark^  ufion  the  mountain's  crest, 

The  night-cioud  floats  below ! 

O  Paradise  i  'tis  sure  thy  gate. 

Thy  chrystal  walls  I  see. 
Where  godis  themselves  may  hold  their  statir. 

In  gorgeous  panoply : 

But  loy  it  fades,  the  vision  fades. 

That  glowed  ere  while  so  gay. 
The  golden  hues  are  stain'd  with  shades. 

The  silver  tints  with  grey !  • 
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So  Dasses  life :  and  such,  O  earth ! 

Shall  be  thy  sudden  doom ; 
Though  passing  fair,  as  at  thy  birtb. 

And  iu  thy  Beaut's  bl^om ! 

vAnd  hark!  the  winds  are  up;  the  clouds 

Roll  heavily  along; 
Heaven's  face  a  solemn  darkness  shrouds. 

And  deepening  shadows  throng  1 

Ah,  what  a  change,  said  I,  aitd  sighed  ^— 

My  thoughts  incessant  ran 
On  death — the  grave— the  gloomy  void ;— ' 

I  sighed — and  wept  for  man  I 


STANZAS  ON  AFFLICTION. 

BT  THB   REV,  MICUAEI^CALAMT 

Oh,  Man!  when  thou  think'st  of  the  kouit 
Embitter'd  by  sorrow  and  pain. 

Let  Fortitude  summon  her  powers. 
Nor  n^iscry  ,dare  to  complain. 

With  courage  bear  up  for  a  while. 
And  sorrow  to  joy  shall  give  place  % 

The  tear  shall  be  wip'd,  and  a  smile 
Shall  brighten  Calamity's  face. 

That  God  who  does  noUiing  in  vaix^ 

Pursues  a  benevolent  plan ; 
And  whether  'tis  pleasure  or  pain, 

Tis  wisely  appointed  for  man. 
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THE  COUNTRY  SQUIRE  AND  THE  POET. 


JOUNDSD  OK  VACr. 


A  itoETHEkH  *  l^lllrc,  of  acres  many. 
For  floclis,  for  herds,  for  gold  renownM  > 

As  keen  a  justice  as  was  any. 
As  skiird  in  hunter  and  in  hound, 

Perceiv'd  a  poor  Parnassian  poacher 

Enter  his  lofty  iron  gate; 
To  stop  the  progress  of  th'  encroacher. 

His  waddling  worship  was  too  late* 

A^d  now  the  stranger,  bending  low, 
Presents  his  lists,  and  tells  his  claim ; 

Aixd  bttgs  his  worship  to  bestow 
A  small  subscription,  and  his  name. 

••  Where  is  your  book.  ?  Why  don't  you  show  it? 

**  A  crown.  Sir  ?  'tis  a  deal  of  casn  l" 
**  Tis  not  yet  printed,"  says  the  Poet. 

**  Then  can  you  thiuk  me  Friend  so  rash  ? 
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^  Before  Vve  teeu  the  cuts  and  cover, 
"  Before  I  know  what  fits  my  shelf ! 
**  Of  Bopes  and  Briars  *  Fm  no  lo?er, 
•    «  But  well  I  know  the  worth  of  pdf. 

**  So  fold  your  papers, — prithee  take  'em  ; 

**  Before  hand  pay's  a  losing  trade; 
**  My  boots  and  books  I  ne'er  bespeak  'em, 

^  I  always  buy  'em  ready  made." 


EPIGRAM. 


A  9AOE  Hibernian  had  been  told. 

That  people  when  they  die  of  cold, 

First  fall  asleep,  then  pop  they  go, 

No  warning  given,  to  realms  below  : 

And  being  where  folks  met  together 

Were  talking  of  the  frosty  weather; 

**  How  cold  it  was,"  they  said,  **  and  how 

"  The  mercury  stood  very  low ; 

**  The  ice  an  inch  thick  on  their  beer ; 

**  No  sign  of  thaw,  the  sky  quite  clear  :*' 

So  Pat,  occasion  fit  discerning, 

Was  after  shewing  thetn  his  Icaniing; 

"  He  fcar'd,"  he  said,  *•  to  go  to  bed, 

**  Lest  when  he  wak'd,  he  should  be  dead* 

GUugQW* 

*  He  is  fmppofed  to  ^etn  Pope  and  PikSi 
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ALCANDER  AND  EVANTHE. 

A   TALE  •. 
BT   THB   RBV.    H.    BOTD« 


Ti&'d  with  didactic  themes,  the  wand 'ring  Muse 

Forsakes  th'  aerial  summit,  where  she  sate 

Contemplative,  and  mark'd  the  figured  train 

Of  ages,  as  they  crost  her  point  of  vicW 

In  various  liveries  clad,  solemn  or  gay^ 

In  military  pomp,  or  peaceful  guise, 

As  suited  best  the  view  of  him  that  sways 

Their  movements,  and  their  aims  f.     Her  visual  ray 

Fatigtt'd  with  wand'ring  o'er  the  bright  expanse. 

Now  on  the  green  lap  of  sequester'd  life 

Covets  repose,  tho*  even  amid  the  calm 

Of  bocial  bliss,  Melpomene  may  find 

Awful  examples  of  the  truths  she  sung* 

Near  that  green  Cape,  where  |  Dalriada  see4 
Hyperion  dip  his  wheel  at  setting  day, 
\Vhen  glowing  summer  courts  the  youthful  god 
To  run  his  longest  range,  a  river  meets 
That  ever-toiling  main,  which  rolls  between 
Caledon,  with  her  retinue  of  isles. 
And  Ullin's  bounds.    The  azure-mantled  pow'r 

*  Bfeant  to  illastrate  the  had  effects  of  certain  Methodutical 
Principles. 

t  Sec  the  "  Ruiui  of  Athens,"  Poetical  Register,  VoL  VI,  p.  66, 
and  "The  Shepherds  of  Lebanon,"  Poeticia  Reglitcr,  VoL  VII. 
p.  119. 

I  North  eastern  part  of  Ulster. 

▼OL,  WfU  K 


Who  here  his  naiads  laves,  a  lesson  gives 
Of  awful  import  fo  thie  (itoughless  (»ons       .^   >. 
Of  man,  fer  ere  he  seeks  the  sea-beat  verge, 
By  unfefenting  destiny  cprnpeU'cl, 
The  scdge-crown'd  father  is  obliged  to  find 
His  way,  not  thorough  aubtcrraneair  mounds. 
Or  mineral  bastions  in  embattled  state 
Across  Yih  blind  w^  ftttP^J  ^Ml^  oyer  beds 
Of  tranquil  ooie,  where  sleeps  the  limpid  wave 
In  soft  repose  at  large,  or  only  wakes 
To  kiss  the  verdant  sKores,  and  skeps  ftgaiiu 
Powerful  inducement  to  his  weaned  traip 
Of  naiads,  like  indulgence  to  demand!  - 
To  quit  their  long  disastrous  march,  alUrM 
By  syren  strains,  which  ever,  and  anoa 
Those  unseen  faycs,  whose  hands  unlock  the  spviig;^ 
With  lulling  descant,  warble  to  the  breeie 
At  her  imperial  bidding,  whom  the  hardt 
Of  antient  and  romantic  fame,  had  caird 
The  Ladt  of  the  Lake  !  yet  not  for  her 
Nor  all  her  blandishments,  iK>r  all  the  strains 
By  which  her  artful  envoys  strive  to  hire 
The  soft-ey'd  sisters  to  their  pearly  beds. 
Would  he  allow  his  retinue  to  stray 
In  search  of  transport,  or  voluptuous  east 
III  the  soft  lap  of  indolence,  but  on 
He  leads  them  still«  with  soft  and  silent  lapse, 
OVr  that  lethean  wave,  whose  smooth  expanse 
Invites  to  tranquil  slumber,  till  afar 
He  finds  an  outlet  from  the  charmed  Lake; 
And  glorying  in  his  flight,  pursues  his  way 
With  his  fair  daughters  to  the  parent  main. 
Like  him»  contemning  the  Cir^ean  chariQ. 
Of  torpid  ease,  upon  her  verdant  shores 

• 

*  The  river  Ban  holds  hit  f9ttn«  throogh  LoacH^I^ 
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A  *  noble  prelate  erst  the  crozier  sway'd  ; 
Inspired  with  liberal  notions,  deep  inipressM 
In  eady  youth,  and  all  that  godlike  zeal 
For  public  good,  which  warm'd  in  days  of  yora* 
Great  Aristides,  and  the  i*  Spartan  sage, 
Who,  to  secure  his  laws'  eternal  force 
Renounced  his  country.^-(yer  his  blameless  life 
The  saint  prevaiFd,  and  seein'd  to  call  the  day 
Of  martyrs  and  of  confessors  to  view : 
Thro'  all  his  life  the  heavenly  spirit  glow'd. 
But  at  devotion's  hour,  the  pent-up  flaroe 
Blaz'd  forth  conspicuous ;  not  Elijah's  self 
Nor  Paul,  when  erst  his  soul  was  rapt  to  heaven 
And  saw  unutterable  things,  surpast 
The  fervours  of  his  noon  or  midnight  prayer— 

The  tribes  of  Caltik  thro'  his  province  spread 
In  numerous  bands,  from  Caledonia's  vales. 
Like  those  from  Athens  o'er  Ionia's  shore 
Who  rose  the  rivals  of  the  parent  state. 
In  these  he  mark'il  a  spirit  like  his  own, 
Fervent  address  to  heaven,  enthusiast  zeal, 
A  sanctity  of  manners,  and  a  guise 
Whichy  tho'  too  much  (mm  this  world's  ways  estrang'd 
Harsh,  and  unsocial,  yet  he  found  a  charm 
Even  in  this  hermit  guise :  In  thought  profound. 
Of  this  phenomenon  he  trac'd  the  cause : 
Much  from  reflection,  much  from  records  old 
The  sage  enquired,  to  know,  from  whence  derivM, 
They  drew*  this  strong  and  captivating  cast 
Of  manners,  and  that  energetic  zeal 
That  proselyted  thousands.    Soon  he  found, 

*  All  pttrticiil&r  applicatiorui  are  precluded  b^  tlie  considerttio^ 
that  three  tdifferent  oiocet  are  adjacent  to  the  nrer  and  lake  meiv 
tioiied. 

t  LyciigM* 
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Or  thought  he  found,  the  source  of  all  their  worth 
In  that  KNOWN  law,  which  gave  the  flock  to  chuse 
Their  pa&tor,  "  Would  to  heaven,"  the  holy  man 
Exclaim'd  "  that  law  were  ours !  soon  should  we  see 
*'  Another  soul  penade  our  sacred  choirs; 
**  And  harmonize  the  mortal  minstrelsie 
*'  Of  human  worship,  with  angelic  strains* 
"  The  people,  u  ith  this  noble  privilege 
*^  Endowed,  would  rise  above  their  former  seWes^ 
**  And  the  prime  ages  of  our  holy  faith, 
**'  The  golden  times  of  antient  PoLTCik  rp 
*^  And  Irenseus,  might  again  return  ! 
''  Whyv  may  not  I,  in  these  sequestered  glens 
*^  Ot  aniicnt  Innistuil,  with  cautious  care 
Give  to  some  flock,  (by  Fate's  relentless  hand 
Rol^b'd  of  their  shepherd,)  this  unusual  test 
Of  worth,  and  bid  the  warm,  electric  spark 
Of  intellectual  liberty  pervade 
The  general  breast !  what  joy  to  see  the  crowd 
''  Throng  to  the  scene,  and  with  contending  seal 
"  Vote  for  their  favourites :  I  will  try  the  test 
''  Soon  as  some  vacant  fold  within  my  range 
^  Gives  the  occasion  !  then,  ye  sectaries ! 
'*  Soon  will  your  cause  decline ;  when  ye  behold 
'*  This, your  prime  engine  wrested  from  your  hands^ 
**  And  tliat  blest  (ire,  which  with  Promethean  theft 
"  Ye  stole  from  heavi-n,  with  like  dexterity 
"  From  you  purloin*d."— The  crisis  soon  arriv'd; 
For,  in  a  few  short  moons,  the  tidingis  came 
That -old  Theophilus  had  breathed  his  last :.     - 
A  pastor  form'd  of  antique  mold,  whose  toilft 
In  the  good  cause  had  worn  him  out,  tho'  long 
For  many  a  stormy  spring,  his* watchful  eye 
Had  from  the  prowling  wolf  his  younglings  kept^ 
And  many  an  hard  campaign  the  reverend  niaa 
1  he  ambuscadoe^  and  the  open  foe 
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Of  souls  withstood,  and  to  the  storm  and  mine, 

And  all  the  varied  engin'ry  of  hell, 

In  heavenly  panoply,  his  vigilance 

OpposM. — And  now  the  palmy  crown  awaits 

The  hoary  chieftain,  his  cclc^stial  arms 

And  cuirass,  not  ignobly  worn,  he  leaves 

To  hb  successor.    Soon  the  tidings  spread 

That  hU  would  be  the  prize,  whose  wcll-try'd  worth, 

Whose  doctrines  pure,  with  his  pure  life  compar'd. 

The  people  should  approve.     With  cai»cr  joy 

And  beating  hearts,  xhe  candidate's  arrive 

From  Alma's  bosom.     He,  whose  fancy  warm'd 

By  Homer's  page,  or  Livy's,  long'd  of  late 

To  mingle  in  the  martial  throng,  and  gain 

A  bloody  laurel,  now  for  holier  palms 

Begins  to  feel  a  wish,  unfolt  before, — 

The  scm  of  Themis  fliiias  the  crabbed  code 

Of  law  away,  and  to  the  sacred  page. 

Much  wondering  at  its  novelty,  applies 

With  his  habitual  diligence.     ArrivM, 

To  each  a  theme  is  given,  a  day  is  fixt 

On  which  their  several  talents  to  display 

Before  the  final,  solemn  day  was  nam'd. 

To  chuse  the  favourite  of  the  public  voice. 

Due  vigilance  the  mitred  sage  employed 

That  none,  but  to  the  venerable  code 

Of  truth  eternal  should  for  aid  apply 

To  form  the  homily,  that  each  might  trust 

To  his  own  single  merit !  First,  behold, 

The  soldier  mounts  the  rostrum, — but  alas  f 

Tho'  volunteering  in  a  noble  cause. 

His  6imsy  strain  of  reasoning  ill  accords 

With  the  emphatic  action  of  his  arm. 

For  other  combats  strung !  the  panoply 

Of  heaven  is  not  for  him,  the  soldier  flies 

Ignobly  flies  I  and  leaves  the  sacred  post 
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To  gather  laurels  on  Ramillia*s  plain ! 
The  man  of  law,  with  wily  tanglemenU 
Of  artful  sophistry  essay'd  to  gain 
The  public  voice,  the  public  voice  was  mute, 
Or  hostile.    He  retir'd  and  join'd  the  crowd 
Of  Themis,  doom'd  to  wage  unbloody  wars. 
Without  a  contek  these  resigned  the  stage: 
Two  cauditates  remained,  a  gentle  pair 
In  constant  friendship  from  their  school-boy  days 
Enlink'd ;  and  in  fair  Alma's  sacred  bowers 
fhe  hoI;j^  cords  of  amity  were  driiwn 
Still  closer:, like  a  double  plant  they  grew, 
\Vith  intermarried  boughs  and  trunks  entwiu'd^ 
Till,  like  the  lightning  sent  from  angry  Jove, 
The  bolt  of  Cupid  came  with  sad  divorce, 
Am\  the  firm  union  broke:  a  moment  saw 
Their  peace  of  mind  and  all  their  antient  lov/e 
From  either  bosom  by  an  angel- form 
Exil'd,  and  foul  mistrust  and  jealousy 
Woke  by  an  heavenly  smile.    A  beauteous  maid, 
Who  blest  a  widow'd  sire's  declining  days. 
Kindled  with  fatal  charms  the  raging  flame. 
Her  sire  was  Lycow,  Lycon,  far-renown'd 
For  wealth,  which  to  no  long-descending  line 
Of  ancestors  he  ow'd,  yet,  at  his  birth 
Some  power  propitious  in  his  tender  mind 
The  Copious  seeds  of  worldly  wisdom  sow'd. 
Upon  th'  officious  duty  of  this  man 
The  indolence  of  Silvio  long  repos'd, 
IlK-fated  Silvio  !  whose  out-stretch'd  domain 
Srem'd  half  a  province,  but  his  narrow  mind 
Only  to  three  ideas  could  afford 
A  scanty  lodgment.  Women,  Dice,  and  Wivfi* 
His  Manager  supplied  his  wants  at  large  j 
Vet  oft  of  tardy  payment  from  bis  boon 
i^'omplain'd^  and  often,  of  his  own  yoiMehiafV) 
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To  lend  the  needy  lord ;  the  needy  Lord 
Amid  his  orgies  thought  not  of  his  state, 
But  what  he  got,  receiv'd :  and  sent  it  down 
The  gulf  of  dissipation  as  it  came— 
His  ancient  halls  were  tenant  less  and  waste. 
Whilst  Lycon  built  and  planted  ;  thus  a  tree 
That  lie^  a  nohle  ruin  half  immerst 
In  earth,  snpports  with  vigour,  not  its  own, 
Th'  ignoble  fungus.     Lyqou  flourished  long 
In  seeming  bliss  mature,  till,  near  the  close 
Of  life,  the  shadows  of  impending  ill  • 

Were  seen  to  gloom,  and  riiing  tempest  shook 
The  mellow  stores  of  long  prosperity. 
His  eldest  hope  he  tended  to  the  grave, 
His  consort  followed  soon  :  and  now  to  chear 
The  wintry  night  of  life's  fantabtic  ro»:nd, 
(Haunted  by  hideous  dreams,)  not  one  was  left 
But  fair  Evanthe;  yet  Evanthe  fair, 
Tho'  chearful  as  a  springing  morn  of  May, 
When  woodland  minstrelsie  salutes  the  sun; 
And  tho'  her  voice,  and  artful  finger  vy'd 
With  Handel  or  with  Frasi ;  not  the  art 
Of  Orpheus  or  Amphion,  nor  the  charm 
Which  old  Timotheus  own'd,  and  Dryden  sung^ 
Could  chase  the  haggard  forms  of  fell  remorse 
That  hover'd  round  his  couch  at  early  dawn, 
Nor  vanish 'd  at  the  crowing  of  the  cock, 
Tleligion  next  he  try'd  ;  a  frequent  guest 
At  Eucbaristie  tables,  every  moon 
Saw  Him  renew  the  solemn  compact,  sworn 
This  world,  and  worldly  views  to  fling  aside. 
When  hostile  to  his  nobler  claims — in  vain  t-^ 
He  might  as  wdll  have  flung  away  himself  f 
It  mingled  with  his  essence ;  still  in  vain 
He  mutter'd  o'^r  the  penitential  fite, 
For  KESTiTUTloir  still  was  left  behindi— 
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The  crownins;  rite  of  all ! 

Now  by  officious  fame  the  tidings  brought. 
Of  the  imploding  choice  of  one  to  lead 
The  flock  which  old  Theophilus  had  left, 
8hort  respite  on  his  doubled  thoughts  b^tow'd*. 
For  sick  with  guilt,  the  wayward  fancy  clingy 
To  every  novelty,  that  fleets  along 
The  tide  of  fashion,  chief  to  ipodes  qf  faith, 
If  sick  Imagination  takes  the  hue 
Of  superstition.     To  his  seat  he  calls 
The  candidates,  together,  or  in  turn 
As  suited  best  his  purpose :  questions,  trios 
The  various  depths  of  sound  theology. 
The  shallows  of  the  false,  of  Destiny, 
Predestination,  and  supernal  grace. 
Whether  on  some  choice  favourites  bestowed. 
Or  sent  at  randoni  to  be  sei^'d  by  all 
Who  know  to  use  it.     Soon  the  wily  yonth, 
Alcander  saw  his  drift,  his  piercing  eye 
DevclopM  all  his  mind,  and  spy'd  the  taint 
Of  some  enormous,  unrcpeuted  crime 
Which  tinctur'd  his  enquiries.     Much  the  yotith 
Of  old  Theophilus  enquir'd,  (well  known 
By  all  a  man  of  most  ui^blemish'd  life) 
A  great  example  ix^  degenerate  times 
Of  ancicn^  holiness :  yet  Lycon's  voice 
Was  sparing  of  his  praise :  the  rigid  lore 
Of  old  Theophilus  he  oft  had  felt, 
And  now  revcng'd  it  with  calumnious  art. 
park  and  morose  he  term'd  him,  prone  to  blame, 
A  slave  to  prejudice,  whose  gloomy  soul 
Hostile  to  merit,  with  imagined  crimes 
Still  charg'd  the  man  be  hated.    Soon  the  youth 
The  secret  sou  rep  of  Lycon's  hate  divin'd, 
And  his  inventive  faculties  employed 
To  mould  his  pliant  dbctiine  to  tne  will 
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Of  his  kind  host;  for  not  with  heedless  eye 
He  saw  the  influence  which  the  pride  of  wealth 
To  Lycon,  o'er  the  electors  had  bcstow'd ; 
His  favour,  well  he  saw,  secured  success. 
Perhaps  Evanthe  too  might  bless  his  arms 
Given  to  the  favourite  by  her  partial  sire. 
For  love  (if  selfish  minds  can  feci  the  power) 
Thron'd  in  his  bosom,  next  ambition,  riil'd 
The  man,  and  taught  him  all  his  syren  wiles; 
The  winning  language  of  cnamour'd  looks. 
The  soft  attentions,  the  unguarded  sigh. 
That  breathed  unutterable  love :  the  pang 
That  o'er  his  cheek  diffus*d  the  sickly  hue 
Of  pale  despondence,  by  the  lovely  maid 
Was  seen  and  disregarded,  yet  he  deemed 
That  could  he  gain  the  sire,  the  lovely  maid^ 
A  slave  to  filial  pi^ty,  vwuld  crown 
His  ardours.     Every  art  the  sire  to  gain, 
Instant,  the  wily  engineer  employM, 
But  kept  bis  master  ehgiue  still  behind 
Till  that  important  day,  which  saw  him  climb 
The  rostrum,  and  harangue  the  listening  crowd. 

Still,  by  his  stimulating  fears  impeird. 
And  the  tumultuous  mind's  intestine  war. 
The  father  now  resolved  to  seek  advice 
From  Sophron  (thus  the  other  candidate 
Was  nam'd),  with  soft,  insinuating  art 
He  oft  enqMir'd  the  most  effectual  means 
To  win  eternal  peace,  and  press'd  to  know 
What  indispensible  ingredients,  heaven 
In  penitence  requir'd ;  he  long*d  to  learn 
The  nice  discriminating  line,  that  marks 
The  bounds  of  vice  and  virtue.    Sophron  still 
Seferr'd  him  to  the  MONTToa  witiiik. 
And  heaven's  behest  reveal'd  ;  with  cold  disgust 
'fbe  iatber  heard ;  but  not  with  cold  disgust 
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EvAKTHE  hcaril  and  saw  t  The  hour  that  marVd 

His  introduction,  stamp*d  the  virgin's  faitc : 

Twas  not  a  look,  t'was  not  a  single  glance. 

But  like  the  rapturous  embrace  of  souls 

When  mingling  rays  with  rays,  above  they  meet 

In  all  the  ardours  of  eternal  love. 

But  the  paternal  presence  check'd  the  flame; 

Nor  less  the  innate  modesty  of  e^ch. 

Yet  inexpert  in  Cupid's  dangerous  school. 

His  visits  he  repeated;  still  rcceiv'd 
With  strain'd  politeness  by  the  hoary  sire; 
And  by  the  daughter,  not  with  calm  salute. 
But  mixt  emotion  mounting  in  her  cheek ; 
(The  tint  of  love,  but  with  resentment  join'd 
At  his  too  slow  advances;)  he,  alas  ! 
Who  hardly  yet  had  entertain'd  a  hope 
Of  that  rich  conquest  o'er  the  fair  achieved, 
With  rigid  resolution  kept  at  bay 
The  Syron  of  the  soul,  which  bade  him  try 
The  fortune  of  his  love  by  more  than  looks — 
— Mis  fate  was  ur.dctermin'd  3^et,  the  dye 
Was  not  yet  cast,  and,  ere  his  doom  was  fixt. 
He  battled  brnvely  with  th'  encroaching  foe. 
And  kept  his  bosom-enemy  aloof; 
A  sacrifice  which  prudence  seem'd  to  claim, 
n^ill  kinder  fortune  gave  the  golden  boon, 
Which  screens  the  tender  family  of  love 
From  chill  adversity's  invading  storm. 
Yet,  modest  as  he  was,  all  diffident 
Of  his. own  worth,  he  saw,  at  last,  too  plain 
The  virgin's  passion,  and  the  father's  hate; 
Hatred  in  smooth  encomium  well  conceal'd. 
And  love,  disguis'd  in  frowns:  he  saw  (or  guest 
At  least)  the  cause  of  Lycon's  changing  cheer. 
Too  well  the  means  were  known  that  swell'd  bis  itbfm 
From  his  firkt  humble  porti6h,  to  a  pitch 
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Of  opvknce.    The  lover  soon  divin'd 

Tbe  means  to  gain  the  fain    Nought  was  reqxiir*d 

But  with  delusive  hope  his  mind  to  soothe 

And  charm  the  ear  of  her,  whose  yielding  heart 

Already  was  his  own.     Almighty  Love 

(So  by  fallacious  minstrels  term'd),  had  soon 

Melted  his  duty  down,  but  Cupid's  power 

Was  not  almighty  here.     His  godship  held 

In  his  firm  bosom  but  a  second  place. 

"  The.  moment  of  decision  is  at  hand, 
(Thus  with  himself  amid  the  solemn  grove 
The  lover  commun'd,  as  the  star  of  eve 
Gaz'd  on  its  sparkling  image  in  the  flood 
Below,  and  secm'd  upon  his  love  to  smile 
Propitious)  *'  soon  the  crisis  will  arrive 
'*  That  stamps  my  fate !  In  this  degenerate,  age 
**  Will  knowledge,  or  will  virtue,  aught  avail    • 
**  The  conquest.to  secure  ?  Are  there  not  arts       .f« 
**  To  each  successful  candidate  well  known,      .    iM 
''  Long  tried,  which  none  who  wishes  to  succeed  i^ 
"  Would  scruple  to  employ  ?  1V>  me  the  moans  •<<' 
**  Are  known  too  well — and  is  it  then  a  crime 
'*  So  great,  to  soothe  the  smarting  wounds  gf  guilt 
**  With  balm  lethean,  when  I  know  tbe  toils 
**  Of  penitence  are  hopeless,  and  reform 
''  Perhaps  impossible?  ^nd  oh  !  thou  star 
**  Of  Venus  !  thou  perhaps  wilt  light  thy  lamp 
•*  With  better  hopes  for  me,  the  father's  will 
**  Di'ppses  of  the  votes,  the  fathers  will 
'^  Disposes  of  the  fair,  and  could  I  hope — 
**  But  vanity  perhaps  may  now  suggest 
''  The  thought,  that  she,  whose  favour  kings  might  vie 
''  To  gain,  regards  me  with  a  partial  glance ! 
**  Suppose  her  mind  yet  free,  the  father  soon 
*^  Would  sway  the  dancbter  and  secure  the  priie 
*^  (The  double  priae  of  love  and  wealth  at  onee^) 
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•*  Were  but  his  favour  gain'd — Tis  but  to  soothe 

**  An  hopeless  soul! — what! — to  compound  with  guilt? 

'*  To  play  at  haxard  with  eternal  things  f 

**  Who  knows  his  state  is  hopeless?  is  remorse 

**  And  penitence  in  vain  ?  wilt  thou  pronounce 

*'  That  heavenly  grace  from  his  benighted  soul 

**  Has  wing'd  her  6nal  flight  ?  and  dar'st  thou  try 

**  Thine  art  to  raise  a  meteor  in  its  stead, 

**  And  the  deluded  fpirit  waft  away, 

*'  On  hope's  fallacious  pinions  'till  it  sink 

**  From  fond  presumption's  heights  to  dark  despair? 

^  I  would  not  do  it  were  I  sure  to  'scape 

**  Unpnnish'd :  for  the  deed  were  base  and  vile, 

<*  Unworthy  of  ingenuous  minds.     My  sires 

**  Not  by  such  arts  their  country's  plaudit  gain'd, 

^  Nor  shall,  my  name  disgrace  tliem,  where  they  join 

*•  The  jubilee  of  heroes  !  though  their  son 

**  Wanders  #)l>scuFe,  he  will  not  mount  to  fame 

**  B|  infamy  ;  what  tho'  the  prize  be  lost, 

^*  "rtu*  disappointed  love  impassioned  pleads 

^^  Within  thi»  bosom,  it  shall  plead  in  vain ! — 

*'  Some  more  indulgent  clime  will  grant  the  boon,  • 

*'  Which  t\^y  ungcnial  native  soil  denies  1^ 

The  morning  came,  and  with  expectance  warm'd 
The  crowd  assembled  to  decide  the  prize. 
This  day  the  candidates  were  both  requir'd 
The  sounding  rostrum  to  ascend  in  turn. 
And  each  in  turn  harangue.     In  modest  guise 
Young  Sophron  mounted  first ;  with  beating  h^firt 
Evanthe  (for  slie  too  was  present)  felt 
His  eloquence,  it  seem'd  to  breathe  of  heaven 
She  mark*d  with  what  an  amiable  hand 
The  heavenly  moralist  pourtray'd  the  form 
Of  evangelic  virtue,  free  from  stain, . 
Free  from  hypocrisy,  candid  and  pure ; 
The  strict  necessity  of  koly  lives 
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For  heii?en-aspinng  men,— but  when  he  proli^d 
The  wounds  of  conscience  with  a  sapient  handy 
Many  a  pale  visage  spoke  their  inward  pain. 
And  thro'  the  frown  of  unbelieving  scorn 
The  haggard  look  of  horror  seem'd  to  scowl  ;<— 
Twas  culd  applause— a  few,  but  honest  few. 
Received  his  doctrine  with  a  grateful  heart ; 
The  guilty,  far  more  numerous,  all  were  mute. 

But  soon  Alcander  climb'd  the  sacred  stage. 
And  sung  a  requiem  to  the  simple  soul : 
The  blood*4tain'd  robe  of  righteousness  diviac 
He  shew'd)  enfolding  all,  end,  far  beneath 
Its  ample  drapery,  hiding  from  the  view 
Of  heavenly  justice,  every  human  crime. 
He  sung  the  cataract  of  heavenly  grace 
Coming  from  heaven,  with  loud  remllrss  fall^ 
And  sweeping  from  the  soul  the  rooted  vice 
With  all  her  twisted  tribes,  torn  up  at  once 
From  the  uncumlx^rM  mind,  ys-Wxic  jmtifiiulf 
Regenerate  now,  and  quite  iu>|K*ccable, 
The  man  commences  angel,  at  the  call 
Of  the  still  voice — '*  oh  wash  ye,  and  be  clean** 
He  cried,  *'  in  that  celestial  stream*  which  laves 
**  The  bounds  of  heavenly  Canaan  !  there  your  soub 
**  Must  lake  the  temper  which  nor  fate,  nor  time, 
•*  Nor  Stygian  artifice,  nor  mortal  clian<vf, 
•*  Shall  ever  alter  more.*'    The  honey *d  dew 
Of  Hermon  from  his  accents  seemed  to  How  ; 
All  seemed  to  share  his  raptures  ;  chiefly  those. 
Whose  deeper  stains  a  deeper  draught  requir'd 
Of  thai  Circcan  cup,  which  mystic  hancU 
In  liberal  dose  to  superstition  deal. 
Old  Lycon  first  or  felt,  or  seem'd  to  feel. 
The  holy  fervour;  he  with  n*ady  care 
Collects  the  votes,  and  first  aloud  proclaims 
Alcandcr  as  bis  choice ;  around  the  aisWs 
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From  many  a  voice  resounds  Alcandor^s  name ; 
ThC||friencis  of  Sopfaron,  overpowered,  afid  lusl 
In  mightier  numbers,  from  the  scene  retir'd, 
Murra'ring  disapprobation,  but  in  vain. 

Alcander,  now  triumphant,  saw  himself 
Possessed  of  the  endowment,  without  toil : 
But  still  a  dearer  hope  renMiin'd  behind, 
The  hand  of  fair  Evantue — that  would  giva^ 
What  only  he  aspir'd  to  gain,  the  wealth 
Of  aged  Lycon,  whether  it  bestow'd 
The  heart  or  no,  concemM  him  not :  to  him 
No  gift  of  heaven,  which  Sol's  diurnal  round 
Surveys,  was  equal  to  the  mineral  store. 
Which  in  the  womb  of  earth  the  rival  power 
Of  subterranean  heat  to  gold  matures. 
Prosperity  had  charms  to  win  the  sire 
(Prosperity,  however  gain'd)  nor  less 
Alcander*s  genial  doctrine  to  his  heart 
The  sovereign  passes  found,  but  hers  was  lost-— » 
For  ever  lost, — since  that  unlucky  day 
When  Sophron  first  she  met;  but  he  was  gone; 
Degraded  as  he  was,  and  lost  to  hope. 
His  rival's  triumphs  he  disdain'd  to  grace, 
But  left  the  scene  of  conquest  to  his  foe ; 
He  could  not  trust  his  eyes,  his  voice,  bis  hearty 
To  take  a  last  adieu  of  her,  who  own'd 
A  mutual  passion ;  she,  unhappy  maid  ! 
Spite  of  her  father's,  spite  of  fortune's  frown, 
(Had  he  return VI,  and  ask'd  the  dangerous  booD,) 
Had  sacrific'd  her  hopes  of  all  below 
To  her  romantic  passion ;  long  she  watch'd 
The  weary  day,  and  slow-rctuming  ni^^ht, 
For  tidings  of  her  Sophron,  but  in  vain. 

Meanwhile,  his  ceaseless  suit  Alcakdbr  presi 
With  seeming  passion,  whil^  resentment  glow  d 
At  SopaiiOM*8  seeming  coldness  in  the  breast^ 
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*  Which  he  essayed  to  soften*    Long  his  art» 
And  wiU\s  had  been  in  vain,  but  now  the  sire 
On  the  artillery  of  sighs  and  vows 
New  energy  bestow'd,  nor  still  in  v^in ; 
What  will  not  tiipe  and  ceaseless  toil  subdue  ? 
The  Mermaid's  briny  tears  can  waste  away 
The  solid  marble,  and  dissembled  tears 
Won  from  the  maid,  (who  thought  herself  despa^'d 
By  Stiphron,}  somewhat  like  a  last  conseiU* 

But  Sophron,  all  unconscious  of  the  pangs 
Which  his  relentless,  honour' in  the  breast 
Of  fair  Evanthe  woke,  had  wander'd  far 
From  the  detested  scene  of  his  disgrace. 
While  Cythere^'s  dove»  which  round  his  head 
Flutter'd  so  long  amusive,  now  bccanre 
A  vulture  to  his  hopes,  with  cruel  claws 
Rending  his  bleeding  heart ;  yet  onward  stiJl 
Pensive  he  journey'd  tov/'nls  his  native  spot. 
Whore  fair  Lageniaf. spreads  her  southniost  boundfy 
And  lofty  %  Blomius  fiin<is  his  «;iant  bhadc 
O'er  antient  realms  of  Moi^munian  kings, 

Midway,  a  welcome  inn  the  youth  recciv'd. 
Where  yx)ung  Themistius  just  arriv'd  before. 
Whose  wealth,  hut  few  could  equal,  fewer  still 
Could  match  the  treasures  of  his  head  and  heart; 
More  precious  far  than  Ganges*  rlchebt  mine. 
His  hauglvty  retinue,  with  looks  of  scorn 
Surveyed  the  traveller  and  his  weary  stee*!, 
Aa  to  a  groom  his  palfrey  he  consign*d. 
Not  so  their  master,  his  sagacious  glance. 
From  a  commanding  station  where  he  stood. 
Observed  the  youth  ;  his  philanthropic  eye  ^ 

*  Viz.  Alcnnder.        t  Leinster  Mondtains.        %  Sleirehloann 
$  Under  the  appellation  o.*'  TliemiKtius  the  real  nan^je  of  a  par» 
licaUr  firiefid  of  the  author's  is  CQuceal'd,  whtrse  modesty  would 
abrink  at  a  discloiare  af  that  merit,  which  has  beea  long  know  a  tv 
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Could  trace  the  touch  of  sorrows  stealthy  hand, 

(Tho'  imperceptible  to  all  betiide) 

Even  on  that  cheek,  which  to  the  hand  of  time 

No  blemish  uw'd.     He  mark'd  the  stranger's  mien ; 

And  sympathy  (the  cause  as  yet  unknown) 

Indue  d  him  to  invite  the  pensive  man 

To  share  his  social  board ;  the  gentle  youth 

Accepts  the  offered  boon,  and  speaks  his  thanks 

In  polish'd  phrase,  but  more  than  polish*d  phrase 

His  look  ingenuous,  and  his  modest  mien, 

The  clear  unsullied  honour  of  his  eye, 

And  somewhat  of  a  sternness,  which  bespoke 

Undeviating  rectitude,  engag'd 

His  host's  congenial  mind.     Intent  to  know 

His  fortunes,  and  his  expectations,  soon 

By  delicate  address  he  found  a  way 

T  unlock  the  sluices  of  the  stranger's  soul. 

But,  when  he  knew  his  fortunes  and  the  cause 

That  snatch'd  the  pHze  from  his  extended  hand. 

Struck  with  a  similarity  of  fates 

That  markM  their  lives,  the  stranger  he  embrac'dp 

And  thus'rcply'd  "  Congenial  souls  shall  find 

**  Congenial  fortunes,  from  this  instant  hour  !— 

**  Nor  haply  is  the  moment  distant  far  ' 

**  Which  sees  your  merit  meet  its  due  reward. 

••  You  see  in  rae  a  luckless  candidate ; 

*'  Luckless  as  you — and  from  a  kindred  cause: 

"  Fir'd  by  the  call  of  fame,  and  public  love, 

•*  1  loiig'd  for  curulc  glories,  by  the  breath 

•*  Of  popular  applause,  encourag'd  long; 

*'  Conscious  of  elevated  aims,  and  plans 

•*  Of  salutary  import,  1  aspir'd 

<*  To  senatorial  honours :  for  the  voice 

his  ftiendi  and  connection!.  If  this  poor  homage  to  hit  charade? 
i^uld  cause  an  enoniry  wft«  ti  TkemiuUu,  it  would  be  aa  lugb 
gratlibstioD  both  te  the  author's  vanity  and  hit  friendabip* 
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Of  popular  election  seem'd  to  sound 
"  My  name  o'er  all  the  names  of  them  that  slruvtf 
•♦  For  that  proud  station,  on  my  native  plain?. 
*'  But  when  I  came,  with  scrutinizing  care 
"  To  calculate  my  powers,  and  weigh  my  strength ; 
"  To  look  into  the  hearts  which  seeni'd  of  (ate 
"  XTie  holy  shrines  of  patriotic  seal, 
"  I  found  them  false  and  hollow,  or  possess'd 
"  By  solitary  love  of  sordid  gain. 
**  For  gold  some  bargain'd  openly,  some,  more  sly, 
**  In  other's  names  for  tenements  and  farms 
'^  Propos'd,  and  some,  in  antient  debts  involved, 
"  Offered  their  honest  votes  for  cancel'd  bonds* 
**  I  left  the  sordid  scene  in  sick  disgust. 
**  For  as  I  purposed  not  to  sell  my  vote, 
**  I  had  no  wish  to  purchase :  yet  the  voice 
•'  Of  snarling  obloquy  pursues  my  steps, 
*•  From  those  who  wish'd  to  serve  thtmstfves  in  me, 
^'  No  pensioner,  whose  venal  vote  defiles 
**  The  senate,  ever  found  his  hated  name 
**  So  mark'd  with  imputations  vile  and  base 
**  As  mine,  because  I  scorn'd  to  hide  ray  hate 
**  Of  prostitution :  stem  misanthropy 
**  Began  to  rankle  in  my  inmost  soul ; 
**  For  honour  seem'd  from  human  hearts  cxpellM. 
**  1  felt  the  cold,  narcotic  influence 
**  Over  my  bosom  creeping  like  a  plague.  ■■ 
**  But  heaven  be  prais*d  that  sent  you  in  my  way, 
*^  Like  some  warm  zephyr,  in  the  rear  of  frost, 
**  Again  to  bid  the  genial  current  flow, 
**  Which  the  depravity  of  man  had  chill'd  !— 
**  Of  thee  and  of  thy  fortunes  from  this  hour 
**  I  take  on  me  the  charge ;  a  benefice 
**  Superior  to  thy  rivars;  soon  perhaps 
**  Shall  crown  thy  worth,  (tho'  far  below  thy  claims) 

VOL.  TU.  o 
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''  If  thou  art  found  on  trial  to  possess 
**  I'ho  character,  a|id  learning,  which  the  sffg^. 
"  Who  sways  the  crozier  there,  exacts  of  all/' 
Fall'rinc  a  short  reply,  the  mocU«st.youth 
AVith  glist*iung  eye,  aj^i  burning  cheek,  mi ffiui^'d 
With  gratitude  past  utterance,  vainly  try^'d 
For  thanks.    Themistius,  wjth  a  viaxtn  embrace 
Prcventi  reply;  but,  startled  to  behold. 
The  stranj^er's  ({uiv'ring  lip  aiul  checks  ofersprcaA 
With,  sudden  pale,  and  signs  of  blank  dismay 
Wander  his  visage  o'er,  he  kiudly  urged. 
To  know  if  mental  malady  had  caus'd 
The  change^  or  bodily  disease  ?  The  youth 
Exclaim'd  *'  O  pardon  my  suspense— my.  drca^- 
**  Of  danger  to  an  intere€t---dearer  far 
**  Than  fortune,  or  than  life  !  Evanthe's  lost. 
"  Perhaps  for  ever  lost,  to  me ! — forgive 
♦*  My  terrours."    "  Easily  can  I.  forgive{ 
"  A  lover's  fear,"  the  generous  patron  cry'd, 
*•  But  why  delay  to  make  th'  experiment  I  ^, 

"  Perhaps  not  yet  the  fatal  gulph  is  pfust> 
"  Perhaps  no  promise  made  ;  thy  changing  fate. 
<'  Perhaps  may  change  the  father;  insta^(  spnd. 
**  To  learn  the  state  of  things !  yet  ere  we  paU 
**  A  ready  messenger  shall  reach  the  homo 
•'  Of  Lycon,  and  return,  before  you  need 
**  To  risque  the  tedious  journey,  rack'd.  with  dfUkbt^ 
**  With  no  kind  friend  to  chear  you, on  the  way. 
<<  Some  pressing  avocation  calls  me  Heuce,. 
<*  But  9oon  to  be  dispatched.     If  you  requi.ri| 
"An  advocate  with  L^'con,  I  myself 
"  Mean  to  partake  the  journey,  and.pio^oiiBi 
"  Your  cau!<e  with. all  my  powep,"     Hi^  re9fiy,tba^k9 
Sophron  repeated;  tho*  a  cold  pre^^ga 
His  bosom. thrill'd,  'submissions  gra|iAtM4cb« 
And  veneration  of  his  noble  friend 
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Precluded  ftll  objection,  and  oppos'd 
The  call  of  duty  to  the  claims  of  k>ve« 

Meanwhile,  the  claims  of  love,  to  dut/s  call 
The  lovely  mourner  too  was  forc'd  to  yield. 
At  first,  indignant  at  the  fancy'd  slight 
By  Sophron  shown,  with  less  apparent  scorn 
Alcander^s  suit  sl)e  heard,  unhappy  hiaid ! 
She  knew  not  what  advantage  to  th^  foe 
She  gave  by  this  indulgence  of  his  hopes* 
She  only  meant  a  respite  to  obtain, 
mi  fortune  or  r^tutning  passion  brought 
Her  lover  back,  for  still  her  heart  tho'  pai n'd 
Was  all  his  own :  at  length  hor  foars  subdu'd 
All  delicacy,  and  with  trembling  hand 
She  traced  a  letter  to  the  absent  youth 
Which  told  her  danger.     By  a  stratagem 
And  golden  fee,  Alcander^s  art  obtain'd 
The  letter,  ere  it  reached  the  di'Stin'ci  place, 
And  to  the  sire  disclos'd.    The  ra^ini'  sire 
Hasten*d  the  nuptial  day.     Excuses,  prayers, 
And  every  female  art,  ih'  affliclod  fair 
(Still  to  protract  the  time)  employ'd  in  vain. 

The  knot  was  bound,  and  now,  Alcander's  Jbride^ 
Discretion  wam'd  her  to  conceal  her  woe. 
And  with  a  chearful  semblance  to  disguise 
A  tortuf'd  heart,  where  every  hope  was  lost. 

Meanwhile,  young  Sophron  watch'd  from  day  to  day' 
His  messenger's  return,  but  watch'd  in  vain. 
Chance,  or  that  Demon  whose  incessant  care 
Still  seem'd  to  second  the  sinister  views 
Of  dark  Alcander,  spread  his  subtle  snares 
Across  the  way,  where  with  the  joyful  news' 
To  Lycon's  dwelling  bound,  his  envoy  past. 
Languid  with  toil,  all  darkling  as  he  trac*d 
The  mountain  path,  a  seeming  friendly  light 
With  lamb«nt  radiance^  Wke  the  taper's  h9f^Tk 
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Seen  from  the  clay-built  cottage,  led  him  on 
With  hopes  of  hbelter,  and  repose,  till  dawn* 
But  a  dire  welcome  met  the  wand'ring  youth  i 
Uprose  the  bloody  ambuscade  of  Mourns, 
AVhcre  in  their  glens,  the  bandits  of  the  north 
Were  wont  to  watch  their  coming  prey  afar. 
They  way-laid,  wounded,  and  the  wretch  forsook 
With  small  remains  of  life;  an  early  ^wain 
Found  him  and  foster'd  in  his  cot  with  care. 
While  Cynthia  circled  twice  her  monthly  round, 
Till  rest  and  tendance  strung  his  nerves  anew 
On  foot  to  find  his  way.     Mis  steed  was  gone/ 
But  (what  the  faithful  messenger  supposed 
A  lucky  chance)  the  letter  was  preserv'd. 
Short  sighted  man,  hj^v  blind  to  coming  ill! 
Better  the  rudest  wind,  that  ever  swept 
I'hat  snowy  ridge,  hnd  borne  the  lines  away 
In  fragments  to  the  waves !  then  peace  had  smil'd^ 
Where  horror  and  despair  were  doom'd  to  reign. 

Tull  soon  Alcander  saw  the  secret  taint 
Of  sadness  on  Cvanihe's  roseate  bloom 
Incessant  prey,  nor  did  she  condescend 
By  conjugal  allurements  tQ  beguile 
His  doubts  (if  doubts  he  had,)  or  even  vouchsafe 
To  wear  the  semblance  of  a  cordial  smile. 
Thus  cool  and  calm,  their  nuptial  moments  past 
Like  an  autumnal  eve,  when  >Sol  declines 
Southward,  and  all  the  deep  serene  of  air 
In  even  balance  hangs,  without  a  brjeze. 
Now  the  seductive  seed,  in  many  a  breast 
Sown  by  Alcander's  doctrine,  soon  began 
To  spring  in  broad  luxuriance;  rumour  told 
Of  many  a  perjur'd  swain,  and  ,nyniph  forlorn, 
Who,  trusting  to  their  faith,  falUcious  pledge 
Of  heaven's  acceptance,  (which  they  deemed  tbc  seal 
Of  full  security,  tUai  barr*d  the  ga{c 
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Of  penalty  and  peril,)  oft  presumM 

To  pass  the  verge  of  prudence,  and  disport 

At  large  in  indiscretion's  nr«a<;ic  maze. 

For,  to  the  Pt7RK  they  deeni'd  all  things  were  pure^ 

TUl  sad  experience  taught  another  lore. — 

Now,  watchful  as  the  fox,  a  tVnudful  swain, 

Arra'd  with  ejaculations,  fraught  with  faith 

Warm  as  dissolving  wax,  with  holy  zeal, 

(Tho'  rigid  as  a  statue  in  the  cause       • 

Of  antient  forms,  and  awful  discipline) 

Had  farm'd  Aicander's  profits,  and  compel Td 

The  peasants  to  redeem  with  golden  fee 

Their  decimated  sheaves.     To  him,  seduc'd 

By  Lycon'b  counsel,  th*  incautious  youih 

Had  trusted  largely.    He  had  found  the  way 

By  arts,  and  sly  ccmveyances,  well  known 

To  the  magicians  of  this  world,  to  change 

His  sheepfolds,  and  his  gran'ries  into  gold. 

Then,  on  the  pinions  of  the  morning  gale 

(A  guilty  wafture)  hir'd  th'»  annual  keel 

Which  traded  with  Vespucio^  late-found  world, 

And  like  a  pest-wing'd  vapour,  oVr  the  flood 

Atlantic  sail'd,  to  snare  in  other  climes 

By  psalmody  and  pray'r,  and  saintly  mien 

(The  wonted  scmBlance  of  superior  grace) 

His  heedless  prey.    These  losses  movM  the  gall 

Of  proud  Alcander,  ill  at  ease  before. 

And  gave  new  fulmination  to  the  storm 

Impending  o'er  Evatjtiie's  hapjess  head. 

One  fatal  day  as  from  the  chacc  he  came 

He  found  his  bride  in  tears :  alarm'd  he  ask*d 

The  causey  but  with  a  look,  (where  agony 

And  disappointed  love,  and  stedfast  hate 

To  him,  too  plainly  mingled,)  she  declined 

Reply.     Alcander  prcst  the  suit  no  more, 

But  with  sag^tj^  which  seldom  t'ail'd, 
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He  found  or  guest  the  cause  :  tho  fditbfiil  6lav6 
Sent  by  Themistius  hat!  arriv'd  at  last 
With  Sophron's  hope,  the  source  of  u^r  despair: 
This  he  conjeclur'd,  yet,  tho  deeply  paiii'd, 
He  scorn'd  with  womanish  complaints  to  tell 
His  disappointed  love,  and  wounded  pride. 

And  now  the  half-extipguish'd  passion  glow'dy 
By  hope  renewM  (but  scarce  a  guiltless  hope,) 
In  fair  Evanthe's  breast.     The  fatal  lines 
Announc'd  a  speedy  visit.     Her  quick  pulsie 
Throbbing  with  expectation,  recogniz'd 
Her  bosom's  genuine  lord,  and  secret  shame 
Mantled  her  burning  cheek,  tho'  none  was  near. 
*Twas  thus,  for  many  a  solitary  hour. 
The  fair  defend'rcss  of  her  hapk^ss  flame 
Over  her  ill-star'd  passion  threw  a  gloss 
Of  prompt  apology.     **  Alas !  the  Tot 
"Of  frmalc  weakness !  was  it  then  a  crime 
*?  For  me  to  feci  ?  Oh  !  ere  that  fatal  day 
^'  (When  first  I  saw  young  Sophron's  lovely  form,) 
*•  Would  heaven  had  snatch'd  my  sight!  and  clos'd  my 
♦*  Before  I  heard  that  voice's  melting  strain,  [ear 

**  To  which  this  heart  still  vibrates !  all  jn  vain 
''  I  call  on  books,  or  music  to  my  aid  I 
**  If  virtue  is  their  theme,  his  living  form 
**  To  memory  shews  the  virtues  all  combinM ! 
**  And  amorous  stories  breathe  contagious  flame 
*'  Till  Etna  kindles  in  my  raging  breast ! 
^'  Music  is  melting  poison  to  the  soul ! 
*^  And  how  could  all  the  wond'rous  harmonies 
^  Of  heaven,  from  this  unhappy  breast  expel 
'^  An  angel's  image,  stamp'd  by  heaven's  own  Iiail4 
*'  On  this  too  tender  heart  ?  religion's  self 
"  Turns  to  idolatry,  when  memory  calls 
'*  His  image  to  my  yiew !  are  we  tl^us  forin'd, 
**  Are  souk  attanM  with  thriUiiig  fyipmtt^ji 
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^  Sick  fancy  burning  for  a  scanty  alms 

"  Of  joy  bi'low,  and  yet — nmli<;nunt  powers  !^ 

**  Forbid — for  evermore  forbid  to  fc*cl  ? 

**  The  ihoa^bt  seems  blas[7hemy  to  bounteous  heaven  I 

•*  Benevolent  and  merciful,  it  knows 

**  Its  own  materials,  and  the  work  it  made, 

**  A  dedicate  machine,  by  skill  divine* 

•*  All  harmoniz'd  to  thrill  with  heav'nly  love, 

**  Soblim'd  from  earthly;  what,  but  heaven  s  own  hand 

••  Gave  the  fine  impulse  f  Is  obedience,  then, 

**  To  heaven's  own  impulse,  counted  foul  revolt? 

**  No — heaven  will  pity  the  disastrous  lot 

•*  Of  its  frail  creature,  and  sublime  my  faith 

"  To  match  my  frailty.     By  victorious  faith 

**  Wing'd  on  its  way,  my  soul  shall  mount  the  skie^j ; 

"  My  mortal  love,  like  Mttgdulene's,  improv'd 

"  To  love  divine;  tho'  thi»i  frail  tabernacle 

"  Of  clay,  like  her's,  should  in  the  contest  fail- 

•*  And  should  he  conn* ! 

"  But  why  indulge  a  look,  a  last  embrace, 
•*  To  end  perhaps  in  madness  or  in  guilt  ? — 
**  BetttT  my  situation  to  disclose 
**  Aod  stop  his  journey,  ere  he  blast  my  sight 
•*  With  his  despair? — But  why  deny  myself 
**  The  mt)u?nful  pleasure  of  a  final  view?" — 
Ah  !  self-abus'd  and  hurried  to  thy  fate, 
By  passion's  ban^ul  sophistry !  alas  ! 
Pupil  of  impulse !  little  dost  thou  deem 
What  noxious  fiend,  in  love's  a^thereal  form. 
Thou  to  thy  bosom  fondlest !  pause  a  while  ^ — 
Think  ^hat  we  are,  to  passion  s  gui<lance  given 
Not  ratioiuits,  but  mere  material  wrecks, 
Driven  to  and  fro  by  cv'ry  stormy  gust ! 
Tbiak  why  was  judgment  given,  to  scan  the  past, 
To  weigh  the  future,  and  expand  the  powers 
Of  intellect  dI<Aig  th'  uDbomidcd  laptie 
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Of  ages,  and  by  this  exerted  strength 
To  bid  frail  man  aspire  to  heights  divine! — 
Ah,\  when  you  wandcr'd  thro'  yon  tranquil  grove« 
'V^'hlle  o'er  its  green  lists  beam'd  the  golden  verge 
Of  evening,  slow  retiring,  ^nd  the  lapse 
Of  running  riyulets,  and  chant  of  birds 
Singing  a  farewell  to  ihe  settiiig  sun, 
In  sweet  oblivion  stole  your  thoughts  awhile 
From  sharp  corroding  care ;  then,  wbeu  by  cbancse 
You  wautier'd  to  that  glade,  where  last  you  met 
Your  Sophron,  at  reflection's  sudden  sting 
Pointed  as  if  by  guilt,  how  quickly  turn'd 
Ypur  trembling  stops,  and  left  the  dangerous  spot  \ 
Then  wand'iing  up  the  breezy  path,  which  gave 
The  full  horizon  to  your  ample  view. 
You  felt  the  tumult  in  your  breast  subside^ 
An  holy  calm  succeeding,  like  the  scene 
Which  spreads  in  peaceful  majesty  belowp 
Where  sleeps  the  lake,  beyond  the  solemi\  grove. 
In  broad  quiescence  to  its  shelvy  bound ! 
Oh  ha<i  \()u  btill,  as  then,  from  danger's  path, 
Where  lurks  the  viper  which  corroiles  the  heart, 
Turn'd,  (well  admonish'd)  your  quick  step  away. 
You  had  not  found,  as  now  the  wily  snake 
Wind  its  smooth  volumes  round  your  easy  breast. 
And  mingle  with  your  being !  'tis  too  late 
To  disengage  the  pest,  which  drags  along, 
At  every  effort,  in  its  cruel  fangs 
Your  bleeding  vitals !  with  the  opiate  balm 
Of  false  religion,  mixt  with  sophistry, 
Thy  dangerous  art  foments  the  glowing  wound! 
tier  lord  was  gone.     The  third  revolving  sun 
He  nnm'd  for  his  return.     Now  solitude, 
Which  charms  the  Anchoret  with  heavenly  guestii 
lioverirg  around  his  lonely  walks, — to  her 
Far  otht  r  visitauts,  (as  ut^ialj)  brought : 
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Misguided  thought  began  to  wander  far 
Over  unhallow'd  ground,  and  soon  (to  seal 
Her  doom)  in  guilty  secrecy  there  came 
A  billet  seal'd  by  Sophron  to  her  hand. 
Just  then  arriv'd  from  Moemonia*s  bounds, 
(For  so  the  letter  told)  the  mournful  lines 
A  meeting  by.  fair  Cynthia's  light  implor'd; 
A  final  interview  !  where  from  the  copse 
The  dryads  o'er  the  lake  enamour'd  hung 
In  contemplation  of  their  vernal  charms. 
As  the  contagious  messenger  of  ill 
Coursing  along  the  tingling  veins,  foretells 
Coming  disease,  tiic  fatal  message  chill'd 
Her  nerves ;  conflicting  passions  rent  her  frame. 
And  on  her  cheek  cold  fear  and  love  by  turns 
Their  livery  shed,  suffus'd  with  red  and  pale. 
But  her  emotions  from  her  sire  with  care 
She  kept,  as  to  the  evening's  social  rite 
He  cali'd  his  much-lov'd  child  ;  his  glist'ning  eye 
Beam'd  transport  at  her  sight.     In  fund  discourse 
Her  guardian  spirit  prompts  him  to  prolong 
Tb'  intended  visit :  on  her  ripen'd  charms. 
Long  his  paternal  eye  enamour'd  hung. 
Anticipating  oft  the  mournful  hour 
When  she  must  leave  him  for  Alcander's  care. 
And  many  a  pleasing  sojournment  he  plunn'd, 
III  grateful  interchange,  beneath  his  own 
And  his  Evanthe's  roof;  his  youth  rcnew'd 
In  her  fair  progeny.    At  last  the  hour 
Demands  repose,  and  with  reluctant  step 
Oft  turning  back,  he  left  the  pallid  fair 
With  a  last  blessing,  which  the  midnight  gale 
With  awful  note  seem'd  to  forbid :  and  loud 
The  screech-owl  from  the  battlements  was  heard. 
Chanting  her  ominous  vespers.    The  deep  dirge 
S^flTen'd  her  limbs  to  marble,  as  it  came 
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On  the  full  breeze :  yet,  led  by  wayward  fat«^ 
(Thus  erring  mortals  in  poetic  drparos 
llieir  passions  deify)  she  passM  the  gate. 
FuU-orb'd  the  moon  with  tremblin<!  lustre  play*d 
O'er  the  fair  landscape,  and  the  parted  trees 
By  glimpses  sbow'd  the  lake,  in  murmurs  low 
Soft-rolling  to  the  breath  of  night.     At  length 
Her  trembling  feet  had  gainM  the  promis'd  spot. 
When  lo!  a  form  ii|  deq)  disguise  concealed. 
With  face  close  muffled  from  l4ie  moon,  appear'd. 
Slow  pacing  down  the  path :  No  transport  want, 
Nor  one  empas^ionM  accent,  to  lier  ear 
Announced  the  coming  lover :«— sense  confus'd 
Of  strange  surmise,  and  terror  chill'd  her  tVame. 
In  solemn  silence  then  he  seiz'd  her  hand. 
Her  trembling  hand,  and  to  the  open  space 
I^d,  where  the  smooth  lawn  meets  the  soft  salute 
Of  that  clear  lymph,  and  Diun  overhead 
On  her  blue  mirrour  and  her  favour'd  wood 
Propitious  l<>ok*d,  with  calm  benignant  smile, 
O'er  the  lair  glndc  that  opcn'd  to  the  shore.    . 
But  no  benignant  smile  the  mask  disclos*d 
From  a  terrific  countenance  withdrawn. 
Just  as  he  led  her  trembling  to  the  verge. 
Oh  !  what  an  agony  tr«nsfix'd  hvr  soul, 
When  for  a  favour'd  lover,  she  beheld 
An  injur*d  husband  !  With  a  rancorous  look, 
And  accent  fell,  he  thus  began  :  "  Fair  dame, 
•*  Stcel'd  as  1  at\i  in  stoic  apatfiy, 
"  I  envy  not  your  feelings,  at  this  hour 
•*  Of  retribution  for  insulted  faith! 
"  For  my  detested  rival  well  I  knew 
•*  Thy  love,  but  thought,  with  kind  assiduous  care, 
^  I'o  gain,  from  dnty  and  respect,  at  least 
*•  What  love  den/ci— in  yain ! — for  still  1  sa^ 
**  Rooted  antipathy  in  every  glaace, 
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^*  Each  •gesture— still  I  found  thy  bosom  eold, 

**  That  coldness  stid  encreaning,  nor  divin'd 

'*  The  cause,  till  that  lov'^d  youth,  expected  soon, 

'<  Unravel'd  all  the  mystery  at  once. 

**  Then,  I  coofess,  and  glory  i-n  the  deed, 

**  I  fram'd  this  stratasero,  to  lure  thee  on 

**  To  thy  detection,  yet,  I  own,  with  hope 

"  Thy  virtue  and  thy  prudence  would  deny 

'*  This  shameful,  kst  Compliance,  but  the  fiends 

^  Have  curst  me  with  success !  now  what  remains 

''  But  vengeance  I  vengeance !  and  behold  !  h  comes 

**  In  thunder !  yet  expect  not  from  my  hand 

**  The  punishment  a  tainted  spouse  deserves. — 

**  For  Know,  to  give  thy  breast  as  keen  a  pang 

**  As  mine  this  moment  feels,  thou  faithless  fair! 

**  Faithless  as  fair !  I  knew  the  golden  chance 

"  Which  rais'd  thy  lover  to  contend  my  claims 

**  With  prospect  oi success;  he  sent  the  news, 

**  By  meanfT,  thou  know'st  not  yet,  averse  to  trust 

**  A  single  envoy  with  the  sacred  pledge 

^  Of  happiness,  and  hope ;  nor  I  dela/d 

*'  To  send  him  in  thy  character  and  name 

**  Instant  rejection  and  decided  scorn ; 

**  Else  had  he  long  ere  now,  on  wings  of  love 

''  His  mistress  claim'd,  and  now,  thy  SophronSvoos 

**  AnoCher,  and  thy  seeming  haughty  scorn 

^*  Retorts  with  double  scorn,  and  manly  pride ! 

**  The  letter  which  he  sent,  had  crush'd  my  hopes 

^*  Had  it  arri^'d  in  time !  behold  it  here  V 

He  said,  and  to  her  eyes  the  raptVous  lines 

Presented.    By  the  moon's  pale  beams,  she  bore. 

With  resolution  like  a  man  who  bears 

The  straining  rack,  without  a  groan,  to  look 

The  fatal  billet  o'er,  which  told  a  tale 

Of  ardent  passion,  and  aspiring  hope. 

In  transport  next  to  madness ;  then  a  look 
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Which  Nemesis  with  her  own  ligbt'oing  ann'd 
Upon  the  guilty  man  she  cast,  and  said* 
**  Talk'st  thou  of  injury  and  vengeance  here, 
**  Thou,  who  hast  planted  such  a  venom'd  shaft 
''In  this  swol'n  bosom  ?  but  thy  poor  revenge 
^  Is  short  of  mine,  as  all  thy  future  days, 
*^  (If  thou  hast  any  feeling  left)  shall  know  V 
She  said,  and  springing  with  a  frantic  haste 
From  her  pale  consort,  to  the  boldest  point 
That  met  the  chiding  wave,  she  sped  away. 
And  plung'd  indignant  in  the  flashing  tide. 
Beyond  prevention  and  beybnd  relief! 
But  no  relief  was  given ;  her  hUsband  stood 
Congeard  with  borrour  on  the  fatal  shore. 
There  like  an  image  of  despair  he  lean  d. 
Till  night's  revolving  hours  disclos'd  the  dawn : 
The  glimm'ring  dawn  bc'hcld  bis  bloodshot  vyc 
By  lunacy  unbcaniM,  and  many  a  day 
He  roam'd  Ultoniu's  wilds,  a  moonstruck  <fDau. 


EPIGRAM 

ON  THE  MAID  Of  ORLEANS. 
FROM    THE    FRENCH    OF   MALBIRBB* 

Fair  Amazon  !  the  cruel  foe. 

Who  to  the  flames  consign'd 
Thy  form,  his  scorn  of  laws  displayed. 

And  base  perfldious  mind  ! 

But  just  was  Fate,  by  such  a  death 

Who  raised  thee  to  the  sky. 
For  she  who  like  Alcides  liv'd| 

Should  like  Alcides  die. 

R.  A.  D. 
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STANZAS 

Mdreised  to  a  Crcnt lemon  by  a  Lady,  on  her  returning  « 
Book  of  early  Rumancetf  which^  uhen  lent  to  her^  had 
been  accompamed  by  a  ffoetkai  Epistle* 


Alas  !  the  bright  chivalric  day  is  past. 
No  more  its  graceful  infiaence  to  cast 

Oer  scenes,  that  gladly,  once,  confest  its  power; 
No  more  bold  barons  head  their  lordly  trains. 
Urge  the  swift  chace,  or  list  to  minstrel  s  strainS| 

Or  kneel  to  peerless  dames  in  painted  bower. 

Yet  not  unvalued  are  the  artless  lays, 
That  celebrate  the  deeds  of  other  days ; 

Imagination  loves  to  catch  the  theme. 
And  fondly  lingers  in  fair  fiction's  fii'lds, 
'to  cull  each  flower  her  gaudy  harvest  yields ; 

The  perfume  gone,  the  tints  more  beauteous  seem* 

Soy  when  I've  mark'd  the  close  of  summer^  day. 
And  paused  to  watch  the  sun's  departing  ray. 

Gild  some  sweet  spot,  adorn'd  by  Nature's  kand^ 
The  glow  luxuriant,  and  the  dubious  light. 
Have  left  a  charm  upon  approaching  night. 

That  day's  meridian  hour  could  not  command. 

So,  o'er  thy  soul,  to  taste  and  genius  true. 
The  **  memory  of  the  past"  its  radiance  threw. 

And  shcw'd  the  wish  Sublime,  the  thought  lelin'd : 
As  moonlight  glitters  on  the  distant  streams, 
As  joys  present  themselves  in  pleasing  dreams, 

As  soft,  as  sweet,  the  vi^oas  of  tby  mimU 
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SELF-KNOWLEDGE. 


BY  TVS*  si^.  u  wvivMoirs^ 


Thbrb  is  a  wisdom  man  may  learn  at  home. 
In  his  own  breast,  even  in  the  privacy 
Of  solitude  and  self-communion : 
Instructions,  which  the  workings  of  his  heart 
'Midst  daily  scenes,  or  in  the  silent  hour, 
When  musing  on  his  bed,  will  better  teach 
Than  schools,  or  books,  or  learned  scminariesy 
Of  ancient,  or  of  modern  fame  !  No  need 
That  such  an  one  should  traverse  half  the  globe, 
To  know  what's  called  the  world;  with  curious  eye. 
To  mark  its  manners,  customs,  toils,  pursuits. 
Its  frauds,  conventions,  broils,  and  jealousies. 
Its  selfishness  and  pride  which  have  no  bounds, 
That,  worse  than  famine,  pestilence  or  sword. 
Desolate  earth,  and  of  this  garden  of  God 
Make  a  bare  waste  and  barren  wilderness  !\ 
He  not  resembles  those  base  traffickers, 
Who  compass  sea  and  land,  in  joumies  oft, 
And  oft  in  perils,  for  no  righteous  cause. 
Not  for  the  love  of  God  or  man,  but  love 
Of  filthy  lucre :  His  are  nobler  aims^--*" 
The  means  of  his  unprovencttt  lie  at  bmai 


Within  a  nearer  circle,  and  he  rea^ 
The  map  of  Life,  and  •understands  it  waII, 
With  half  the  pains  that  others  take  to  prove  , 
How  little  they  have  ]eamt»  or  of  tbenaselvet,. 
Or,  of  their  brethren  of  mankind.    He  ne'er 
Wandered  to  distant  climesi  to  borrow  thence 
Opinions,  fashions,  dresS';;  nor  visited 
The  courts  of  princes,  saiw  their  levees,  sat 
With  great  ones  in  their  halls  of  state,  nor  went 
On  foreign  embassy,  with  pomp  and  train. 
And  numerous  retinue,  to  form  the  leagues 
Of  peace  or  war,     Mtire  studrous  he  to  know 
Himself;  to  scan,  the  nature,  character. 
And  motives  of  his  actions,  to  wei(;h  welt 
Their  consequences,  and  sum  up  the  amount* 
He  has  a  world  vnUdUf.  where  most  he  livcs^. 
Nor  yet  by  narrow  limits  circumscribed. 
The  world  of.reason,  knqwled<j;e,  the  wide  ran^ 
Of  intellect,  the  empire  of  the  mind  ! 
And  'midst  the  calm  of  cool,  collected  thought. 
He  meditates  the  noblest  purposes. 
Such  as  may  benefit  the  public  weal. 
And  closer  knit  the  tics  of  social  man 
In  blessed  concord,  and  sweet- sympathy  ! 
Nor  boasts  he  greater  state,  than-  he  who  ^n-sni 
His  passions  well;  who  curbs  his  headstrong  will. 
And,  with  an  absolute  rule,  over  himself 
Rcigna^  undbputctl  Lord.     Sublime  he  sitsi 
With  sceptercd  reason  on  her  star-g.irt  thron^^. 
And  looking  down,  with  calm  coui^iosure.  Rear** 
The  hubbub  and  the  diu,  the  buiiy^tir. 
And  turmoil  of. the  world,;  and  smiles  st>nue« 
He  is  a  land-mark.to.tba  prospnt.age; 
And  to  the  generations  yet  to  conns 
He  leaves  a  monument  of  his  own  worth. 
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That  shall  outlive  tbe  pompous  sepulchre 

Where  kings  enshrine  their  dust.     Nor   chance,  nor 

Nor  lapse  of  time^  nor  mortal  circumstance  [fate. 

Shall  waver  his  fixed  resolution. 

Nor  tempt  his  feet  to  deviate  from  the  path 

Of  Rectitude;  while  in  his  daily  course. 

He  presses  forwards  towards  the  glorious  prize 

Of  immortality;  advancing  still 

In  knowledge,  virtue,  and  the  love  of  God. 


SONG. 


Now  Cynthia  rode  in  silver  car. 

The  Heavens  were  clad  in  milder  blue; 

Now  Silence  watch'd  the  winking  star. 
With  secresy  to  lovers  true ; 

The  stately  bark  at  anchor  scem'd  to  sleep 

On  the  slow-swelling  bosom  of  the  deep. 

His  tresses  streaming  to  the  breeze. 
Where  hangs  the  sea  boy  on  the  bow, 

Who  loves  to  loll  in  listless  ease, 

And  hear  the  wild  wave  talk  below ; 

Or  starts  perchance  to  view  the  pendent  sail 

As,  flapping  loud,  it  chides  the  intruding  g^les 

My  fair  one's  faithful  step  to  hear 
I  pause  upon  the  grey  sand's  slope  ; 

Each  tardy  hour  sees  icy  fear 
Invade  the  glow  of  sickening  hope; 

Till  the  sad  dawn  of  unpropitious  day 

Beholds  tbe  bosom's  last  f(>nd  doubt  decay. 
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THE  SUICIDE* 


•  Poor  lost  MariA  t  Fate's  neglected  child  I 
Mild  be  th«  doom  of  HeaTcn  as  thou  wast  mild  t 
For  oh  thy  heart  in  holy  mould  was  caif, 
And  all  thy  deeds  were  blameless  but  the  hut" 

Thb  Pleasures  or  Hofb* 


sss 


Wherv  down  the  vale  the  Wansbeck  poun 
His  gently-wiuding  beauteous  stream, 

And  oW  you  Castle's  mouldering  tower 
The  pale  moon  dUrts  her  glancing  beam } 

Where  yonder  trees  scarce  seem  to  wave. 
And  no  church  rears  it's  spire  on  high ; 

Fond  Memory  turns  to  Mary's  grave 
And  calls  forth  many  a  tender  sigh. 

O  Mary,  thou  wert  dear  to  all 

For  wit,  for  worth,  and  youthful  bloom ; 
Yet  who  upheld  thy  solemn  pall  ?        \ 

What  hallowed  strain  li^reath'd  o'er  thy  tomb  f 

No  pious  preacher  rais'd  his  hand 
To  bless  thy  once  lov'd  form  so  low; 

But  impious  topgues  the  memory  brand 
Of  her  who  shortened  life  and  woe. 

VOL.  vii.  P 


210 

Dire  was  the  act, — May  Heaven  forgtve — 
Twas  Madness  urged  thee  to  the  deed! 

May  he  who  caus'd  the  crime  long  live, 
And  misery  make  his  hea|rt-8tnngs  bleed. 

Daran'd  be  through  life  the  miscreant  vile 

Who  peace  and  virtue  can  betray ; 
May  mankind  on  hia  safiffriBg^  smile. 

And  dead,  Heaven's  portals  bar  his  way. 

O  may  the  poet's  wood-notes  wild 
Ascend  to  him  whose  power  can  save ; 

And  Heaven's  dread  sentence  pass  as  mild 
As  sweeps  the  night-wind  o'er  thy  grave* 

Oft  shall  thetPoel  mourn  thy  doom 
In  prayer  by  Wansbeck's  murmuring  stream ; 

At  midnight  hour  when  o'er  thy  tomb 
The  pale  moon  casts  her  glancing  beam. 

ARION. 


EPITAPH 

FBOM  THE  FRENCH, 


Reader  !  no  longer  fear  the  rage  of  Fate » 
On  Me  it  wasted  all  its  shafts  of  hate ; 
Through  one  long  round  of  woes  my  life  it  drew, 
And  my  last  sigh  was  the  first  bliss  I  knew. 


B.  A.  JK 


Sll 


TO   SIR  WILLIAM  ELFORH,   BART. 


WITH  A  VOLUME  OF  POElMtS  BY  THE  AUTHOR. 


Thb  sister-arts  at  Nature's  shrine 

tn  generous  rivalry  combine; 

Her  charms  the  Painter^s  soul  inspire^ 

And  wake  the  Bard's  immortal  fire. 

O  doubly  blest!  to  you  are  given 

These  varied  powers  by  favouring  Heaven  I 

Taste's  cultur  d  eye,  Art's  skilful  hand. 

The  Poet's  blissful  fairy  land, 

The  charms  that  wit  and  sense  impart^ 

And,  rarer  still,  a^ feeling  heart. 

Elford  !  you  first  with  generous  praise 
Cherish'd  mese  simple  rustic  lays ; 
With  kindness  h^ard  the  artless  strain 
And  fed  the  Poet's  pleasing  pain. 
With  bashful  fears  and  love  of  song. 
The  timid  Maiden  struggled  long. 
Till  Hope  her  radiant  wings  un(iirrd» 
And  bure  the  wild  flowers  to  the  worid  ; 
Bolder,  and  bolder  still,  she  grew, 
And  sent  th'  imperfect  wreath  to  you. 

Bertram  Howse^  xaet  Husssx.  MZTfOED. 

May  10,  1810. 

p2 
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ODE 


TO  THE  MUSB. 


BT    R.  F.  GILLIES,  ESQ* 


O  THOU,  who  Te(!  roy  willing  way 
Thruugh  the  deep  grove  and  pasture  gay^ 
Jn  early  days,  when  alt  was  new, 
And  all  was  Paradise  to  view, 
And  stilT  adom'st  the  lonely  wood 
With  all  the  charms  of  solitude. 
Though  not  to  roc  is  given  to  wear 
That  wreathe  to  every  bard  so  dear ; 
Though  not  on  me  hast  thou  bestowM 
The  plaudits  of  the  wondering  crowds  " 
Yet  ever  let  my  heart  rejoice 
In  listening  to  thy  slightest  voice! 
For  oft  have  we  together  seen 
The  shades  of  evening  on  the  green  ; 
Together  nrarkM  the  radiance  mild 
Of  dying  day  on  landscapes  wild  ; 
And  oft  have  twin'd  the  vernal  ftowert, 
That  blossom  in  these  peaceful  bowers. 
There  are,  who  view  the  rising  mora 
With  purple  ray  the  hills  adorn ; 
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Tbere  are,  who  mark  the  glow  of  HeavoH, 
And  all  the  inchanting  gleams  of  Cveu ; 
And  yet  alas  !  no  transport  nieet» 
No  rap  tare  in  the  scenery  savcet: 
But  thou  hast  taught  me  to  descry 
In  every  path  ntw  ecstasy ; 
There  seems  a  visionary  light 
Thrown  on  each  object  of  my  sight; 
In  every  summer  breath  that  blows. 
The  tide  of  Inspiration  flows ; 
The  flocks  and  waving  pastures  fair^ 
That  wanton  in  the  summer  air; 
The  village  spire  but  dimly  seen. 
With  many  a  shadowy  grove  between; 
The  trembling  tints  of  fading  day. 
That  on  the  river's  bosom  piay ; 
The  mists  of  night  that  slowly  sail 
Through  the  damp  wood  and  lowly  vale ; 
All  wake  for  me  enchantments  new, 
That  meet  uo  other  mortal's  view. 


EPIGRAM 


ON  THE  LATE  J)IVOIiCES,  IN  SCOTLAND, 
JANUARY,  481 L 

To  ready  Scotland  boys  and  girls  are  carried 
Across  the  Tweed,  impatient  to  be  fliarricd ; 
But  wiser  grown,  the  self-same  road  they  run 
With  eager  baste,  to  get  the  knot  undone. 
Th'  indulgent  Scot,  when  English  law  too  nic2  iu^ 
fianctioDS  ourioUies  firstp  aud  then  our  vioes. 
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JIYMN  IN  ADVERSITY, 


JiROTAH  !  to  thy  gnurious  poweri    , 

In  griefs  humiliating  hour, 

I  lift  my  supplicating  prayer. 

For  thuu  art  present  every  where. 

Thou  !  by  whose  arm  this  rollinff  world  ^ 

Was  thro'  the  waste  of  ether  hun'd, 

And  millions,  too,  of  worlds  whose  light 

Streams  thro'  the  boundless  void  of  night, 

Canst  see,  and  shield  the  smallest  fly 

That  buzzes  mid  the  summer  sky.  ' 

All-powerful,  all-discerning  mind. 

Art  thou  like  earthly  kings  confln'd  ? 

Immur'd  in  pomp  and  prideful  state, 

Cannot  thy  spirit  penetrate, 

And  range  the  universe,  and  know 

All  things  above  and  all  below  ? 

Thus  powerful,  canst  thou  not,  even  me, 

Lowly  and  sinful  tho'  I  be. 

Discern,  and  save  from  threatened  il^ 

And  bid  my  trembling  heart  be  still  I 

Jehovah !  all  preserving  power, 

In  griefs  humiliating  hour, 

With  holy  confidence,  even  I, 

To  thee  for  timely  succovr  Cfy. 
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CORUNNA. 


BY  TUB   BEV.  IflCnAEt.  CALAMTi 


ThovoR  now  the  Elegiac  strain 
Assails  the  car  of  Death  in  vain, 

Through  the  deep  silence  ot'  the  grave ; 
We  must  not  let  the  Hero  die 
Without  a  tear,  without  a  sigh, 

All  that  we  now  can  give  the  brave ! 

On  Pyrenean  hills  afar. 
Ambition  hurls  the  storm  of  war ; 

Iberia  trembles  with  alarm ; 
The  Patriot's  Cry  Britannia  hears, 
Her  generous  voice  dispels  his  tears ; 

In  Europe's  caus6  h^r  heart  grows  warm* 

ling'ring  on  jrbnder  fatal  ibore^. 
Where  sad  Corubtiit  still  deplore 

The  British  blood  that  dyes  her  plain. 
Mute  at  the  Hero's  grav6  ^c  pausci 
To  drDp  tl^e  bibatd  of  applaose, 

O  er  km  itt  tie'dr  OM  s^  a^n. 


•\ 
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Content  for  Britain's  sake  to  die, 
lie  welcom'd  death,  and  victory ! 

Some  Tuture  West  may  hence  derive 
A  glorioys  subjept  for  his  ar(  : 
jii  tints  as  warm  f^s  V^loiifs  l^eart, 

A  second  Wolfe  shall  picturM  live. 

Oh  !  ^hile  the  patriot-ardoqr  bMmSy 
While  Scotia  yet  her  warrior  mourns. 

And  strives  to  check  the  bursting  tearn 
What  trophy  shall  a  nation  raise. 
To  speak  her  sorrow,  and  hk  praise. 

That  ages  yet  unborn  may  hear  ^ 

The  canvas  glows,  the  column  tow'rs. 
While  Fame  the  blast  of  triumph  pourSt 

To  wake  Affection's  grateful  sigh; 
But  far  beyond  the  sculptor's  art. 
Deep  grav  d  upon  his  country's  heart 

Shall  live  tiie  Hero's  memory ! 


EPIGHAM 

FI^M  TIIG  FRENCH  OF  SCSVOM  D£  ST.  MARTH& 

F^voya'p  by  Mars,  though  the  proud  foe 
Has  laid  in  bfood  our  warriors  low. 
Yet  shall  their  matchless  memory  live. 
With  all  the  lustre  Fame  can  give ; 
Since  flight  they  scorn'd,  a^nd  scorn'd  io  yieUU 
And  nobly  perished  on  the  field. 
Blind  Fortune  grants  the  palm  in  fight; 
Tis  Virtue  prompts  disdain  of  flight.     . 
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STANZAS  TO  MAY. 


Hail,  May,  before  whose  balmy  breath 
The  chilling  storm  of  April  flies ; 

Ad4  flowers  that  felt  a  transient  death, 
Revive  to  greet  our  sparkling  eyes. 

Fall,  fall  ye  soft  refreshing  showers. 
The  grateful  earth  receives  your  dews ; 

And  Vegetation  courts  the  hours 

Which  her  green  charms  around  diffi4se« 

To  hail  thee.  May,  the  morning  Sun 
Sheds  all  his  powers  on  hill  and  dale ; 

The  cloud-dispelling  Zephyrs  run, 
To  wanton  in  the  breathing  vale ; 

The  blackbird  hails  thy  blushing  fiice 
Id  notes  from  yonder  whispering  glade ; 

The  lark  with  thee  to  run  Kis  raca, 
Springs  gaily  from  the  bending  blade* 

IVhik  d«w-drop8  pearl  the  ihodest  thoro. 
And  nature  all  around  is  gay, 

Ji,  vottthfttl  bard  at  early  mora 
iia3  men,  to  hail  these  lovely  Maf  • 
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The  measur'd  notey  correct  and  slow, 
Ne'er  sweeps  sedately  from  his  lyre ; 

Warm  from  the  heart  his  numbers  flow, 
Where  glows  Affection's  purest  fire. 

O  Mary !  all  my  soul  holds  dear. 
From  thee  ray  heart  can  never  stray ; 

May  Peace  be  thine, — fall  rapture's  tear, 
To  hail  my  Mary,  Queen  of  Mny. 

1%  1,  180r»  4RI0V. 


ADRIAN  AT  THE  TOMB  OF  HECTOR, 

FBOM  THE  FRENCH  •. 

Tis  Adrian  hails  thee !  Son  of  Priam,  rise 
From  Death's  profound  abyss,  and  greet  the  skies« 
Not  fallen  is  Ilium !  On  lier  vaunting  foes 
A  second  Troy  has  well  aveng'd  thy  woes: 
Each  throne  before  her  victor-sons  expires. 
Thy  virtue  arms  them,  and  thy  valour  fires; 
Repine  no  more !  let  joy  illume  thy  mind : 
The*  impetuous  son  of  Thetis  haste  to  find. 
Say  that  in  dust,  dejected  now  and  base^ 
lies  his  once-haughty  Myrmidonian  race ; 
Say  that  proud  Thessaly,  his  ancient  reign. 
Of  TUT  descendants  bears  the  galling  clwin, 

*  If  I  mutakc  not,  tbe  French  itself  is  only  All  itfiitatltm  of  tomo 
Latin  lines,  which  may  ke  found  in  the edIlectiMi ofLatiJFoett^ 
In  six  Yoluraes  q^nnto.  But«  not  having  tliat  C»lkBtM^  I  caDQot 
ascertain  the  fact.  ^ 
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SONG, 


When  Love*s  auspicious  hours  preside 

We  own  a  mitigated  sway, 
While  wrapt  in  sweet  oblivion  glide 

The  pleasures  of  the  fleeting  day* 

The  mighty  task  each  sense  employs, 
Ai|d  Hope  and  fond  Remembrance  cease ; 

Shall  Rapture  muse  o'er  faded  joys  ? 
Can  Hope  a  boundless  bliss  increase? 

When  adverse  Fate  begins  to  loVr, 
And  absence  wrings  the  bleeding  heart. 

Then  Memory  reigns  in  tyrant  power^ 
Then  Hope  deluded  points  the  dart. 

The  stolen  glance,  the  troubled  tone. 
The  sudden  blush,  the  stifled  sigh, 

Glowing  with  beauties  scarce  their  own, 
Pourtra/d  in  Memory's  tablets  lie. 

The  wayward  word,  the  taunt  unkind, 
While  yet  existing  scarcely  noted. 

In  nant  shape  now  haunt  the  mind, 
TO  fmidfM  penitence  devoted* 

¥rhile  every  Hope,  whose  smiling  mien 
Was  woiit  Life's  dreary  path  to  cheer^ 

Peparting,  l^vey  the  future  scene 
Jk  dmi^  4mo]%  te  and  draar* 

Oil;,  a. 
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STANZAS 

PreioUedf  with  Cowper*9  Poems,   to  Mary  Vitcomteti 
Bernard,  on  the  day  of  her  Marriage. 


Ladt  !  were  Cowper*8  spirit  here. 
That  sainted  spfrit,  sure  'twould  breathe 

A  fervent  wish,  a  vow  sincere. 
And  twine  it  with  thy  bridal  wreath. 

lie  would  not  of  thy  goodness  tell, 
For  purest  virtue  loves  the  shade ; 

He  would  not  on  thy  features  dwell, 

For  Beauty's  short-liv'd  flower  nust  fade. 

No,  Lady !  cease  thy  modest  fears : 

More  pleas'd  his  artless  Muse  would  feel, 

To  consecrate  the  filial  tears 
That  from  thy  trembling  eyelids  steal ; 

To  cherish,  on  this  joyful  day. 
The  glistening  tribute  of  thy  heart. 

For  years  of  mild  parental  sway, 
For  cares  that  made  thee  what  thou  art* 
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Then  would  he  pray  that  white-rob'd  Truth, 
And  purest  Peace  and  Joy  serene. 

Blest  guardians  of  thy  vernal  youth. 
May  shield  thee  tbrougb  life's  various  scene. 

But  Cowper  lives  in  realms  of  li^ht 
MThere  kindred  seraphs  ceaseless  sing : 

Far  other  bands  this  wreath  unite. 
Far  other  hands  this  ofiehng  bring. 

Yet,  Lady !  wilt  thou  kindly  deign, 
^lls  all  th'  unpractisM  Muse  can  give, 

Accept  this  rudely  warbled  strain, 
And  let  it,  bound  with  Cowper,  live  ? 

These  volumes  too,  I  fondly  we^n. 
May  for  their  author's  sake  be  prized. 

When  tbine  own  hearth  shall  match  the  scene. 
By  Weston's  bard  immortalized. 

For  sure  thou  lov'st  domestic  joys. 

And  hours  of  intimate  delight. 
And  days  retir'd  from  vuli^ar  noise. 

And  converse  bland  that  cheats  the  night* 

Such  jo}s  be  thine, — be  bis, — and  still. 

In  heart  united  as  in  hands, 
Blessing  and  biess'd,  may  each  fulfil 

The  glorious  task  your  place  demands. 

ligbts  of  the  world  I  may  each  dispense 
New  lustre  through  your  ample  sphere; 

And  very  late  be  summon'd  hence. 
To  shine  through  Heaven's  eternal  year ! 
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LINES 

Occasioned  by  reading  tie  ThreaU^  fiMnaJtei  agaimi 
England^  by  Bwmaparte^  in  kk  S^eek  to  ike  Legisla* 
tiveBody,  Jvm  l6,  1811. 


«  Tb  »  tele    . 

'*  Told  b^  an  icleot»  fall  of  sound  and  fiirj» 
"  Signifying  notlihig." 

««  When  England  shall  be  eibausted ;  trben  liie  sIhiII  at  last 
<*  have  felt  the  evils  which  for  twenty  years  she  has  witk  so  ninch 
•*  cruelty  poured  upon  the  Continent;  when  half  her  families 
•*  shall  be  in  mourning,  then  shall  a  peal  of  thunder  put  an  end  to 
«  the  affairs  of  the  Peninsula, — ^tlie  destinies  of  her  armlesr— 
<•  and  avenge  Europe  and  Asia  by  finishing  thb  second  Punio 
«  war.** 


Whek  England,  exhausted  and  bent  to  the  ground| 
**  A  victim  defenceless,  at  length,  shall  be  found ; 
"  When  half  of  her  wives  and  her  mothers  deplore 
**  Their  husbands  and  sons  who  lie  weltering  in  gore} 
**  Then  forth  will  I  rush,  and  of  thunder  a  peal 
**  The  doom  of  her  armies  shall  finally  seal," 

Twas  thus,  to  the  caitiffs  disgrac'd  by  his  yokey 
With  rage  in  his  breast,  proud  Napoleon  spoke,    [datn 

And  think'st  thou.  Napoleon,  that  aught  but  dis^* 
In  our  hearts  can  be  rais'd  by  thy  threatening  strain  ? 
Those  hearts^  that  with  courage  and  honour  b^at  high. 
Thy  fury  and  impotent  menace  defy. 
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Hope  to  stop  the  brigbt  sun,  hope  to  fetter  tlie  Wttf 
But  hope  not  that  Britons  will  e'er  bow  the  knee; 
For  the  last  of  our  race  in  the  battle  would  fall^ 
Ere  bend  to  the  sway  of  a  blood-embru'd  GaiiL 

Self-appointed  Avenger  of  Europe !  relate 
What  angel  reveaFd  England's  terrible  fate  f 
Or  what  vision  prophetic  has  given  thee  to  know 
Thy  aooB^ide  of  triumph,  her  midnight  of  woe^ 
For  not  from  the  past  could  thy  wisdom  presage 
Those  events  that  lie  hid  in  Futurit/s  page. 
See,  History  blasons,  in  letters  of  mime, 
Qf  Britain  the  glory,  of  Gallia  the  shame ; 
Andy  O !  could'st  thou  blot  out  the  records  of  old. 
Where  the  deeds  of  our  ancestors  brave  are  enroU'd  j 
Still  the  thought  of  the  present  w,ould  sternly  remain. 
To  torture  thy  bosom,  and  madden  thy  brain. 

Turn  thy  gaze  to  wherever  the  vast  ocean  rolls, 
From  the  glow  of  the  Line,  to  the  frost  of  the  Poles; 
And  behold,  when  the  banner  of  Albion  waves, 
Swift  as  clouds  in  the  storm,  fly  thy  fear-stricken  slaves. 
And  call  on  the  winds,  and  the  gloom  of  the  night, 
To  speed  and  to  shelter  their  dastardly  flight : 
No  trophies  thy  squadrons  eer  hope  on  the  tide; 
To  escape  from  our  arms  all  their  prayer  and  their 
pride.  [meet 

And  claim'st  thou  the  land  ?  even  there  shalt  thou 
From  the  lords  of  the  ocean  foul  shame  and  defeat. 
See,  while  freed  Lusitania  through  all  her  wild  vales 
With  shouts  of  delight  her  deliverer  hails. 
See,  as  Vengeance  and  Wellington  closely  pursue. 
Thy  spirit-^unk  bands  to  their  prey  bid  adieu ; 
And,  nark  1  Albuera  responsive  proclaim. 
In  psans  of  praise,  victor  Beresford's  name. 
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Yet,  insolent  tyrant,  we  own  that  'tis  well 
In  sonorous  phrase  of  thy  thunder  to  tell ;  [sounds 

Since  the  tliundcr,   wc  know,  though   tremendous  it 
Can  scare  but  the  coward,  can  pierce  vf'ith  no  wound ; 
Tis  the  flash  of  the  lightening,  in  silence  that  flies, 
By  which,  in  a  moment,  the  victim  he  dies : 
Then,  still  let  us  hear  of  thy  thunder  the  peal,  ' 
And  laugh  at  the  threat  that  our  doom  it  shall  seal ; 
IVhile  unvaunting  and  noiseless  we  hurl  the  red  fire, 
And  sec  at  our  feet  all  our  foemen  expire. 
Yes,  to  Thee,  threats  and  boasting  with  scorn  we  re* 
To  vanquish  be  ours,  and  to  menace  be  thine,      [sign, 

,  R.  A.  DAVBVFORT. 
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FUGITIVE  POETRY. 


FEARS  IN  SOLITUDE. 

WritieUf  April  1798,  during  the  Alarm  ^fnn  Invasiofi. 

BY  S.  T.  COLERIDGS,    ESQ. 


A  GREEN  «nd  silent  spot  itmid  the  hills ! 
A  small  and  silent  dell  !•— O'er  stiller  place 
No  singing  sky-lark  ever  poisM  himself ! 
The  hills  are  heathy»  save  that  swelling  slope, 
lYhich  hath  a  gay  and  gorgeous  covering  od^ 
All  golden  with  the  never-bloomless  furxe. 
Which  now  blooms  most  profiisely ;  but  the  dell, 
Bath'd  by  the  mist,  is  fresh  and  delicate, 
As  vernal  corn  field,  or  the  unripe  flax. 
When  thro'  its  half-transparent  stalks,  at  eve. 
The  level  sunshine  glimmers  with  green  light* 
O  'tis  a  quiet  spirit-healing  nook. 
Which  all,  metninks,  would  love ;  but  chiefly  be^ 
The  humble  man,  who  in  his  youthful  years 
Kne\i  just  so  mvch  of  folly  as  had  made 
His  early  OMinhood  more  securely  wise : 
Here  he  roi^t  lie  on  fern  or  withered  heath, 
While  from  the  singing  iark  (that  sings  unseen 
The  minstrelsy  which  solitude  loves  best) 
An4  from  the  sun^  and  from  tlie  breezy  air, 
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Sweet  influences  trembled  o'er  his  frame; 
And  he  with  many  feelings^  many  thougntf^ 
Made  up  a  meditative  joy,  and  found 
Religious  meanings  in  the  forms  of  nature! 
And  so,  his  senses  gradually  wrapp'd 
In  a  half-sleep,  he  dreams  of  better  worlds. 
And  dreaming  hears  thee  still,  O  singing  lark! 
That  singest  like  an  angel  in  the  clouds. 

My  God !  it  is  a  melancholy  thing 
For  such  a  man,  who  would  full  fain  preserve 
His  soul  in  calmness,  yet  perforce  must  feel 
For  all  his  human  brethren, — O  my  God, 
It  is  indeed  a  melancholy  thing. 
And  weighs  upon  the  heart,  that  he  must  think 
What  uproar  and  what  strife  may  now  be  stirriD 
This  way  or  that  way  o'er  these  siletit  hills — 
Invasion,  and  the  thunder  and  the  shout, 
Arid  all  the  crash  of  onset ;  fear  and  rage 
And  undetermin'd  conflict — even  now, 
£ven  now,  perchance,  and  in  his  native  Isle, 
Carnage  and  screams  beneath  this  blessed  sun  I 
We  have  offiended,  O  my  countrymen  I 
We  have  offended  very  grievously. 
And  have  been  tyrannous.     From  east  to  west 
A  groan  of  accusation  pierces  heaven  ! 
The  wretched  plead  against  us,  multitudes 
Countless  and  vehement,  the  sons  of  God, 
Our  brethren !  like  a  cloud  that  travels  on, 
Steam'd  up  from  Cairo's  swamps  of  pestilence, 
Ev'n  so,  my  countrymen !  have  we  gone  forth 
And  borne  to  distant  tribes  slavery  and  pangs^ 
And,  deadlier  far,  our  vices,  whose  deep  taint 
With  slow  perdition  murders  the  whole  man. 
His  body  and  his  soul  I  Meaawhile,  at  home^ 


We  have  been  drinking  with  a  riotous  thirst 
Pollutions  from  the  brimming  cup  of  wealth, 
A  selfish,  lewd,  effeminated  race. 
Contemptuous  of  ail  honourable  rule. 
Yet  bartering  freedom,  and  the  poor  man's  life, 
For  gold,  as  at  a  market !  The  sweet  words 
Of  christian  promise,  words  that  even  yet 
Might  stem  destruction  were  they  wisely  preachM, 
Are  mutter'd  o'er  by  men,  whose  tones  proclaim, 
How  flat  and  wearisome  they  feel  their  trade : 
Rank  scoffers  some,  but  most  too  indolent, 
Vo  deem  them  falsehoods,  or  to  know  their  truth. 
O  blasphemous !  the  book  of  life  is  made 
A  superstitious  instrument,  on  which 
We  gabble  o'er  the  oaths  We  mean  to  break  : 
For  all  must  swear — all,  and  in  every  place. 
College  and  wharf,  council  and  justice-court. 
All,  all  must  swear,  the  briber  and  the  brib*d, 
Merchant  and  lawyer,  senator  and  priest. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  old  man,  and  the  young. 
All,  all  make  up  one  scheme  of  perjury,  « 

That  faith  doth  reel ;  the  very  name  of  God 
Sounds  like  a  juggler's  charm ;  and  bold  with  joy. 
Forth  from  his  dark  and  lonely  hiding-place 
(Portentous  sight)  the  owlet.  Atheism, 
Sailing  on  obscene  wings  athwart  the  noon, 
Drops  his  blue-fringed  lids,  and  holds  them  close. 
And  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun  in  heaven. 
Cries  out  "  Where  is  it  ?" 

Thankless  too  for  peace, 
(Peace  long  preserv'd  by  fleets  and  perilous  seas) 
Secure  from  actual  warfare,  we  have  lov'd. 
To  swell  the  war-whoop,  passionate  for  war ! 
Alas !  for  ages  ignorant  of  all 
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It's  ghastlier  workings  ((sLvatnt,  or  blue  plsgne^ 
Battle,  or  sieg^,  or  flight  thro'  wintry  snows) 
We,  this  whole  people,  have  been  clamoroiis 
For  war  and  bloodshed,  animating  sports. 
The  which  we  pay  for,  as  a  thing  to  talk  off 
Spectators  and  not  coitibatants !  no  guess 
Anticipative  of  a  wrong  unfelt^ 
No  speculation  on  contingency. 
However  dim  and  vague,  too  vague  and  dim 
To  yield  a  justifying  cause :  and  forth 
(StulF'd  out  with  big  preamble,  holy  names. 
And  adjurations  of  the  God  in  heaven) 
We  send  our  mandates  for  the  certain  death 
Of  thousands  and  ten  thousands  !  boys  and  girlsy. 
And  women  that  would  groan  to  see  a  child- 
Pull  off  an  insect's  leg,  all  read  of  war. 
The  best  amusement  for  our  morning  meal' T 
The  poor  wretch,  who  has  learnt  his  only  prayers 
From  curses,  who  knows  scarcely  wokls  enough 
To  ask  a  blessing  of  his  heavenly  Father^ 
Becomes  a  fluent  phraseman,  absolute 
And  technical  in  victories  and  defeats. 
And  all  our  dainty  terms  for  fratricide, 
Terms  which  we  trundle  smoothly  o'er  our  tongues- 
Like  mere  abstractions,  empty  sounds  to  which 
We  join  no  feeling  and  attach  no  form, 
As  if  the  soldier  died  without  a  wound; 
As  if  the  fibres  of  this  godlike  frame 
Were  gor'd  without  a  pang  :  as  if  the  wretch. 
Who  fell  in  battle  doing  bloody  deeds, 
Pass'd  ofl"  to  Heaven,  translated  and  not  kill'd  ; 
As  tho'  he  had  no  wife  to  pine  for  him. 
No  God  to  judge  him  ! — ^Therefore  evil  dayft 
Are  coming  on  us,  O  my  countrymen ! 
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And  what  if  all-aVengihg  Providencey 
Strong  tiud  retributive,  should  make  us  kno)# 
The  meaning  of  our  words^  force  us  to  feel 
l*he  desolation  and  the  agony 
Of  our  fierce  doings  f 

Spare  us  yet  awhile, 
Father  and  God !  O  spare  us  yet  awhile ! 
O  let  not  English  women  drag  their  flight 
Fainting  beneath  the  burden  of  their  babes, 
Of  the  sweet  infants,  that  but  yesterday 
Laugh'd  at  the  breast !  Sons,  brothers,  husbands,  all 
Who  ever  gaz'd  with  fondness  on  the  forms^ 
Which  grew  up  with  you  round  the  same  fire  side. 
And  all  who  ever  heard  the  sabbath  bells 
Without  the  infidel's  scorn,  make  yourselves  pure  I 
Stand  forth  !  be  men !  repel  an  impious  foe, 
Impious  and  false,  a  light  yet  cruel  race. 
That  laugh  away  all  virtue,  mingling  mirth 
With  deeds  of  murder ;  and  still  promising 
Freedom,  themselves  too  sensual  to  be  free^ 
Poisort  life's  arattiesj  and  cheat  the  heart. 
Of  Faith  and  quiet  Hope,  and  all  that  soothesr 
And  all  that  lifts  the  spirit  I  Stand  we  forth  ; 
Render  them  back  upon  th'  insulted  ocean^ 
And  let  them  toss  as  idly  on  its  waves. 
As  the  vile  sea-weeds,  which  some  mountain  blast 
Swept  from  our  shores  I  And  O !  may  we  return 
Not  with  a  drunken  triumph,  but  wiUi  fear. 
Repenting  of  the  wrongs,  with  which  we  stun^ 
So  fierce  a  foe  to  frenzy  \ 

1  have  told, 
O  Britons !  O  my  brethren !  I  have  told 
Most  bitter  truth,  but  without  bitterness^ 
Nor  deem  my  zeal  or  factious  or  mistim'd  i 
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For  never  can  true  courage  dwell  with  theihy 

IVhOy  playing  tricks  with  conscience,  dare  not  look 

At  their  own  vices.    We  have  been  too  long 

Dupes  of  a  deep  delusion !  Some,  belike. 

Groaning  with  restless  enmity,  expect 

All  change  from  change  of  constituted  power : 

As  if  a  government  had  been  a  robe. 

On  whicli  our  vice  and  wretchedness  were  taggfd 

Like  fancy-points  and  fringes,  with  the  robe 

Puird  off  at  pleasure.    Fondly  these  attach 

A  radical  causation  to  a  few 

Poor  drudges  of  chastising  Providence, 

Who  borrow  all  their  hues  and  qualities 

From  our  own  folly  and  rank  wickedness. 

Which  gave  them  birth  and  nurse  thenu    Others,  sean* 

Dote  with  a  mad  idolatry ;  and  all,  [while. 

Who  will  not  fall  before  their  images. 

And  yield  them  worship,  tJiey  arc  enemies, 

Ev'n  of  their  country  ! — Sucn  have  I  been  deem*d. 

But,  O  dear  Britain !  O  my  mother  Isle ! 

Keeds  must  thou  prove  a  name  most  dear  and  holy 

To  me,  a  son,  a  brother,  and  a  friend, 

A  husband  and  a  father !  who  revere 

All  bonds  of  natural  love,  and  find  them  all 

Within  the  limits  of  thy  rocky  shores. 

O  native  Britain  !  O  my  mother  Isle ! 

How  shouldst  thou  prove  aught  else  but  dear  and  holy 

To  me,  who  from  thy  lakes  and  mountain-hills. 

Thy  clouds,  thy  quiet  dales,  thy  rocks,  and  seas, 

Have  drunk  in  all  my  intellectual  life. 

All  sweet  sensations,  all  ennobling  thoughts, 

All  adoration  of  the  God  in  nature, 

All  lovely  and  all  honourable  things. 

Whatever  makes  this  mortal  spirit  feel 
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Tlie  joy  and  greatness  of  it's  future  bei'ng> 
Tkere  lives  nor  form  nor  feeling  in  my  soul 
U.iborrow'd  from  my  country  !  O  divine 
And  beauteous  island,  thou  hast  been  my  sole 
Afid  most  magnificent  temple,  in  the  which 
I  valk  with  awe,  and  sing  my  stately  songs. 
Loving  the  God  that  made  ihe ! — 

May  my  fears, 
Mj  filial  fears,  be  vain !  and  may  the  vaunts 
And  menace  of  the  vengeful  enemy 
Pass  like  the  gust,  that  roar'd  and  died  uway 
In  :he  distant  tree,  which  heard,  and  only  beard. 
In  this  low  dell  bow'd  not  the  delicate  grass. 
Bui  now  the  gentle  dew-fall  sends  abroad 
The  fruitlike  perfume  of  the  golden  furze : 
The  light  has  left  the  summit  of  the  hill, 
Tho*  still  a  kunny  gleam  lies  beautiful 
Asl&nt  the  ivied  beacon. — Now,  farewell, 
Farewell,  awhile,  O  soft  and  silent  spot ! 
On  :he  green  sheep-track,  up  the  heathy  hill, 
Honeward  I  wind  ray  way ;  and  lo !  recalled 
Fron  bodings  that  have  well  nigh  wearied  me, 
I  finl  myself  upon  the  brow  and  pause 
Started  !  And  after  lonely  sojourning 
In  su:h  a  quiet  and  surrounded  scene, 
This  burst  of  prospect,  here  the  shadowy  maii}^ 
Dim-iinted,  there  the  mighty  majesty 
Of  thit  huge  amphitheatre  of  rich 
And  e.my  fields,  seems  like  society, 
Conversing  with  the  mind,  and  giving  it 
A  livelier  impulse,  and  a  dance  of  thought; 
And  new,  beloved  S  i  owey  !  I  behold 
Thy  church-tower,  and  (methinks)  the  four  huge  elms 
ClustViig,  which  mark  the  mansion  of  my  friend; 
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And  close  behind  them,  bidden  from  my  view^ 

Is  my  own  lowly  cottage,  where  my  babe 

And  my  babe's  mother  dwell  in  peace !  with  ligjkt 

And  quickened  footsteps  thitherward  I  tend, 

Remembring  thee,  O  green  and  silent  dell! 

And  grateful,  thdt  by  nature's  quietness 

And  solitary  musings  all  my  heart 

Is  soften'd,  and  made  worthy  to  indulge 

Love,  and  the  thoughts  that  yearn  for  human  kmd^ 

NcthtrStomy^  April  !20,  1798^- 


ON  the;  tomb  of  ANACREON. 

FROM   TtJE  GREEK    OF    8IM0NIDES. 

Within  this  tomb,  by  death's  cold  hand  opprest 

The  Teian  poet's  mould'ring  ashes  rest ; 

For  him  the  Muses  sang,  the  Graces  strove 

In  conflict  sweet,  and  gave  his  soul  to  love. 

Now  on  the  banks  of  Acheron  reclin'd, 

One  thought  alone  with  sorrow  chills  his  mind; 

Not,  that  no  more  before  his  wondering  eyes 

The  Sun  in  solemn  majesty  will  rise ; 

Or  that  a  banish'd  wanderer  from  its  home. 

Mis  shade  is  doom'd  on  Letlie's  shores  to  roam. 

He  weeps  to  think  that  in  his  native  groves 

More  happy  suitors  woo  his  former  loves. 

Yet  still  unchanged  by  death  the  Muse's  fire 

Dwells  in  his  breast,  and  wakes  his  slumbering  lyre. 

Ret.  R.  Blavs. 
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Written  in  the  Blank  Leaves  ofSoiUhe/$  Madact 

BT  THK  LATB   AJMlfA    SBWARD* 


Rbadbr,  if  instant  tby  soul-lighted  eyes 
Perceive  the  claims  of  Genius  as  they  rise^ 
Welcome  this  noblest  effort  of  the  Ninb, 
To  deck  with  Epic  wreath  their  English  shrine; 
Since  there  they  rose,  to  emulate,  at  length* 
The  Aiantuan  sweetness,  the  Meonian  strength. 
And  our  green  vales  and  silver  shores  along 
Pour'd  'EUlcn's  grand,  imperishable  song. 

'  Again,  in  all  their  pomp,  they  strike  the  lyre. 
Rapid  and  glowing  with  primeval  fire; 
And  in  the  Cambrian's  lofty  story  twine 
Each  human  interest  with  each  grace  divine 
Of  rapt  Imagination,  when  she  soars 
From  common  Talent's  fiat  and  glimmering  shores. 
Her  lamp  to  illumine  at  that  orbit  prime 
Whose  fires  arc  quenchless  by  the  fioods  of  time. 

Thus,  for  the  glory  of  the  nineteenth  age, 
The  Epic  Mu9(e  awakes  her  sacred  rage; 
In  no  false  ornaments  her  numbers  shine^ 
The  diamonds  sparkle  genuine  from  the  mine. 
What  harmonies  our  captive  ear  engage ! 
What  living  landscapes  glow  in  every  page  I 
What  characters,  in  nature's  force  displayed. 
With  coy  discrimination's  subtlest  aid. 
On  Cimbric  regions  and  on  Indian  shores 
Call  to  the  Epic  Vbrib  the  Drama's  powers! 
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'   Mark  the  bold  thoughts  vrith  truth  and  virtue  beam. 
Shewing  what  God  shall  judge  and  Christ  redeem  i 
Th'  Asbestos  •  robe  which  the  chaste  style  arrays, 
Impassive  shield  from  envy's  lurid  blaze, 
Where  simple,  nervous,  as  in  early  time, 
Where  plaintive,  touching,  and  where  rais'd,  sublime. 
If  thou  rememberest  thro'  how  many  a  year 
Deaf  as  the  grave  was  found  the  general  ear 
To  Verse  t>  whose  fame  is  now  the  Nation's  cause. 
With  scarce  one  voice  appellant  from  her  laws ; 
How  long  the  owlish  orb  of  general  sight 
Found  mist  and  darkness  in  excessive  light ; 
If,  conscious  of  each  grandeur  and  each  grace. 
The  Poet's  sun-track  thy  clear  vision  trace ; 
If  thy  heart  throb  to  see  thy  native  land, 
The  Muses'  proudest  eminence  command  ; 
And  if  thy  spirit  o'er  such  glorious  lays 
Wait  not  for  tardy  precedents  lo  praise ; 
Then,  reader,  then  with  me,  for  Ma  doc  claim, 
With  voice  anticipant,  the  palm  of  Fame, 
And  on  each  leaf,  with  patriot  pride,  descry 
The  bursting  germs  of  Immortality. 

Such  minds,  where  never  envy's  cloud  appears. 
See  Madoc  buoyant  on  the  tide  of  years; 
Float,  like  the  song  whjch  left  the  mortal  maze 
For  scenes  "  where  Angels  tremble  while  they  gaze,'* 
And,  touch'd  alike  by  Genius'  solar  ray, 
Vanquish  oblivion  and  maintain  the  Day. 

*  Asbestos*  a  substance  which  fire  cannot  consnne. 

t  Paradise  Lest,  which  from  its  publication  in  the  author's  life- 
time, to  A ddisonV applausive  strictures  upon  it  in  the  SpectaUr, 
met  but  very  limited  and  partial  notice  from  the  public  j  while  the 
equally  beautiful  Lycidas,  Comu*,  V Allegro,  and  II  Penurato,  were  • 
not  known  at  all  till  seventy  years  after  their  first  editions  had  ap- 
peared. 
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ODE 

On  the  Death  of  King  Gtorge  IT.  and  the  Acce$thn  tf 

our  present  Sovereign  *• 

BY   F.  N.   C.   MUNDY,   ESQ. 


I. 

Ye  great,  ye  valiant,  and  ye  wise ! 

Who  fill  the  earthly  tomo; 
Death's  fairest,  richest  sacrifice, 

In  HcniVs  holy  dome ! 
Ye  8cepter\i  Fathers  of  mankind. 
Who  rul'd  your  Albion  and  refin'd  ! 
Her  Kings,  her  Friends,  who  planned,  who  bled. 
In  Freedom's  and  Britannia's  cause ; 
Who  form'd  the  nation  by  your  laws ; 
Ve  mightiest  of  ihe  dead ! 

II. 

Hark !  o'er  your  heads — the  tyrant  there 

Grim  Death  exulting  stands. 
And  now  your  mansions,  dark  and  drear, 

He  opes  with  giant  hatids. 
While  ghastly  smiles  the  griesly  Fiend, 
I  hear  your  hollow  groans  ascend-— 
Presages  sad — your  fears  are  just— 

His  arm  hath  smote  the  British  throne ; 
Heft  of  its  Lord  the  regal  crown 
Lies  sullied  in  the  dust. 

•  Printed  in  the  Oxford  Collectiea,  irOP. 
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The  Monarch  falls — in  mournful  state 

He  coroesy  the  good  and  brave ! 
His  life,  his  virtues,  yield  to  fate ; — 

His  glory  to  the  grave. 
Yet  there  be  your  obedience  paid, 
Ye  Kings,  to  his  superior  shade : 
For  well  he  rul'd  your  favourite  land; 

And  well  suppressed  her  haughty  foes ; 
Her  state  to  highest  honours  rose 
Beneath  his  forming  hand^ 

IV. 

liO,  starting  from  the  sable  shroud, 

The  awful  heroes  rise  ! 
Around  his  pale  remains  they  crowd 

With  ever-gazing  eyes. 
But  chief,  from  off  her  peaceful  bed, 
Great  Carolina  lifts  her  head, 
Awaken'd  by  the  solemn  sound.^-^ 

But  soon  her  Consort  she  descries ; 
And  soon  into  his  arms  she  flies ; 
And  calls  their  offspring  round. 

V. 

Ah  Frederick  !  he  untimely  fell 

A  victim  to  the  grave. 
Ah,  who  the  bitter  grief  can  tell 

His  fall  untimely  gave  ! 
The  monarch  meets  his  godlike  race — 
Ah,  mock  not  death  their  fond  embrace! 
In  peace  ye  holy  spirits  rest : 

Princes  who  liv'd  your  Albion's  pride. 
By  her  ye  much  lamented  died, 
By  her  ye  lov'di  carest. 
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VI. 

Who  now  with  fond  paternal  care 

Shall  guard  her  orphan  state  ? 
tVho  now  amidst  the  rage  of  war 

Maintain  her  free  and  great  f 
Who  but  the  Royal  Youth,  whose  birth 
Sprang  from  Britannia's  parent  earth  ? 
)lim  best  becomes  Britannia's  crown. 

Blest  Isle !  to  whom  auspicious  Heaven, 
Earnest  of  happy  days  !  has  given 
^  Brukswick  of  her  own. 


UPS  AND  EYES. 

Iv  Celiacs  face  a  question  did  arise^ 

Which  were  more  beautiful,  her  lips  or  eyes  ? 

**  We/'  said  the  eyes  '*  send  forth  those  pointed  darts 

Which  pierce  the  hardest  adamantine  hearts." 

**  From  us/'  replied  the  lips,  *'  proceed  those  blisses. 

Which  lovers  reap  by  kind  words  and  sweet  kisses." 

Then  wept  the  eyes ;  and  from  their  springs  did  pour 

Of  liquid  oriental  pearl  a  shower : 

Whereat  the  lips,  roov'd  with  delight  and  pleasure, 

Through  a  sweet  smile  unlock'd  their  pearly  treasure ; 

And  bade  Love  judge^  whether  did  add  more  grace, 

VVeeping  or  smiling  pearls  to  Celia's  face. 

J.  s. 
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TO  SLEEP. 


FROH  TBS  If  ALIAir   07  7RACA8T0R0. 


With  the  pale  poppy*s  nodding  flower 

These  sable  violets  I  braid,  . 

And  for  ray  fair  who  asks  thine  aid, 
Thy  healing  balm,  O  Sleep  implore! 
For  ah  !  her  bright  eyes  fade  by  grief  opprest. 
And  thou  alone,  O  Sleep,  canst  charm  her  cares  to  re»t« 

Soft  soothing  Sleep,  secure  relief 
Of  every  labour,  every  grief; 
Repose  of  all  the  peopled  earth ; 
To  thee,  in  Lethe's  shades,  gave  birth 
The  Night,  and  taught  thee  how  to  bless 
Mortals  with  long  forgetfulness. 
Thy  wings  of  shadowy  gloom  diffuse 
On  all  around  their  balmy  dews. 
And  fan  to  peace  and  bland  repose 
The  haggard  family  of  woes* 
Calm  on  old  ocean's  placid  breast. 
Thou  sooth'st  the  finny  train  to  rest ; 
And  deep  amidst  the  forest  glade 
Still'st  the  wild  tenants  of  the  shade ; 
All  nature  feels  thy  fostering  care, 
All  own  thy  bounteous  gifts — all  but  my  drooping  fair!  . 

w.  &• 
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LINES 

Written  hy  a  Oentknum  during  a  long  Confifiement  in 
Farisi  and  addressed  to  his  San,  only  Four  Years  of 
Age,  'who  had  lost  his  Mother  a  feto  Months  cfter  hu 
Birth. 

Imitated  vkom  the  frekch  bt  helek  ma&ia 

williams. 


My  child  !  and  must  I  far  from  thed 
The  hateful  load  of  life  sustain  ? 

Each  day,  a  lingering  ^e  to  me, 
Augments  thy  captive  father's  paifl^ 

Thy  sportive  hand,  my  babe,  undreW 
Each  morn  the  curtains  of  my  b^d ; 

And  every  care  my  bosom  knew, 
At  eve  in  thy  endearments  fled. 

Now  here  enchainM,  my  soul's  delight  I 
In  vain  for  thee  at  mom  I  call ; 
^  tJnblest,  my  infant,  by  thy  sight, 
The  gloomy  shades  of  evening  fall. 

Thine  arms  around  my  neck,  we  rove 
No  more  thro'  flowery  paths  of  bliss. 

Where,  with  the  warblings  of  the  grove. 
How  sweetly  blends  thy  frequent  kiss ! 


X 


Oft  when  the  chenshM  dream  of  night 
Has  plac'd  thee  on  my  yearning  breast, 

The  clanking  fetter  puts  to  flight 
The  ipaage  that  my  soul  care»M.    * 

VoLrVii.  R 
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I  ^aw  in  beauty^s  e^ly  bloom 

Thy  tender  mother  yield  her  breftth. 

For  theo  I  liv'd — for  thee  my  doom 
I  mourn,  of  exile,  or  of  death. 

Alas,  in  exile  what  despair ! 

These  eyes  no  more  my  child  shall  see ! 
In  death  what  pangs — unless  I  bear 

Thy  mother  one  embrace  from  thee  ! 


EPITAPH 

f  OR  THE  TOMB  OF  HSUOPORA. 
FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  MELEAOER» 

To  thee  these  tears  I  pour,  beloved  shade, 
Their  tender  eloouence  my  grief  may  prove. 

And  when  they  bathe  the  tomb  where  thou  art  lald^ 
Their  broken  torrents  may  record  our  love. 

Then  mourn  !  O  hapless  Meleager,  mourn 

The  death  of  thy  lov'd  fair  (ah  !  thine  no  more) 

Who  from  thy  longing  arms  by  fate  is  torn 
And  sent  a  wanderer  to  the  Stygian  shore. 

Alas  !  where  is  my  flower  ? — Lo  !  mouldering  there^ 
Pluck'd  from  its  stem,  it  fades  to  dust  away. 

But  oh  !  kind  earth,  receive  it  to  thy  care, 
And  gently  in  thy  breast  my  treasure  lay. 

REV.   a.  BtAlTD* 


U3 
HORACE  IN  LONDON  *• 

BOOK  I.  ODE  I. 
Mceceruu  atavis  edite  regibus,  4*^' 

TO  JOHH    BVLL|  ESQ* 


Dread  sir!  half  human,  half  divine^ 
Descended  from  a  lengthened  line. 

Of  heroes  fam'd  in  story— 
Of  Ocean,  undisputed  lord. ; 
Of  Europe  and  her  recreant  hordr^ 
The  **  riddle,  jest,  and  glory." 

What  various  sports  attract  your  sons ! 
Some  to  Hyde  Park  escape  from  DanS| 

In  Curricle  or  Tandem  : 
In  dusty  clouds  envelop'd  quite. 
Like  Jove,  who,  from  Olympus'  heighti 

Hurls  thunderbolts  at  random. 

One  draws  his  gold  from  Lombard-street, 
And  'mongst  the  Barons  buys  a  seat ; 

The  Lord  knows  why  or  wherefore  I 
Another,  give  him  rural  sports. 
And  crowded  cities,  splendid  courtSi 

He  not  a  jot  will  care  for. 

*  These  elegant  and  witty  imitations  fint  appeared  in 
Monthly  Blirror. 

r2 


The  merchant,  baulk'd  by  Boreas,.  rent» 
His  idle  anger,  and  laments 

Some  luckless  speculation ; 
Of  ease  and  Clapham  common  talks. 
But  soon  on  Gresham's  murmuring  walk» 

Resumes  his  daily  station. 

This  makes  the  jolly  God  his  thcme^ 
In  claret  drowns  Aurora's  beam, 

And  ribts  with  the  friskers : 
That  a  dragoon,  delights  in  war, 
And  clatters,  thoughtless  of  Mama, 

In  high-heeled  boots  and  whisjiers* 

The  hunter  quits  his  bed  at  fire, 
The  fox  or  timorous  deer  to  drive, 

Down  precipices  horrid, 
And  carried  home,  returning  late» 
A  trophy  for  his  amorous  mate, 

The  antlers  on  his  forehead  I 

Me  toil  and  ease  alternate  share, 
Books  and  the  converse  of  the  fair,. 

(To  see  is  to  adore  'em) 
With  these,  and  London  for  my  home^ 
I  envy  not  the  joys  of  Rome, 

The  Circus  or  the  Forum  ! 

If  you  grsat  sir,,  will  deign  to  vote 
For  Horace,  in  his  London  coat, 

Nor  check  my  classic  fury ; 
My  lofty  head,  whene'er  I  sit 
To  judge  a  now  play  in  the  pit. 

Shall  touch  the  dome  of  Drury^ 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON- 
BOOK  L  ODE  IIL 

8Itt  WILLIAM  CUHTIS'S   YACHT. 

Sk  ie  Dwa  potens  Cypri^  dfCm 


Dear  Venus  quit  Idalia's  lavrn. 
In  Cyprian  c;ar  by  turtles  drawn. 
At  Neptune's  sea-green  footstool  fawji. 

And  make  him,  witty  nUly^ 
Sweet  oil  upon  the  waters  pour, 
And  thus  the  venturous  yacht  restore. 
That  carried  off  from  Thanefs  shore, 

My  soul's  best  half — sir  billy« 

He  surely  view'd  in  looking  glass, 
A  nose  of  copper,  cheek  of  brass, 
Who  thus  in  feeble  y4icht  could  pass 

Within  the  range  of  cannons : 
When  hostile  squadrons  beat  the  hoof, 
And  citizens  won't  keep  aloof, 
A  pair  of  pantaloons  bomb  proof, 

I  reckon  sine  qud  nom. 

That  hardy  mortal  knows  not  fear. 
Who  ventures  out  from  Ramsgate  Pier^ 
Afxd  jBA  the  Gallic'clifis  draw  near, 

a3 
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With  careless  eye  looks  at  *em— 
But  bolder  he,  himself  who  coops 
Jn  his  own  little  bark,  nor  stoops, 
To  heed  the  quizzing  of  the  troops. 

Led  by  the  £arl  df  Chatham. 

In  vain  shall  Neptune's  prudent  tide» 

Old  Kent  from  ricardy  divide, 

Sir  William's  boat  in  painted  pride. 

Has  made  their  shores  embrace* 
His  bosom  fraught  with  conquering  zest,  * 
Has  half  the  continent  imprest,' 
All  Hungary  below  his  breast. 

And  Flushing  in  his  face. 

What  wonders  all  the  papers  fill ! 
With  rockets  now  the  foe  we  kill. 
We  burrow  under  Highgate  HiU^ 

Each  day  outdoes  the  other* 
See  thro'  Pall  Matt  each  lovely  lass. 
By  night  illuminated  pass, 
While  WiNSOR  lights  with  flames  of  gas 

Home  to  King*9'place'm~h\%  mother. 

In  parachute  by  way  of  change. 
With  Qamerin  in  air  we  range 
Surpassing  all  the  wonders  strange. 

That  e'er  Munchausen  told  us. 
Great  Jupiter !  for  mercy's  sake. 
Me  to  a  cooler  planet  take, 
For  at  this  rate  we  soon  shall  make 

The  world  too  hot  to  hold  us ! 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 


BOOK  L  ODE  v. 


Qm  muUdgtdcUii  tepuerm  roid,  4^ 


SaT,  Lucy,  what  enamour'd  sparki 
Now  sports  thee  tbro^  the  gazing  park. 

In  new  barouche  or  tandem ; 
And,  as  infatuation  leads. 
Permits  his  reason  and  his  steeds 

To  run  their  course  at  random* 

Fond  youthj  those  bmids  of  ebon  hair^ 
Which,  to  a  face  already  fkir^ 

Impart  a  lustre  fairer ; 
Those  locks  which  now  invite  tolove^ 
Soon  unconfin'df  and  Mse  shaU  pr6¥e^ 

And  changeful  a&  the  wearer, 

Unpractis'd  in  a  womanf^  gmle. 

Thou  think'st,  perchante,  ker  halcyon  smile 

Portends  unruffled  <|uiet : 
That,  ever  charming,  fond,  and  mild. 
No  wanton  thoughts,  or  passions  wild, 

Within  her  soul  can  riot, 

u4 
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Alas !  how  often  shalt  thou  mourn, 
(If  nymphs  like  her,  so  soon  forsworn, 
.3e  worth  a  moment's  trouble,)  . 
)low  quickly  own,  with  sad  surprise, 
The  paradise  that  bless'd  thine  eyes. 
Was  painted  on  a  bubble* 

In  her  accommodating  creed, 
A  Lord  will  always  supersede 

A  Commoner's  embraces ;         •   ^ 
His  Lordship's  love  contents  the  &ir. 
Until  enabled  to  ensnare 

A  nobler  prize — ^his  (srrace's. 

Unhappy  are  the  youths  who  gaze. 
Who  feel  her  beaut/s  maddening  blaze, 

And  trust  to  what  she  utters ! 
For  me,  by  sad  fxperienoe  wise. 
At  rosy  cheeks  and  sparkling  eyes^ 

My  heart  no  longer  flutters, 

Chamber'd  in  Albany,  I  view 
On  every  side  a  jovial  crew 

Of  Benedictine  neighbours ; 
I  sip  my  claret,  read  the  news, 
I  own  no  mistress  but  the  Muse, 

And  she  repays  my  labours. 

And  should  some  brat  her  love  bespe&k» 
(Tho'  illegitimate  and  weak 

As  these  unpolished  verses ;) 
A  father's  joys  shall  still  be  mine. 
Without  the  fear  of  parish 'fine, 

JBills,  beadles,  quacks,  or  nunes. 
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WALCHEREN  EXPEDITION; 

OBf  THE  ENGLISHMAN'S  LAMENT  FOR  THE  LOSS  OF 

HIS  COUNTRYMEN. 


L 

Ye  brave,  enduring  Englishmen, 
Who  dash  thro'  fire  and  flood, 
And  spend  with  equal  thoughtlessness 

Your  money  and  your  blood, 
J  sing  of  that  black  season, 
Which  all  true  hearts  deplore, 
When  ye  lay, 
Night  and  day, 
Upon  Wakheren's  swampy  shore, 

IL 

'Twas  in  the  summer's  sunshine 

Your  mighty  host  set  sail 
With  valour  in  each  longing  heart 

And  vigour  in  the  gale ; 
The  Frenchman  dropped  his  laughter^ 
The  Fleming's  thoughts  grew  sore. 
As  ye  came 
In  your  fame 
To  the  dark  and  swampy  shore* 

IIL 

But  foul  delays  encompassed  ye 
More  dang  rous  than  the  foe, 

As  Antwerp's  town  and  it's  guarded  fleet 
Too  well  for  Britons  know  \ 
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One  spot  alone  ye  conc|uer'd 
Wita  hosts  unknown  of  yore ; 
And  your  might 
Day  and  night, 
Lay  still  on  the  swampy  shore. 

In  vain  yout  dauntless  mtfriners 

Mourn'd  ev'ry  moment  lost. 
In  vain  your  soldiers  threw  their  eyev 

In  flame  to  the  hostile  coast; 
The  fire  of  gallant  aspects 
Was  doomM  to  be  no  more^ 
And  your  fame 
Sunk  with  shame 
In  the  dark  and  swampy  sliore* 

Ye  died  not  in  the  triumphing 
Of  the  battle-shaken  flood. 
Ye  died  not  on  the  charging  field 
In  the  mingle  of  brave  bloody 
But  'twas  in  wasting  fevers 
For  full  three  months  and  more» 
Britons  born, 
Pierc'd  with  scorn. 
Lay  at  rot  on  the  swampy  shore* 

No  ship  came  o'er  to  bring  relief, 

No  orders  came  to  save ; 
But  Death  stood  there  and  never  stirred. 

Still  counting  for  the  grave. 
They  lay  down,  and  they  lingerM, 
And  died  with  feelings  sore, 
And  the  waves 
Pierc'd  their  graves 
Thro'  the  dark  and  swampy  shore. 
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VIL 

Ob  England  !  Oh  my  Countrymen ! 

Ye  ne'er  shall  thrive  again 
Till  freed  from  Councils  obstinate 

Of  mercenary  men : 
So  toll  for  the  six  thousand 
Whose  miseries  are  o'er, 
Where  the  deep. 
To  their  sleep, 
Bemoans  on  the  swampy  shore* 

Leigh  Hukt,  Esq. 


SONG. 


And  would'st  thou  with  insidious  art 
My  darling  friend  destroy, 

And  rob  her  unsuspecting  heart 
Of  all  its  little  joy. 

A  hapless  orphan  maid  is  she, 

Just  caught  in  love's  sweet  thrall, 

And  fondly  thinks  she  views  in  thee 
Her  father,  mother,  all. 

No,  Henry,  scorn  the  coward  aim, 
Tis  fraught  with  dire  disgrace; 

Ah,  who  could  seek  to  brand  with  shame. 
My  Mary's  lovely  face. 

A  holier  flame  should  fire  thy  breast. 

And  purer  wishes  move, 
When  she  prefers  thee  to  the  rest, 

Who  best  deserves  thy  love* 

Mahonm 
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ODE. 

From  the  German  of  Count  Stolbergf  hy  the  late 

J.  S,  Esq. 

THE    APPARITION. 

Reclined  I  lay  on  grassy  bed. 

Spring  scatter'd  odours  o'er  my  head  : 
On  her  alone  I  mus'd,  who  of  my  soul, 
Alike  by  day  and  night,  fills  and  inspires  the  whole* 

The  falling  beam,  dew-dropping  skies. 

And  lulling  zephyrs  clos'd  my  eyes, 
Just  as  the  spangled  evening  'gan  appear, 
And  Philomela's  notes  died  on  my  slumbering  ear; 

*  When,  lo !  a  form,  celestial  bright, 

In  vision  broke  upon  my  sight : 
The  gleam  of  Hesp'rus  in  her  eye  I  view'd. 
Her  heav'nly  smihng  lips  exhal  d  beatitude* 

Like  waves,  by  Vesper  tinged  with  gold. 

Her  robe,  with  many  a  rosy  fold, 
Flow'd  o'er  her  limbs,  light.gliding  o'er  the  ground. 
While  clouds  of  fragrance  shed  ambrosia  all  around* 

"  Thou  knews't  me  once,"  with  accent  mild, 

She  said,  while  every  feature  smiled; 
^'Thou  knew'st  me  once,''  the  heavenly  form  pursued, 
And  with  a  nectar-drop  my  trembling  lips  bedew'd* 
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**  Joy  is  my  name,  with  endless  flower, 
**  In  realms  immortal  blooms  my  bower  ; 
**  Yet  stoops  my  pinion  ev'n  to  earth  below, 
**  And  with  my  nectar-drops  I  sweeten  mortal  woe;.' 

*'  I  love  thee ;  come,  to  me  devote 
*'  Thy  beating  heart,  thy  trembling  note: 
**  Oh  !  cpme,  and  banish  her,  who  of  thy  soul, 
**  Alike  by  day  and  night,  fills  and  inspires  the  whofe.*^ 

^*  Goddess  !  I  cried,  the  mortal  race 

**  Incessant  sigh  to  sec  thy  face, 
**  In  thee  immprlals  find  their  highest  bliss ; 
**  I  love  thee  too ;  but  oh  I  spare  if  I  judge  amiss* 

**  Lo !  to  attend  thee  I  forbear : 

**  Yet  spare*  the  mortal,  Laura  spare : 
*^  How  can  I  banish  her,  who  of  my  soul, 
**  Alike  by  day  and  night,  ftlh  and  inspires  the  whole  l*^ 

As  lightning  quick  she  fled,  and  I 

Awdke  as  quick:  my  heart  beat  high ; 
Yet  still  it  beat  for  her,  who  of  my  soul. 
Alike  by  day  and  night,  fills  and  inspires  the  whole* 


EPIGRAM. 


ON  A  SAILOR  WHO  WAS  THROWK  ON  THE  KECf  OF 

HIS   HORSE. 

Spectator,  cease  your  cruel  glee. 

From  taunting  jests  refrain ; 
Sure,  'tis  no  wond'rous  thing  to  see 

A  Sailor  on  the  numt  I 
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ODE  TO  LUDLOW  CASTLE. 

Proud  pile  that  rear'st  thy  hoaiy  head^ 
In  ruin  vast,  in  silence  dread^ 

O'er  Teme's  luxuriant  vale. 
Thy  moss-grown  halls,  thy  precincts  drear. 
To  musing  Fancy's  pensive  ear 

Unfold  a  varied  tale. 

When  terror  stalked  the  prostrate  land 
With  savage  Cambria's  ruthless  band. 

Beneath  thy  frozen  shade, 
Mixed  with  the  grazers  of  the  plain. 
The  plundered,  helpless,  peasant  train^ 

In  sacred  ward  were  laid. 

From  yon  hieh  tower  the  archer  drew 
With  steady  hand  the  stubborn  yew. 

While,  fierce  in  martial  state. 
The  mailed  host  in  long  array. 
With  crested  helms  and  banners  gay. 

Burst  from  the  thundering  gate. 

In  happier  times^  how  brightly  blazed 
The  hearth  with  ponderous  billets  raised. 

How  rung  the  vaulted  halls. 
When  smoak'd  the  feast,  when  care  was  drown'd^ 
When  songs  and  social  glee  went  round, 

Where  now  the  ivy  crawls. 

Tis  past !  the  marcher's  princely  court. 
The  strength  of  war,  the  gay  resort, 

In  mouldering  silence  sleeps ; 
And  o'er  the  solitary  scene, 
WhiU  nature  hangs  her  garlands  green. 

Neglected  Memory  weeps. 


5i55 

The  Muse  too  weeps : — in  hallowed  hour 
Here  sacred  Mikon  ownM  her  pow'r. 

And  woke  to  nobler  song ; 
The  wizard's  baffled  wiles  essayed. 
Here  first  the  pure  majestic  niaid 

Subdued  th'  enraptured  throng  ^* 

But  8ee{  beneath  yon  shattered  roof 
What  mouldy  cavern,  sun-beam  proof, 

'  With  mouth  infectious  yawns  ? 
O !  sight  of  dread !  O !  ruthless  doomi 
On  that  deep  dungeon's  solid  gloom 
Nor  Ivope  npr  day<^light  dawns* 

Yet  there,  at  midnight's  sleepless  hour, 
While  boisterous  revels  shook  the  tower, 

Bedew'd  with  damps  forlorn, 
The  warrior  captive  press'd  the  stones. 
And  lonely  breathed  unheeded  moans, 

Despttiring  of  the  morn* 

That  too  is  past — unsparing  Time, 
Stern  miner  of  the  tower  sublime. 

Its  nighi  of  ages  broke, 
Freedom  and  peace  with  radiant  smila 
Now  carol  o'er  the  dungeon  vile 

Thnt  cumb'rous  ruins  choak. 

Proud  relic  of  the  mighty  dead ! 

Be  mine  with  shudd'ring  awe  to  tread 

Thy  roofless,  weedy  hall, 
And  mark,  with  Fancy  s  kindling  eye, 
The  steel-clad  ages  gliding  by 

Thy  feudal  pomp  recall. 

*  Comus  was  first  reptesenCed  ia  a  ball  of  Ludlow  Castle,  by 
the  ctuldien  of  the  £vi  of  Bridgwater,  then  Lord  Warden. 
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Peace  to  thy  stern  heroic  age  ! 
No  stroke  of  wild  unhallow'd  rage. 

Assail  thy  tott'ring  form  !-^ 
We  love,  when  smiles  returning  day. 
In  cloudy  distance  to  survey 

The  remnant  of  the  storm. 
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IMITATION  OF  THE  ITAIIAN  SONG. 

.  "  In  quel  visofurbarelloJ^ 

In  that  roguish  face  one  seesr 
All  her  sex's  wkcheries : 
Playful  sweetness,  cold  disdain— 
Ev'ry  thing  to  turn  one's  brain« 

Sparkling  from  expressive  eyes, 
Heaving  in  affected  sighs, 
Sure  destruction  still  we  find- 
Still  we  lose  our  peace  of  mind ! 

Touch'd  by  her  half-trembling  hanci. 
Can  the  coldest  heart  withstand. 
While  we  dread  the  starting  tear,    , 
And  the  tender  accents  hear  ? 

Numberless  are,  sure,  the  ways 
That  she  fascinates  our  gaze : 
Magic  arts  her  pow'r  improve— 
Witcheries  that  wait  on  Love !  '    "^ 
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CUPID  AND  PSYCHE: 

A  Mythological  Tale^from  the  Golden  Ass  ofApukius, 

BT    MR.   GURNET.  • 

Jll     II    I       I  '       III' 

A  rvMALE  relation  of  the  Author's  having  seen  a  manuscript 
version  of  the  Story  of  Cupxp  and  Psrotis,  meqtioned  it  to  him  as 
a  subject  peculiarly  susceptible  of  poetical  embellishnient»  and  re- 
commended hira  to  attempt  it. — He  at  one  time  thought  of  giviug 
an  analysis  of  the  fable,  but  finding  that  each  commentator  ex- 
plained almost  every  subordinate  circumstance  in  a  different  man- 
ner,  he  resolved  to  decline  the  task.    It  may,  however*  be  proper 
to  remark,  that  in  the  main  point  they  all  agree ;   and  when  we 
consider  that  Apulbius  was  a  Platonist  and  a  Mystic,  and  that  he 
is  perpetually  recurring  to  the  rites  and  cabbala  of  the  many  re« 
ligious  fraternities  into  which  he  had  been  initiated,  we  can  scarce- 
ly doubt,  that,  by  the  adventures  and  marriage  of  Cupid  and 
PsTCBB,  he  meant  to  typify  after  various  trials   and  probations', 
the  final  union  of  the  soul  of  man  to  Divine  Love  in  a  state  of 
immortality  :  although  it  must  at  the  same  time  be  confessed,  that 
he  throws  no  small  obscurity  over  his  allegory,  by  substituting  the 
person  and  attributes  of  Cupid  the  son  of  Venus,  for  those  of 
the  elder  Cupid,  bom  of  the  egg  of  Night,  and  coeval  with  Chaos. 
The  story  runs  through  the  fourth,  fifth,  and  sixtli  Books  of  the 
RoMAV CB  of  the  GoLDBN  Ass,  and  Is  told  by  an  old  woman  to  a 
captive  lady  in  a  cave  of  robbers. 

I. 

O  STAY  those  tears !  the  beldam  cries, 
111  dreams  good  fortunes  oft  forerun. 

Like  clouds  which  skirt  the  morning  skies, 
But  melt  before  the  noon-day  sun* 

Chase  from  thy  soul  this  idle  grief, 
And  let  my  words  thine  ear  engage ; 

Thy  fears  perchance  may  find  relief, 
E'en  from  the  garrulous  tales  of  age. 
YOL.  vit.  s 


Z5B 

IL 

Once  stateTy  reignM  a  king  and  queen^ 
As-  bards  of  other  times  have  told^ 

The  happiest  that  vrere  ever  seen 
To  flourish  in  the  days  of  old. 

'  Three  daughters  bless'd  their  nuptial  bed  p 
Two  daughters  exquisitely  fair^ 
Who  many  a  fond  youth  captive  led. 
Made  many  a  hapless  youth  despair* 

The  youngest — but  no  tongue  so  warm 
Though  matchless  eloquence  be  given^ 

May  dare  pourtray  her  finished  form, 
The  *  prodigality  of  heaven !' 

Say,  to  delight  the  wondering  earth, 
Does  she  amongst  us  mortals  roam, 

Who  from  the  blue  deep  took  her  birth,. 
Her  nurture  from  the  sparkling  foam  ? 

O'er  her  warm  cheek's  vermilion  dye, 

Waves,  lightly  waves,  her  dark-brown  hair 
Bright  as  the  winter  star  her  eye, 

Yet  peaceful  as  the  summer  air- 
No  one  to  Paphos  takes  his  way, 

Cnidos,  Cythera,  charm  no  more ;: 
No  throngs,  with  votive  chaplets  gay,. 

The  immortal  Venus  now  adore. 

Her  temples  all  in  ruin  lie. 

Her  altars  cold,,  to  dust  resigned-. 

Her  withering  garlands  fl^,  and  fly, 
And  rustle  m  the  hollow  wind. 

Whilst  on  the  mortal  maid  they  shower 
The  incense  they  to  her  should  bring. 

And  offer  to  this  fairest  flower 
The  fairest  flow'rets  of  the  spring.. 
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Prom  isles  afar,  from  distant  lands, 
Unnumb^r^d  votaries  press  around^ 

And  view  entrancM  with  clasped  handsj 
Celestial  footsteps  print  the  ground. 

To  her  young  girls  their  wishes  breathe^ 
Commend  the  fond  youth  to  her  care ) 

Bind  round  her  brows'  the  rosy  wreath, 
And  sigh  to  her  the  ardent  prayer. 

III. 

Can  then  Devotion's  sainted  glow. 
By  Heaven's  creating  hand  impress^d^ 

(A  moon  to  gild  the  nights  of  woe^ 
A  sunbeam  in  the  days  of  rest) 

For  changeful  Fancy's  glittering  sway. 
Quit  stedfast  Reason's  chaste  control. 

The  will,  with  meteor  gleams,  betray. 
And  guide,  with  dubious  light,  the  soul  t 

Yet,  if  the  weak  erratic  mind 

Pour  forth  to  living  beauty  warm* 

The  unutterable  praise  assigned 
Alone  to  thine  etherial  form^ 

Parent  of  tlatUre!  nUrse  of  joy  ! 

From  whom  the  elements  arise^ 
Thou  to  whom  Ida's  shepherd  boy 

Adjudged  aright  the  golden  prize^ 

O,  Venus  !  will  thy  better  part. 
Unbounded  love,  incline  to  spare 

Or  female  envy  taint  thy  heaft. 
And  plant  the  Fiend  of  Vengeafice  there  t 

And  shall  the  rays  of  life's  fair  mom^ 
Prove  but  the  lightning  flash  of  &te  ? 

And  shall  they  wake  the  smile  of  scom^ 
O't  ihall  they  move  the  scowl  of  hate  f  « 

S3  ' 
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Venus  has  callM  her  winged  chiM, 

And  with  malignant  pleasure  laugh'dn 
That  boy  who  lawless,  wicked,  wild, 
At  random  aims  the  flaming  shaft ; 

Him,  who  9II  deeds  of  darkness  owns. 
Who  breaks  so  oft  the  nuptial  tye. 

And,  whilst  his  luckless  victim  groans. 
On  careless  pinions  flutters  by* — 

The  dangerous  Power,  to  Pstcub's  bower 

She  with  vindictiTC  fury  led. 
And  bade  him  thus  his  vengeance  shower 

On  the  detested  virgin's  head  :<^- 

**  By  a  mother^s  sacred  name, 
**  By  thine  arrows  tipp'd  with  flame, 
**  By  thy  joys  which  often  borrow 
<<  Of  Despair  most  bitter  sorrow, 

Make  thy  parent's  rival  knoyr 

Unimaginable  woe  ! 

May  her  youth's  unequallM  bloom 
**  Unrequited  love  consume, 
"  For  some  wretch  of  abject  birth» 
^  Wandering  outcast  of  the  earth ; 
"  Be  for  him  her  fond  heart  torn, 
*'  May  e'en  he  her  torments  scorn, 
*'-  That  all  womankind  may  see 
"  What  it  is  to  injure  me. 
"  Make  thy  parent's  rival  know, 
*'  Unimaginable  woe !" 

Then  kiss'd  her  son,  and  fleet  as  wind 

She  seeks  old  Ocear's  dark-green  cave»«i«* 

Her  ivory  feet  with  roses  twin*d 

Brush  lightly  o'er  the  trembling  waves^ 
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IV. 

Young  Psyche  still  more  beauteous  grows. 
Ah,  not  unconscious  of  her  charms  } 

Yet  no  one  plucks  this  opening  rose. 
She  takes  no  suitor  to  her  arms* 

EsLch  sister  shines  a  regal  bride. 
In  sweet  connubial  union  blessM ; 

Each  moves  conspicuous  in  the  pride 
Of  sccpter'd  state  and  erminM  vest* 

But  Psyche  owns  no  lawful  lord^ 
She  walks  a  goddess  from  above ; 

All  saw,  all  praised,  and  all  adored. 
But  no  one  ever  dar'd  to  love. 

Yet  half  formM  wishes  still  will  ply 
With  feverish  dreams  the  unpractisM  mind| 

When,  *  the  clos'd  eye,  unknowing  why/ 
Its  wonted  slumbers  fails  to  find. 

Though  the  blank  heart  no  passion  owns. 

Some  soft  ideas  will  intrude. 
And  the  sick  girl  in  silence  moans 

Her  dull  unvaried  solitude ! 

V. 

Her  father  sees  his  darling's  grief, 
Suspects  the  jealous  wrath  of  heaven, 

Hopes  from  the  Oracle  relief. 
And  asks  the  fate  the  Gods  had  given. 

**  On  the  mountain  summit  laid 
*'  In  her  grave-clothes  be  the  maid. 
**  Never  shall  thine  eyes  behold 
**  Son-inrlaw  of  mortal  mould ; 
*^  But  a  monster  girt  with  wings, 
**  Fierceii  uf  ci:eiUed 
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**  Scattering  flames  his  hours  enploying, 
*'  Heaven  alike  and  earth  annoying: 
**  Him  the  dread  decrees  of  fate 
'      **  Destine  for  thy  daughter's  mate/' 

Graceful  his  silver  tresses  flow-^ 
He  does  not  rend  his  hoary  hair, 

He  utters  not  the  shriek  of  woe. 
Nor  vents,  the  curses  of  despair ; 

He  does  not  wring  his  aged  hands. 
No  tear-drop  fills  his  frozen  eye } 

But  as  a  statue  fixM  he  stands 
In  speechtesSi  senseless  agony ! 

VI. 

There  is  a  stern  and  hateful  power 

Who  flies  from  Pleasure's  wish'd  embrace. 

But  lingers  in  Affliction's  bower. 
And  tracks  her  with  a  lover's  pace. 

A  scythe  he  for  a  sceptre  bears. 

O'er  earth's  vast  charnel  stalks  sublime, 

Compass'd  by  ministering  cares, 
And  loathing  mortals  call  him  Time. 

He  now  leads  on  the  joyless  morn. 
Mantling  in  clouds  the  low'ring  skies, 

When  from  her  parents  must  be  torn 
The  victim  of  the  Destinies. 

Loud  wailings  fill  the  troubled  air. 
Cold  tremors  every  heart  assail. 

And  the  low  murmurs  of  despair 
Ride  sullen  on  the  hollow  gale* 

Onward  the  sad  procession  goes  : 

Do  wedding  guests  then  creep  so  skw  ? 

Say*  is  it  from  &e  bridemaid  flows 
The  long  aod  sable  stole  of  woe  I 


S63 

AtkI  who  are  they,  yiho,  rob'd  in  white. 
Their  black  funereal  torches  -wave. 

Which  shed  around  such  pale  blue  light. 
As  issues  from  the  dead  man's  grave  ^ 

They  are  the  bridal  train — ^yet  mark. 
They  enrol  loud  with  tuneful  breath : 

*Tis  not  the  song  of  marriage — hark ! 
They  slowly  chant  the  dirge  of  Death* 

The  mountain's  utmost  height  they  gain^ 
fThey  pour  the  agonizing  prayer; 

For  soon  the  melancholy  train 
Mmst  leave  the  sad  devoted  fair. 

Yet  Psyche  chides  the  tears  that  fall. 
E'en  in  her  shroud  overmasters  fear. 

Wraps  round  her  beauteous  limbs  the  pall« 
ABd  dauntless  mounts  the  bridal  bier. 

VIL 

O  Sleep  !  sweet  friend  of  humankind^ 
Whose  magic  chains  all  joy  to  wear. 

Who,  fioother  of  the  afflicted  mind, 
Strew'st  roees  on  the  bed  of  care ; 

Thou  BOW  o'er  Pstche's  fluttering  soul 
Benignly  shedst  thine  opiate  charms; 

Spell-bound  she  owns  thy  mild  control 
Soft  cradled  in  thy  downy  arms. 

Till  wafted  on  his  winnowing  wings 
To  a  fair  vale's  sequestered  bowers. 

Zephyr  the  unconscious  maiden  brings^ 
Aod  lays  her  on  a  couch  of  flowers^ 

84 
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VIII. 

She  wakes^p-and  to  her  glad  survey 
Rise  round  her,  high  o'er<^arching  trees. 

Whose  branches  gemm'd  with  blossoms  gay. 
Throw  perfumes  to  the  lingering  breeze. 

And,  shaded  from  the  noon*tide  beam, 
There  slowly,  slowly  curling  roU'd 

Its  silvery  waves  a  lucent  stream 
O'er  sands  of  granulated  gold. 

And  in  the  centre  of  the  wood, 

Not  such  as  kings  inhabit  here,  * 

A  vast  and  tower-flank'd  palace  stood, 
Nor  such  as  mortal  hands  could  rear* 

Of  ivory  was  the  fretted  roof, 

On  solden  columns  proudly  rais'd, 

And  silver  carvings  massy  proof 
The  walls  of  ebony  cmblaz'd. 

Round  lustres  wreaths  of  diamonds  iix^d 
Their  prismy  rays  profusely  pour, 

And  amethysts  with  emeralds  mix'd 
Inlay  the  tesselated  floor. 

While  thus  the  startled  stranger  greet. 
Within  no  earthly  form  confin  d. 

Voices,  as  distant  music  sweet. 
That  floats  upon  the  evening  wind  : 

"  Lull  to  rest  this  causeless  fear ; 

"  Psyche!  thou  art  mistress  here. 

**  Happy  beyond  human  measure, 

'^  Slake  thy  thirsting  soul  in  pleasure; 

"  Slaves  to  thy  majestic  lover, 

<<  Air-form'd  sprites  around  thee  hover, 

(<  Ever  for  thy  bidding  stay, 

<<  Instant  thy  commands  obey/' 
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—And  ere  the  lingering  word  is  said. 
Quick  as  the  lightning  glance  of  thought. 

With  sumptuous  fare  the  banquet's  spread. 
By  her  aerial  servants  brought. 

And  flute,  and  harp,  and  voice,  to  fill 
The  choral  harmony  unite,  .   "^ 

And  make  each  raptur'd  nerve  to  thrill 
And  vibrate  with  intense  delight. 

Swiftly  the  happy  hours  are  fled ! 

For  night  invites  her  to  repose, 
And  on  the  silk-embroider'd  bed 

Her  wearied  frame  the  virgin  throws* 

Now  Darkness  o'er  the  silent  sphere 
Her  raven-tinctur'd  reign  assumes-— 

She  stops  her  breath,  she  chills  to  hear 
The  rustling  so«nd  of  fluttering  plumes* 

All  hush'd  around — no  friend  beside—* 
Her  heart  beats  high  with  new  alarms  ! 

w^The  dreaded  husband  claims  his  bride. 
And  folds  her  in  his  eager  arms ! 

Yet  while  thick  shades  are  o'er  them  spread, 
(How  hard  that  lovely  couch  to  scorn !) 

Soft-gliding  from  the  nuptial  bed. 
He  flies  before  the  golden  mom. 

While  viewless  harps  incessant  ring 

To  greet  her  on  her  bridal  day. 
And  viewless  minstrels  gaily  sing 

The  Hymeneal  roundelay. 

And  aye  when  Eve  in  grateful  hour 
Sheds  odours  from  her  dewy  wings,  • 

f  he  Unknown  seeks  his  mystic  bower. 
And  to  the  expectant  fair-one  springs: 
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f  n  frantic  passion*8  giddy  whirl 
Past,  quickly  past,  his  transient  stay. 

He  still  eludes  the  curious  girl. 
And  steals  unseen,  uufelti  away  ; 

Ere  from  the  bosom  of  the  Night 
Young  Twilight  scents  the  matin  air. 

And  ia  her  gray  vest  rises  light 

Spangled  with  gems  her  musky  hair. 

IX. 

Though  circling  o'er,  the  laughins  hours 
In  still-increasing  raptures  roll^. 

Oft  gleams  the  path  besprent  with  flowers 
With  tints  too  dear,  too  bright  to  hold ! 

Thus^eaks  the  Invisible,  and  sighs, 
And  clasps  her  in  his  warm  embrace. 

While  the  large  tear-drops  from  his  eyes 
Fall  frequent  on  her  burning  face : 

**  Life  of  ray  beating  heart !  o'er  thee 
''  Impending  danger  scowls :  beware ! 

**  With  anxious  soul  I  shuddering  see 
**  The  cruel  Fates  their  lures  prepare. 

**  Soon  shall  thy  sisters  seek  thee  near, 
^'  Lament  thee  lost  with  piercing  wail, 

**  And  thou  each  well-known  voice  shalt  hear 
'^  With  piteous  accents  load  the  gale. 

"  Then,  though  thy  very  «oul  will  yearn 
"  To  bid  thy  messengers  convey 

**  The  wish'd-for  visitantiT;  Otum! 

'*  Turn  from  their  plaints  thine  ear  away. 

^'  If  nature's  feelingst^onquer  still, 

'*  And  thou  must  wayward  tempt  thy  fate, 

^  Thou  kpows't,  obedient  to  thy  will, 
^*  What  mystic  menials  round  thee  wait* 
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^  Yet,  as  thou'dst  shun  eternal  bale, 
'*  Or  never-ceasing  misery  dread, 

'*  Our  dark  mysterious  union  veil 
**  In  the  deep  silence  of  the  dead. 

**  For  these  the  truths  the  Fates  unfold : 
**  We  in  these  bowers  may  ever  dwell, 

**  If  mortal  eye  shall  ne'er  hehold 

'^  This  form,  nor  tongue  my  secrets  tcU. 

**  While  from  our  glad  embrace  will  rise^ 
**  Pure  from  all  taint  of  earthly  leaven, 

''  An  infant  inmate  of  the  skies, 
**  The  fairest  of  the  host  of  heaven. 

**  Then  spare  thyself,  thy  husband  spare, 
**  And  spare  thy  child,  as  yet  unborn ; 

**  Dash  not  the  dark  clouds  of  despair 
**  Upon  the  ruddy  hues  of  morn/' 

X. 

Gaily  we  launch  our  little  bark. 
The  sun-beams  on  the  waters  play. 

While  close  behind  the  ravenous  shark 
Expecting  waits  his  destin'd  prey. 

We  sail  along  the  whirlpool's  brink, 

Unheeding  join  the  song  of  glee, 
But  ah !  too  late  aghast  we  shrink. 

When  whelm'd  ^neath  the  treacherous  sea. 

PsTCRE  hat  heard  the  warning  strain-*- 

Resistless  wishes  restless  spring. 
She  slights  the  strain,  and  bids  her  train 

Of  swift-wing'd  sprites  her  sisters  bring. 

Her  childhood's  friends  she  joys  to  meet. 
No  shade  of  danger  here  can  find: 

Though  mingled  in  communion  sweet. 
They  cannot  sound  the  viewless  mind. 


268 

Lock'd  in  bier  ever-faithful  breast^ 
Her  secret  all  discovery  braves, 

Safe  as  the  orient  pearl,  will  rest. 
Beneath  unfathomable  waves. 

**  And  who  is  he  whose  natal  star 
*'  With  such  unrivall'd  splendor  shineti 

**  Whose  countless  stores  exceed  so  far 
**  All  India's inexhausted  mines!" 

<<  O !  'tis  a  youth  whose  ruddy  cheek 
"  Vies  with  the  mom's  vermilion  die, 

^  Or  emulates  the  clouds  that  streak 
'^  With  crimson  tints  the  evening  sky. 

^  And  mantled  he  in  lively  green 
**  Up  the  high  mountain  joys  to  ''go, 

**  Or  in  the  wild-wood  chase  is  seen 
**  The  foremost  with  his  silver  bow." 

Homeward  the  sisters  now  return, 

Their  bosoms  charged  witli  deadly  hate. 

And  with  excessive  envy  burn, 
And  curse  their  own  inferior  fate. 

XI. 

Exulting  Psyche  bids  again 

The  obedient  sprites  her  sisters  bear ; 
Bome  by  the  ministering  train. 

Again  arrive  the  baleful  pair* 

"  And  who  is  he  whose  natal  star 
"  With  such  unrivaird  splendor  shines, 

"  Whose  countless  stores  exceed  so  far 
"  All  India's  inexhausted  mines?" 

"  O!  be  is  one  unbroke  by  care, 
"  The  rose  of  beauty  lingers  yet, 

•*  Though  here  and  there  a  hoary  hair 
^*  Gleams  silvery  'midst  his  locks  of  jet. 


u 


269 

«•  Cease,  cease  those  fables/'  swif^  replied 
One  sister  with  unfeeling  scorn, 

And  '^  cease  thy  tales,  the  other  cried, 
"  Nor  strive  to  hide  thy  state  forlorn  * 

**  Still  ever  erring  from  the  truth. 

Thy  childish  tongue  deceitful  ran — 
Thy  husband  neither  glows  with  youth. 
Nor  the  gray  honors  boasts  of  man ; 

**  He  wears  no  human  form — we  know 
'*  Unerring  are  the  words  of  heaven  ; 

^'  And  of  all  humankind  the  foe 
**  Thee  for  a  mate  the  Gods  have  given* 

"  We  know  him  well — then  wherefore  hide 
"  From  thy  dear  sisters'  love  thy  care, 

**  Nor  to  our  kindred  breasts  confide 

"  The  ills  that  thou  art  doom'd  to  bear  V' 

Then  as  they  wipe  the  artful  tear, 
Loud  oil  the  pitying  Gods  they  ca11» 

Till  sooth 'd  by  love,  or  urg'd  by  fear, 
The  trembling  Psyche  tells  them  all. 

"  We  knew  it  well ! — nay  do  not  start," 
Each  base  malignant  fury  cried, 

•*  We  know,  unhappy  girl !  thou  art 
**  A  vast  and  venom'd  serpent's  bride. 

*^  We  learnt  it  from  the  neighbouring  hinds, 
"  Who  every  night  his  form  survey, 

**  As  through  yon  crystal  stream  he  winds 
**  In  slimy  folds  his  sinuous  way* 

Or  as  at  day-break  he  along 
^'  In  many  a  spiral  volume  traib. 
And  vibrates  quick  his  forky  tongue, 
**  And  glitters  in  his  bumish'd  scales. 
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• 

**  Y«8  !  though  with  heaven's  own  transports  warm 

**  Thy  soul  in  boundless  rapture  swims, 
''  Soon,  coil'd  around  thy  slender  form, 

^  He'll  writhing  crush  thy  mangled  limbs  V 

Thus  the  hysena  speaks  and  weeps — 

Cold  damps  on  Psyche's  forehead  starts 

Her  tingling  flesh  with  horror  creeps, 
The  lifi^blood  curdling  in  her  heart. 

All  ghastly  pale  her  beauteous  cheek, 
She  throws  her  moonstruck  ga2e  around. 

Utters  a  feeble,  faultering  shriek^ 
And  senseless  sinks  upon  the  ground. 

Then  as  some  parch'd  and  withering  flower 

Reviving  sucks  the  evening  dew, 
To  bide  the  insufferable  power 

Of  the  meridian  sun  anew  ; 

So  when  the  Unknown's  distracted  wifo 

Recovers  her  unwelcome  breath, 
She  only  hails  returning  life 

To  shudder  at  approaching  death* 

XII. 

The  sisters  still  their  schemes  pursue. 

Their  vengeance  ripens  in  the  bud, 
And  thus  they  lyge  her  to  imbrue 

Her  weak  and  iniiocent  hands  in  blood* 

^  Cut  thou  the  knot  the  Fates  have  tied. 
Nor  let  dismay  thine  efforts  damp, 
But  in  the  figur'd  tapestry  hide, 
'*  To  guide  thy  stroke,  this  faithful  lamp. 

^  And  take  this  dagger  keen  and  bright, 
'*  And  when  his  eyes  are  clos'd  in  rest, 

**  Directed  by  the  friendly  light, . 
**  Deep  plunge  it  in  the  monster's  breast.*^< 


471 

Thou  wbt)  in  love's  soft  dreams  bast  felt, 
Whiki  envying  Gods  were  hovering  near^ 

Thy  soul  in  sweet  delirium  melt, 
Say,  canst  thou  slay  thy  lover  dear? 

And  canst  thou  spread  thy  murderous  UA\» 
For  him  thy  soul's  best  joy  of  late? 

Ah  me !  her  sickening  heart  recoils, 
Disgusted  from  her  viperous  mate* 

XIIL 

Her  mantle  o'er  them  Darkness  throws, 
On  the  Unknown  soft  languors  creep, 

IVho  leaves  his  false  one  to  repose. 
And  sinks  into  the  arms  of  Sleep. 

Now  trembling,  now  distracted ;  bold, 
And  now  irresolute  she  seems ; 

The  blue  lamp  glimmers  in  her  hold. 
And  in  her  hand  the  dagger  gleams. 

Prepared  to  strike  she  verges  near. 

The  blue  light  glimmering  from  above. 

The  HIDEOUS  SIGHT  expects  with  fear, 
—And  gazes  on  the  GOD  OF  LOVE. 

Not  such  a  young  and  frolic  child 
As  poets  feign,  or  sculptors  plan ; 

No,  no,  she  sees,  with  transport  wild, 
Eternal  beauty  veil'd  in  man. 

His  cheek's  ingrain'd  carnation  glow'd 
Like  rubies  on  a  bed  of  pearls. 

And  down  his  ivory  shoulders  flow'd 
In  clustering  braids  his  golden  curls* 

Soft  as  the  cygnet's  down  his  wings ; 

And  as  the  falling  snow*flake  fair. 
Each  light  elastic  feather  springs, 

And  dances  in  the  balmy  air. 
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Ihe  pure  and  vital  stream  he  breathes,  c 
Makes  e'en  the  lamp  shine  doubly  bright. 

Which  its  gay  flame  enamour'd  wreathes, 
And  gleams  with  scintillating  light. 

There  loosely  strung  that  bow  was  hung, 
Whose  twanging  cord  Immortals  fear, 

And  on  the  floor  his  quiver  flung, 
Lay  stor'd  with  many  an  arrow,  ntar, 

Grasp'd  in  her  sacrilegious  hands. 
She  with  the  arrows  play'd,  aud  laugliM<-« 

The  crimson  on  her  finger  stands, 
She's  wounded  by  the  poison'd  shaft ! 

The  red  blood  riots  in  her  veins. 
Her  feverish  pulses  wildly  beat, 

Whilst  every  waken'd  fibre  strains 
And  throbs  with  palpitating  heat. 

With  eyes,  where  sparkling  rapture  swims, 
She  contemplates  his  sleeping  grace, 

Hang^s  fondly  o'er  hiswell-turn'd  limbs. 
And  joins  to  his  her  fervid  face* 

But  as  her  views  intent  to  foil, 
Or  as  that  form  it  long'd  to  kiss, 

Dropt  from  the  lamp  the  burning  oil, 
Arous'd  him  from  his  dreams  of  bliss.  . 

Sudden  loud  thunders  shake  the  skies, 
The  enchanted  palace  sinks  around, 

And  sanguine-streaming  fires  arise, 

Meteorous  from  the  trembling  ground. 

And  swift  as  when  in  fury  hurls 
Jove's  red  right  arm  the  forky  light, 

The  wounded  Godhead  eddying  whirls 
Into  the  heaven  of  heavens  his  flight. 
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XIV. 

Iti  vapoury  twilight  damp  and  chill 
.  The  languid  star  fades  pale  away^ 
Th«  high  peak  of  the  distant  hill 
Is  gilded  by  the  gleams  of  day. 

And  who  is  that  distracted  fair 

Reclin'd  beneath  yon  spreading  yew, 

Swoln  are  her  eyes>  her  dark  brown  haif 
Is  pearly  with  the  morning  dew } 

Her  spring  of  life  now  seems  to  flag^ 

In  wild  delirium  now  she  raves-— 
Of  see !  from  that  o'erjutting  crag 

She  plunges  in  the  foaming  waves ! 

But  h«  who  o'er  the  stream  presides 

The  frantic  girl  in  pity  bore, 
Upheay'd  on  his  slow-rolling  tides> 

In  safety  to  the  opposing  shore. 

There  in  a  bower  with  wood-moss  linM^ 
With  violets  blue,  and  cowslips  gay^ 

Old  Pan,  by  C anna's  side  rectin'd^ 
Sung  many  jA  rustic  roundelay. 

While  wandering  from  his  heedless  eyes, 

His  white  goats  cropt  the  neighbouring  brakes 

The  God  in  this  unfashioned  guise 
With  no  ungentle  feelings  spake : 

**  Sweet  girl  though  rural  is  the  air 
**  That  I  the  kingof  shepherds  wear, 
''As  assayed  silver,  tried,  and  sage, 
''  And  prudent  are  the  words  of  age* 
''  Then  list,  O  list^  sweet  girl,  to  me  I 
**  For  with  divining  power  I  see, 
.  ''  Both  from  thy  often-reeling  pace, 
''  And  from  thy  pale  and  haggard  face^ 
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**  And  from  thy  deep  and  frequent  srghr 
"  While  grief  hangs  heavy  on  thine  eye, 
"  That  all  the  ills  thour^t  doom'd  to  prove^ 
"  Are  judgments  of  the  God  of  Lote. — 
**'  Then  list,  O  list,  sweet  girl,  to  me, 
"  Seek  not  hy  death  thy  soul  to  free, 
**  But  cast  thy  cares  thy  griefs  away, 
^  To  Cupid  without  ceasing  pray, 
"  And  soon  that  soft  luxurious  boy 
**  Will  tune  anew  thy  miad  to  joy. 

The  shipmaa  seeks  his  native  yaks. 

He's  come  afar  from  o'er  the  sea. 
He  longs  to  tell  his  wond'rous  tales 

Of  dangers  on  the  stormy  lee* 

He'll  tell  the  wonder-stirring  tales 
To  those  dear  friemls  he  left  behind-^ 

Ah  me!  withiti  his  native  vales 

His  sickening  soul  no  friend  can  find* 

Thus  Psyche  to  one  sister  goes. 

That  sister's  vital  spark  is  fled  : 
To  meet  the  other  next  she  rose. 

But  she  is  number'^d  with  the  dead» 

And  she  will  seek  her  father's  state. 

And  there  her  parents'  blessings 
Press'^d  by  the  heavy  hand  of  fate, 

They  too  rest  peaceful  in  the  grave ! 

XVL 

And  now  the  milk-white  Albatross, 

To  Venus  who  in  Ocean  laves 
Circled  with  Sea-nymphs,  scuds  across 

On  oary  wings  the  rippling  waves^ 
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*^  Gre&t  queen/^  the  feathered  chatterer  said^ 
**  KDOw'st  thou  not  what  thy  hopeful  son^ 

**  Enamoured  of  a  worthless  maid, 
**  Has  in  his  amorous  folly  done  ? 

**  He  sighs  not  for  celestial  charms^ 
**  No  Grace,  no  Goddess  is  his  flame^ 

*'  But  woos  a  mortal  to  his  arms, 
'^  And  PsTCHE  is  the  damsel's  nam^. 

''  E'en  now  impatient  of  his  woe, 
'*  Wounded  he  seeks  thy  courts  ahovei 

"  By  the  just  fates  condemn'd  to  know 
"  The  inflicted  pangs  of  faithless  love/' 

Venits  then  calls  her  doves,  and  soon 
With  quick  step  mounts  her  golden  cafj 

ArchM  inwards  like  the  waning  moon, 
And  brilliant  as  the  morning  star« 

Around  her  sparrows  chirping  play, 
Exulting  strain  their  little  throats, 

And  all  the  warblers  of  the  spray 
Pour  sweetly  their  mellifluous  notes* 

She  cuts  the  clouds,  she  skims  the  heaveHi 
Till,  reached  the  palace  of  the  sky. 

Her  fanciful  behest  is  given 
To  the  wing'd  herald  MERCifaf . 

**  Take  thou  this  volume  in  thy  hand 
**  With  Psyche's  history  marked,  and  name, 

"  And  thus  in  every  clime  and  land, 
**  And  every  state  aloud  proclaim-^ 

''  If  any  man  shall  seize  and  bring 
"  The  flying  daughter  of  a  king, 
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"  Handmaid  of  Venus,  or  will  tell 

"  Where  Psyche  now  concealed  may  dwell, 

**  Let  him  to  Murtia  straight  repair, 

"  Make  the  much-wish'd  discovery  there, 

'*  And  Cytherea,  queen  of  charms, 

*•  Sole  sovereign  of  extatic  blisses, 

''  Will  clasp  him  in  her  grateful  arms,  • 

**  And  greet  him  with  seven  fervid  kisses !'' 

XVII. 

Now  four  long  tedious  moons  are  spent. 

She  hears  no  tidings  of  her  lord', 
Yet  still  her  wandering  steps  are  bent 

In  search  of  him  hi>r  soul  adorM* 

She  pray'd  at  Ceres'  corn-wreath'd  shrine, 
And  Juno's  altar  decked  with  flowers; 

But  sternly  bound  by  pact  divine. 
No  succour  lend  the  pitying  Powers* 

Till  wearied  with  unnumber'd  woes. 

And  render'd  valiant  b^ despair. 
She  to  the  Murtian  temple  goes — - 

Perchance  her  true  love  tarries  there. 

O,  turn  thee  from  the  perilous  way ! 

Ah  !  wherefore  work  thine  own  annoy  f 
Yon  priestess.  Custom,  marks  her  prey. 

And  eyes  tlwe  with  malignant  joy  [ 

Instant  she  on  her  victim  springs. 

She  mocks  the  unavailing  prayer, 
Furious  htr  withered  hand  enrings. 

And  drags  her  by  her  flowing  hair. 

Then  laughing  Venus  bids  with  speed, 

Her  handmaids  on  the  pavement  throw 
Of  all  the  flowering  plants  the  seed 
That  in  the  Hesperian  gardens  blow. 
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And  she  must  each  assort  before 

The  dewfall  shall  the  damp  grass  stecp^ 

While  sentry  at  the  chamber  door 
SoLiciTUBB  and  Sorrow  keep. 

A  little  ant  the  mandate  beard, 

The  oppressive  mandate  with  disdain; 

For  e'en  the  weakest  'tis  averr'd 
Will  on  the  oppressor  turn  again. 

And  insect  myriads  never  ceas'd 

Their  labors  till  the  setting  sun, 
When  Venus,  rising  from  the  feast. 

With  wonder  saw  the  hard  task  done» 

XVIII. 

Now  rose,  in  glory  rose,  the  morn. 

And  Venus  bids  her  captive  go 
To  yon  fair  stream,  whose  currents,  borne 

In  circling  eddies,  babbling  flow. 

"  There  grazing  the  wild  flock,"  she  cried, 
''  With  golden  fleecer  shalt  thou  see, 

^  Then  from  the  bright  ram's  shaggy  side, 
**  The  precious  wool  bring  back  to  me." 

Trembling  she  goes— she  gazes  round, — 
Say  whence  that  heavenly  voice  proceeds, 

That  like  the  soft  flute's  mellow  sound 

Breathes  sweetly  through  the  whispering  reeds  f 

"  Fierce  while  glares  the  noon-day  sun, 
*'  Thou  the  dread  adventure  shun, 
**  While  the  ram  his  rival  scorns 
**  Furious  with  his  jutting  horns; 
*'  But  beneath  yon  plane-tree's  shade, 
''  Jn  concealment  be  thou  laid, 
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*^  Till  the  eve-star,  pale  and  fair, 
*^  Glimmers  through  the  misty  air } 
**  Then  in  safety  may'st  thou  pull 
*^  From  his  fleece  the  golden  wool." 

Yet  though  this  labour  she  performs, 
No  grace  with  Venus  can  she  find. 

Her  stony  heart  no  pity  warms. 
Another  trial  waits  behind. 

XIX, 

<'  Down  from  that  cloud-capt  mountain's  brow, 
*^  A  never-ceasing  cataract  pours, 

**  Whose  feathery  surges  dash  below 
**  In  thunder  on  the  Stygian  shores  ; 

'*  Thou  on  the  dangerous  brink  must  standi 
*^  And  dip  this  goblet  in  the  spring: 

*^  Descending  then  with  steady  hand 
*'  The  black  transparent  crystal  bring." 

Nimbly  the  mountain  steep  she'd  climb. 
But  thence  impervious  rocks  arise, 

"Whose  awful  foreheads  frown  sublime, 
And  lift  their  bold  crags  to  the  skies. 

While  horrid  voices  howl  around, 

"  Fly  !  swiftly  fly !"— «  Forbear,  forbear  !*• 
Vast  stones,  with  heart-appalling  sound. 

Are  hurl'd  into  the  groaning  air. 

And  on  the  right  and  on  the  left,   . 

Four  ever-watchful  dragons  fly, 
Flame-breathing  through  each  diz2y  cleft, 

Their  long  and  flexile  necks  they  ply. 

Though  beauty's  queen  mo  pity  feels, 

The  bold  rapacious  bird  of  Joys 
His  succour  to  the  afflicted  deals, 

In  reverence  to  the  Qod  of  Love. 
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He  sees  her  Uasted  hopes  expire. 
He  leaves  the  liquid  fields  of  lighip 

And  whirling  round  in  many  a  gyre 
Majestic  wings  his  rapid  iight. 

High  o'er  the  dragons  see  him  tower^ 
Up^darting  through  the  aeure  air  ! 

And  high  above  the  stony  shower 
The  bowl  his  crooked  talons  bear. 

Now  to  the  grateful  maid  he  brings 
The  sparkling  waters  bright  and  clear« 

Then  spreads  again  his  ample  wings, 
And  soaring  quits  this  nether  sphere. 

XX- 

Can  Beauty  no  compassion  know  f 

Sure  Mercy  must  her  brigbt  beams  dart. 

And  piercing  through  those  hills  of  snow. 
Melt  e'en  the  adamantine  heart ! 

Ah  no]  by  Vekus'  stem  command 
Psyche  to  PaosERpiNs  is  sped : 

Shivering  she  seeks  the  dreary  land. 
The  suo'lesfi  mansions  of  the  dead* 

The  unopen'd  casket  she  must  bring. 
Whose  weak  and  fragile  sides  entomb 

From  beauty's  uncreated  spring 
The  essence  of  eternal  bloom. 

Fearful  and  sad  she  journe/d  on. 

While  silence  nil'd  the  midnight  hour. 

To  where  the  unsteady  moon- beam  shone 
Reflected  from  a  ruin'd  tower. 

And  thence  she  heard  these  warning  notes, 
Caroll'd  as  clear  as  clear  might  be, 

Sweet  as  the  mermaid's  lay  that  floats 
Melodious  on  the  charmed  sea« 
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**  Sunk  her  spirit,  whelmM  in  woe, 

•*  Does  the  royal  captive  go  ? 

*^  Does  her  heart,  oppress  d  with  dread, 

^'  Shudder  to  approach  the  dead  ? 

"  Where  the  cavern  yawns  around^ 

*^  Enter  there  the  dark  profound  : 

^*  Soon  thy  path  a  crippled  ass, 

**  By  a  cripple  led,  shall  pass, 

**  Fainting  they  beneath  their  task— ^ 

*^  He  assistance  oft  will  ask, 

**  But  in  these  infernal  lands 

^'  Touch  not  with  unhallowed  hands, 

**  Cautious  thou  without  delay, 

**  Onwj^rd,  onward,  speed  thy  way! 

**  In  old  Charon's  creaking  boat, 

^^  O'er  the  dead  stream  thou  must  float  I 

"  There  the  livid  corse  thpu'lt  see 

'^  Stretch  his  blue-swoln  hand  %o.  thee, 

"  Frown  thou  on  his  suit  severe, 

"  Mercy  were  destruction  here ! 

"  See  those  crones  that  on  the  left 

**  Weave  the  many-colour'd  weft, 

**  See  them,  how  they  this  way  wend 

**  Asking  thee  thy  aid  to  lend, 

*^  But  in  these  infernal  lands 

'*  Touch  not  with  unhallowM  hands, 

'^  Cautious  thou,  without  delay 

"  Onward,  onward,  speed  thy  way! 

"  Dipt  the  sop  in  Hydromel 

"  Charm  the  three-neck'd  dog  of  Hell ; 

"  Then  from  her  imperial  seat 

Thee  the  shadowy  queen  shall  greet, 
Shall  for  thee  the  feast  prepare— 
^^  Thou  that  feast  refuse  to  share| 
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^^  But  upon  the  pavement  spread 

^  Take  the  black  and  mouldy  bread — 

*^  By  the  queen  soon  set  at  large, 

**  Back  now  bear  thy  precious  charge : 

**  Over  all,  thy  curious  mind 

**  In  the  chains  of  prudence  bind, 

^*  Nor  the  strict  command  infringe^ 

*'  Move  not  thou  the  golden  hinge  I 

**  Gladsome  then  without  delay 

*'  Ouwardy  onward^  speed  thy  way !" 

XXI. 

^^he  has  seen  the  secrets  of  the  deep. 
And  through  overwhelming  horrors  past. 

How  her  recovering  pulses  leap. 

To  hail  the  day-star's  gleams  at  last ! 

^*  Do  I  then  bear  eternal  bloom 
**  Alone  to  make  my  tyrant  shine  ? 

''  Say,  rather  l«t  its  tints  illume 

'*  These  wan  and  woe-worn  cheeks  of  mine; 

^'  Whilst  I  will  revel  in  the  rays 
"  Of  beauty  in  the  casket  hid  ;** 

Alas !  no  beam  of  beauty  plays 
Delightful  from  the  lifted  lid ! 

But  from  the  empty  casket  sprang 
Of  Stygian  fogs  the  baleful  breath. 

And  o'er  her  quivering  members  hang 
The  damp  unwholesome  dews  of  Death. 

Pale,  pale,  on  earth's  green  lap  she  sleeps, 
No  perfum'd  breeze  those  lips  inhale, 

As  o'er  her  fluttering  vestment  sweeps 
jn  fitful  bli^ts  the  moaning  gale. 


Cold,  cold  is  now  that  lovely  breast, 
And  sunk  that  cheek  of  late  so  fair^ 

Yet  tranquil  peace  remains  imprest. 
Celestial  sweetness  lingers  there  i 

Ill-fated  maid  !  no  sorrowing  friend 

Shall  steep  thy  herse  in  true-love  showers. 

Thy  corse  with  duteous  care  shall  tend. 
Or  strew  thy  grav«  with  opening  flowers* 

No  songster  o'er  thy  dewy  mound 
For  thee  shall  trill  the  plaintive  lay. 

But  the  dark  vulture  hovering  round 

With  broad  lining  shade  his  purposed  prey  ! 

XXIL 

The  fields  of  nature  to  deform 

Not  always  drives  the  furious  blast, 

And  shall  misfortune's  moral  storm 
'Gainst  meek  endurance  ever  last  ? 

No,  though  unnumbered  ills  assail, 
Though  man  behold  no  succour  nigh. 

Though  with  the  frailest  of  the  frail, 
Presumption  tempt  the  prying  eye ; 

Yet,  if  the  germ  of  virtue  live, 

Let  constant  Faith  her  sufferings  brave  ; 
Goodness  is  powerful  to  forgive, 

And  Heaven  omnipotent  to  save* 

Though  gathering  clouds  life's  closing  hours 
With  dark  distressful  fears  annoy. 

Love  points  to  Mercy's  radiant  bowers. 
Where  Truth  triumphant  dwells  with  Joy. 

Cupid,  with  downcast,  humbled  mien. 
Has  to  the  Thunderer  breath'd  his^are« 

The  Almighty  Father  smil'd  serene. 
And  granted  his  adorer's  prayer* 
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Now  flies  he  to  his  lost  one's  aid, 
He  gently  rais'd  her  falling  head. 

With  his  bright  arrow  touch'd  the  maid. 
And  rous*d  her  from  her  cheerless  bed. 

He  animates  anew  her  charms. 

Warm  o'er  her  breathes  the  light  of  love, 
Then  bears  her  in  hi&  circling  arms, 

And  stands  before  the  throne  of  Jove* 

But  on  the  Sovereign  of  the  skies 
What  fleshly  optics  dare  to  gaze  ? 

And  Psyche  with  averted  eyes 

Shrinks  trembling  from  the  excessive  blage : 

Till,  Hebe  raising  to  her  lips 

The  ambrosial  Goblet  foaming  high, 

Wrapt  in  extatic  trance  she  sips 
The  fount  of  Immortalitt  ! 

Purpled  with  roses  dance  the  Hours, 
The  Graces  scattering  odours  play» 

And  crown'd  with  never-fading  flowers 
The  Muses  hymn  the  jocund  lay. 

And  onwards  up  the  etherial  arch 
Glad  Hymen  leads  the  festive  train, 

As  o'er  the  rainbow's  hues  they  march. 
And  links  them  in  his  golden  chain. 

While  soon  to  bless  the  fieiithful  pair ; 

With  eye  of  laughter,  soul  of  flame^ 
Burst  into  life  a  daughter  fair, 

And  PLEASURE  was  the  infant* s  namt. 

Norwich,  1799. 
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THE  ROSE. 

BT    T.  jrOBLE* 

AUTHOR  OF  BLACKHEATH,  A  PO£M»  &c 


O  DO  not  pluck  yon  blooming  rose^*^ 

(Amelia  fondly  cried) 
How  full  its  opening  fragrance  blows  t 

It  is  the  garden's  pride. 

The  deep,  soft,  blush  of  morning  beams 

Hath  just  so  rich  a  hue : 
Such  is  the  tint,  when  ev'ning  gleams. 

Purpling  the  pendant  dew* 

Such  are  the  ruddy  streaks  of  light, 

That  in  the  north  arise, 
Shoot  their  full  crimson  o'er  the  night. 

And  glow  across  the  skies. 

Go,  view  my  rose  what  time  the  day 

The  silent  dawn  receives ; 
V^hat  pearls  dart  back  the  kindling  ray. 

Quick  trickling  o'er  its  leaves. 

Its  leaves  a  tender  freshness  breathe, 

Soft  steamy  scent  aspires ; 
And,  flushed,  the  silvery  show'r  beneath. 

Glance  forth  the  rubied  fires. 
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Go,  view  my  rose,  what  time  the  noon 

Pours  forth  its  radiant  calm ; 
Wide  on  the  panting  air  is  strewn. 

My  rose's  fragrant  balm. 

The  fervid  zephyrs  faintly  die, 

Scarce  trembling  through  the  bowV; 

While,  languidly,  yon  butterfly 
Droops  on  my  fav'rite  flower : 

Slowly  each  silkenr  van  expands, 

Gemm'd  with  the  tinted  light ; 
Now  spread,  now  closed,  he  wavering  stands,- 

Then  fluttering,  wings  his  flight. 

Go,  view  my  rose,  what  time  the  shades 

Of  Evening  wide  prevail. 
How  far  it^s  breath  perfumes  the  glades 

On  each  reviving  gale. 

Bright  o'er  its  low  inclining  head, 

A  livelier  blush  is  seen ; 
It's  mossy  tendrils  curving  spread, 

A  bow'r  of  humid  green. 

And  then  the  bee  hums  fondly  near. 

And  doth  each  note  prolong ; 
As  if  my  rose  could,  conscious,  hear 

The  soothing  of  his  song. 

Then  do  not  pluck  my  lovely  rose ! 

(Amelia  sweetly  cries) 
Pluck'd — mom,  nor  noon,  nor  eve  it  knows,- 

But  withers,  fades,  and  dies. 

Then  do  not — do  not  pluck  my  flow'r. 
Morn,  noon,  and  ev'ning  priz'd  ; 

Pluck'd — it  would  die  in  one  short  hour, 
Be  trod  on  and  despis'd. 
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SONG. 


What  painter's  happy  art  can  trace 
The  varying  magic  of  thy  face  ? 
Now  gay  as  vernal  mom's  first  rise, 
'Mid  thousand  blooms  and  melodies; 
Now  mild  as  Autumn's  evening  gleam, 
Reflected  from  some  quiet  stream ; 
How  far  thy  charms  all  charms  outshine. 
Incomparable  Lady  mine  *  ! 

0  Nancy,  how  forlorn  he  lives 
Who  tastes  no  joy  that  woman  gives  ; 
Can  toils  of  state  or  din  of  arms. 
Compensate  woman's  absent  charms  ? 
Can  all  the  blandishments  of  pow'r 
Equal  the  sweet  domeflic  hour — 
The  hour  that  gives  thee  best  to  shine, 
Incomparable  Lady  mine ! 

When  rosy  cheek  and  and  azure  eye 
First  heavM  my  bosom  with  a  sigh, 

1  wanton'd  'mongst  a  syren  train, 
Whose  promised  transport  still  was  pain. 
O  hallow'd  be  the  happy  day 

That  tore  me  from  their  wiles  away. 
And  fix'd  me  ever,  ever  thine, 
Incomparable  Lady  mine. 
Malton.  w. 

*  The  ezpressioB  of  **  Lady  mine"  wu  suggested  by  the  pe- 
rusal of  Mr.  Southey's  matchless  Translation  of  Amadis. 
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ODE. 


To  the  Memory  of  the  Rev.  William  Mason^  A.  M. 
Written  in  1797»  in  the  late  Lord  Harcourft  FUnoer 
Garden  at  Nuneham. 


BT  SIR   BROOKS  BOOTHBT,  BART* 


These  roseate  bowers^  these  sun-bright  glades, 

A  poet's  eye  designed ; 
Bade  von  dark  paths,  through  tufted  shades. 

In  leafy  labyrinths  wind. 
He  found  undress'd  the  rustic  child, 
Of  lovely  form,  negkcted,  wild. 

And  modest  robes  well-suited  gave  ; 
No  art  conceals  her  genuine  face 
Her  airy  step,  her  simple  grace, 

No  pedant  rules  enslave. 

Here  the  gay  warbler  swells  his  throat. 

Rejoicing  in  the  spring ; 
Tunes  to  his  mate  the  love-taught  note. 

Or  woos  on  transient  wing. 
Here,  queen  of  Nature's  fairest  reign, 
Pleas'd  Flora  leads  her  laughing  train^ 

Fresh  from  the  dewy  lap  of  May; 
Or  wrapp'd  in  fragrant  slumber  lies^ 
Or  waking,  spreads  her  golden  eyes. 

To  drink  the  orient  ray. 
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With  all  the  pride  of  summer  crownM^ 

This  little  Eden  glows ; 
And  Memory  o'er  the  hallewM  ground 

A  mellower  lustre  throws. 
Friends  who  to  weep  his  loss  remain, 
And  youths  enamoured  of  his  strain. 

To  Mason's  shrine  hy  Fancy  led, 
Oft  in  yon  shadowy  cave  are  seen^ 
Oft  pacing  slow  these  alleys  green 

With  soft  and  pensive  tread. 

Oft  at  high  noon  the  listening  ear, 

While  stillness  breathes  around,  . 
Aerial  harpings  seems  to  hear, 

Of  more  than  mortal  sound. 
When  evening  sheds  her  grateful  gloom^  \ 
To  Bend  upon  this  vacant  tomb. 

Sweet  Melancholy  steals  along ; 
Sighs  to  the  breeze  in  murmurs  low, 
Or  pours  a  deeper  note  of  woe, 

On  Philomel's  sad  song. 

Blest  poet  of  a  happier  age ! 

Though  mute  thy  tuneful  lay. 
Long  shall  survive  thy  sacred  page. 

Beyond  life's  little  day. 
Smote  by  rude  Time,  in  tangles  torn, 
When  these  forsaken  groves  shall  mourn, 

No  more  responsive  to  thy  praise ; 
Thy  moral  pure,  thy  lofty  strain, 
Shall  o'er  the  maddening  passions  reign, 

The  soul  to  virtue  raise. 
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AMERICA, 


AN  ODE. 


TO  THE  PEOPLE  OF  E 


Mq^  «f<C^  antf  ^faBtvlif 
lAifAva^w^t  Tvyn^  fAytU  «oT  iTjn- 

r)'f  X«d^a(«C9 

^8CHYLU9. 


Etc  (In'ie 


I. 

Tar  o'erBpP^estern  azure  main. 
The  adlv<:ip  coast  about  to  gain. 
Appear (ifllfe  fatal  barks,  that  bore 


Our  h&nile  k 
Sank  w 
The  wi 

And  dism 

Confus'd 
Fi\' 
E 

Pale 

Hush 


s  to  a  kindred  shore, 
the  sun,  and  dark  the  seas ;. 
aves  raurmur'd  round  the  prow; 
nds  were  wafted  in  the  breeze, 
s,  and  shrieks  of  distant  woe. 
rooted  in  the  tide, 
el  at  once  forgot  to  glide : 
amp'd  the  watchful  pilot's  brow ; 
the  winds  above,  and  stilFd  the  floods 


▼II. 


•  Publiabed  in  1776. 
U 


2^ 

I.  2. 

As  frdtn  behind  the  storm 
'fhe  pakl  nioon  glimmer?  with  malignant  ligbty 

'^udden  an  aery  Form 
Glanc'd  on  tG^ic^startled  eyes,  athwart  the  Night; 
The  8embidHi;e  sad  and  meek  it  bore 
Of  Him,  whoJil  to  the  desert  shore 
Iteligron  kd,  and  Freeddjn's  holy  ftame. 
•  There  Justice  pois'd  her  equal  scale, 
Taugbt  savage  chiefs  her  shrine  to  hail. 
And  wreathed  her  bloodless  laurels  Foimd  his  Nam^e^^ 

I.    sX 

**  Fled  are  the  Hours V  Pface  f 
**  From  Boston's  plain  the  fkoies  arise  i 

•*  With  ruddy  Horror  blaae  the  western  flcies  ;- 
"  Nor  yet,"  he  cries,  "  they  cease.. 
"  I  hoar  the  Clarion's  dire  alarms^ 
**  Her  thousand  warriors  Freedpm  arms  : 

"  From  the  bleak  Atlantic.main 
"  To  dark  Ontario's  piny  shore; 

"  From  Georgia's  citron  groves  and  fertile  plainy 

*•*  To  Ohio's  stream  I  see  their  myriads  pouar^ 
"  Before  them  Conquest  lifts  her  spear; 
^'  On  the  broad  base  of  equal  laws, 

*  By  Wisdom  fix'd,  the  rising  States  app^r ; 

'^  Juftice  avows,  and  heaven  aiferts  their  cf^use. 

*''  Brightening  thro'  ages  the  fair  prospect  glows, 

**  Nor  long  Futurity  reveals  the  diAant  close- 

* 

*  The  moderation  and  good  faith  of  the  founder  ^/Pennsyf- 
▼ania  are  yet  remembered  by  die  Indians.  They  call  1^*  their 
father  Penn,  and  every  dispute  of  theirs  with  tliat  colony  9U  been 
settled  amicably,  without  bloodshed ;  which  has  been  offing  at- 
much  to  their  respect  for  its  legislator,/  a»  to  the  eqiMtable  ioadact 
of  its  inhabitants. 
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IL     1. 

**  fittt  tlioui  thy  *  suppliant  Sons  afar 

"  Who  vexest  with  injviiidtts  Ivar, 

'^  Unnatural  mother,  hear  thy  doom  ! 
•*  Devoted  Britain,  mark  thrills  to  come! 

*^  Enfeebled  by  corruption's  sway, 

**  The  ruin  of  a  mighty  state^ 
**  Unhottour'd  shalt  thou  sink  to  swift  decay; 
*^  Each  art|  each  virtue,  fl^d  that  made  thee  greikt* 

**  Torn  from  its  base  thy  column  lies, 

**  Forgotten  all  thy  vidories  ;^ 
**  In  the  throng'd  port  thy  Cross  is  seen  no  more ; 
'*  Lost  are  thy  boasted  laws,  overthrown  thy  balanced 
pow'r. 

IL    2. 

"  To  peaceful  realms  the  sword 
**  In  evil  hour  the  proud  Iberian  bore} 
"  Tho'  Empires  own'd  him  Lord, 
**  And  Wealth  uncounted  swellM  his  fatal  store. 
"  From  t  Cusco's  mournful  vale  the  cries 
*^  Of  guiltless  blood  ascend  the  skies; 


•  *•  We  ask  but  for  peace*  liberty  and  lafe^." 

Addreu  rfihe  Ccngreu  to  the  People  ofEngtmid. 

t  The  massacre  of  the  innocent  Peruvians,  at  the  famous  inlep* 
view  of  their  emperor  with  Pizarro  and  hb  Spaniards,  ia  the  yalley 
near  Cusco;  was  quickly  followed  and  revenged  bv  the  crueldea 
attending  the  civil  wars  in  that  country  among  the  conquerors. 
PSarro,  after  sacrificing  AJmagro  to  his  ambition,  who  had  been 
his  friend,  and  his  original  partner  in  the  conquest  of  Peru,  was 
luBMelf  assassinated*  at  noon,  in  his  palace*  by  the  nephew  and 
partisans  of  bis  rival.    That  sordid  and  cniel  avarice  which  first 

v2 
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^*  To  mutual  slaughter  rush  the  frantic  hand  r 
"  The  Father's  crimes  their  Offspring  bear,. 
"  The  tardy  Vengeance  ftill  they  fear, 

**  While  bigot  Slavery  wastes  the  destined  land. 

11.     5. 

"  Spirits  of  heroes  old 
''  Wlu)  erst  your  country's  rights  aflkird 
'<  Challenged  in  Arms;  and  now  heav'n's  guardian  shiefd 
"  O'er  flruggling  Freedom  hold ; 
''  Rescuing  her  unpolluted  shrine 
*^  In  other  climes  her  sons  ye  join* 

**  Heaven  her  blazing  portal  spreads ; 
Shafts  of  glory  pierce  the  night  y 
Lo !  the  bright  van  the  *  Royal  Patriot  leads^ 
"  Founder  of  laws,  and  arbiter  of  right; 
"  Pensive  his  brow,  as  when  opprest 
"  By  Danish  pride  his  realm  he  view'd  : 
"  Girt  with  his  peers  f  FiTz Walter  lifts  his  crest, 
**  With  t  Him,  who  illftar'd  Hen&y's  arms  with- 
**  stood ; 


carried  the  sword  thitker,  turned  it  against  everv  one  by  whose 
death  the  ruffians  could  hope  for  plunder;  and  hL»tory  affords 
scarce  any  thing  more  inhuman  and  perfidious  than  'what  the 
Spaniards  suffered  from  each  other^  except  the  miseries  they  had 
before  infli6ted  on  the  mild  and  helpless  Indians* 

*  Alfred  was  the  first  who  compiled  a  body  of  laws  for  the 
whole  kingdom.  Blackstoihe^s  Iwtpodu&iem, 

t  The  leader  of  the  barons  who  compelled  King  John  to  ngn 
Magna  Charta. 

t  Simon  de  JVIontfort^  £arl  of  Leicester,  beaded  tho  opponeat* 
of  Henry  III. 
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**  See  Spencer's  foe,  fierce  Lancaster*  appear, 
^*  And  t  Kent  too  early  slain,  and  Tressel's  t  brow 


"  severe* 


III.  1. 


"  Frowning  from  Chalo rave's  sanguine  field, 
"  In  timely  death  his  virtiie  seal'd, 
''  §  The  right  he  bled  for,  to  maintain; 
'*  Hampden  in  sun-bright  mail  augments  the  Traiiu 
''  Victims  of  Stuart's  bigot  pride; 
"  Nor  are  Ye  absent,  goncrous  pair, 
^'  II  In  many  a  year  of  adverse  fortune  tried, 
'^  Leicester's  firm  sou,  and  Bedford's  gentle  heir. 

*  The  Earl  of  I^aiicaster  was  principal  of  the  league  against  the 
SpeoceraffaToorites  of  Edward  It.  who  ruined  that  onfortunate 
|>rince,  by  alit-nating  the  affections  of  his  people. 

f  Edmund,  Earl  of  Kent,  was  a  young  man  of  an  amiable  cha- 
racter and  of  the  blood  royal.  He  joined  in  the  opfiosition  to  the 
Spencers,  but  was  afterward  put  to  death  by  the  intrigues  of  the 
queen  mother  of  Edward  III.  for  endeavouring  to  remove  her  and 
Mortimer  ^ra  the  station  they  had  usurped  and  filled  so  ill. 

X  William  TresseU  Chief  Justice  of  England,  was  named  procu- 
rator of  the  people,  to  resign  back  to  JEidward  IL  their  fealty  at 
his  deposition,  and  to  renounce  their  allegiance  to  him. 
*  §  He  was  killed  in  a  skirmish  in  the  beginning  of  the  civil  wani^ 
while  the  parliament's  cause  was  yet  that  of  liberty  and  the  people. 
There  seems  a  great  similarity  in  the  case^  of  Hampden-  refuung 
the  payment  of  ship-money,  and  the  American  denial  of  parliamen- 
tary taxation^  The  British  parliament  seems  to  stand  nearly  in 
the  same  relation  to  America,  as  the  King  to  the  people  of  Eng- 
land ;  each  possesses  a  constitutional  supremacyt  which  invests 
it  with  the  most  important  powers;  but  each  is  bomid  to  ab. 
stain  from  invading  a  right  which  our  constitution  expressly  re- 
serves to  the  people ;  the  only  sure  defence  against  the  despotism 
•f  a  King  at  home,  or  a  nation  at  a  distance. 

H  Whoever  has  seen  the  letters  of  Algernon  Sidney,  will  easily 
estimate  the  worth  of  that  traly  great  cbaractcrt    A  podem  reader 
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*f  JoinVt  in  Love,  in  Fate  ye  fell  ? 

**  Still  the  just  Muse  yout  fame  shall  tell 
^^  Where  Freedom  holds  on  earth  her  hallowed  seat  \ 
f^  And  nations  yet  unborn  the  pious  strains  repeat* 

III.  2. 

f'  Ye  too^  they  cry,  be  bold  I 
"  Uncheck'd  by  secret  guile,  or  force  abhoirr'd, 
**  Your  chartered  rights  uphold ; 

**  And  dauntless  brave  the  mercenary  sword. 
*'  To  heaven  Oppression  rears  her  head, 
''  Her  scourge  the  prostrate  kingdoms  dread ; 

f^  But  short  her  rule,  and  fleeting  is  her  hour. 
*'  The  rod  avengi^g  Justice  bears, 
**  And  when  are  past  the  appointed  years, 

^  Smites  with  a  giant's  forc^,  and  quells  hef  pow'r, 

in.  3. 

"  Fast  by  the  sapphire  throne 
**  Its  adamant  beam  the  balance  sways, 
f*  In  which  the  deeds  of  men  th'  Eternal  weighs : 
"  Thence  the  decrees  are  known 
''  That  set  the  suffering  nations  free, 
"  And  bear  to  Virtue  vidory. 

"  Cherish  deeds  by  heaven  approved 
"  And  virtue^  equal  to  thy  doom 
"  Thrice  happy  land  !  See  on  thy  plains  belov'd 
**  *  The  sacred  Muse  her  promised  seat  assume. 

will  be  much  strpck  with  the  following  passage  from  ODe  of  his  fa- 
their>  the  £arl  of  Leicester.  *'  It  was  not  G(k1's  will  that  tlie  Kio| 
**  should  follow  the  advice  I  gave  him,  to  accommodate  his  diffo- 
"  rences  with  the  Scots,  and  net  to  make  war,  where  ntAing  wa  U 
"  be  gained  and  much  might  be  Ust" 

*  However  convulsions  like  those  in  America  maj  retatd  the  pro* 
gress  of  the  artf  daring  their  continuance,  tbe^  make  ab\iDdaiit  re- 
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^  As  o'er  the  main  thy  Towers  arise, 
"  Spreading  their  salutary  light ; 
**  And  bless  with  hope  the  weary'd  seaman^  eyes, 
''  Worn  with  th'  Atlantic  storm,  and  wrapt  in  night, 
^*  Thy  genial^reast  shall  still  th'  Unhappy  greet, 
"  Refuge  of  injured  VVofth,  and  Freedom  s  last  retreat.'' 


EPITAPH  ON  SOPHOCLES. 

PROM  THE  GREEK  OF  SIMMUS  THE  TIjUlBAN. 

Aroijkd  roy  Sophocles's  grave 

Ye  sombre  leaves  of  ivy  wave, 

And  oh !  upon  his  sacred  tomb 

Ye  never-fading  roses  bloom. 

Still  may  the  close  encircling  vine 

Its  undulatmg  branches  twine. 

Still  blend  its  variegated  shade. 

To  deck  the  place  where  he  is  laid. 

Who  when  inspiring  Genius  spread 

Its  lovely  visions  o'er  his  head. 

The  Muses  and  the  Graces  sought. 

And  sang  tl^e  raptures  which  Ihey  taught. 

|l£y.  ft.  BX.ANO, 

^•mpence,  by  forcing  the  minds  of  men  to  uncommon  exertions. 
The  strength  thus  acquired  cannot  fail  of  producing  the  noblest 
^its,  when  the  return  of  peace  and  establishment  of  freedom  per- 
isi^ts  them  tQ  be  occupied  with  those  objects. 
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ANACREON  IN  BOW-STREET. 


9T   TBE    iiVTIIOR  OF    **   MT   ?0CK£T-900K*'* 


•p 


As,  rapt,  I  sweep  the  golden  lyre, 
To  Love  I  cry  "  my  notes  inspire^ 

And  let  me  sing  of  Rosa  V 
But  Thespian  wars  fill  all  my  strain, 
Tom  Hakkis Junior f  hapless  swain! 

JouN  Kemble,  and  Mendoza. 

Then  if  I  to  the  stage  belong, 

0  let  me  sing  the  charms  of  song, 
Of  BiLLiNGTON  and  Braham  ! 

In  vain  ! — again  my  wishes  fail, 

1  sing  of  nought  but  heavu  baily 
Of  TowNSEND  and  of  Graham. 

The  soul  of  Harmony  is  dead, 
And  vilest  Discord  reigns  instead, 

With  rioting  and  battles—* 
To  shri(  king  owls  are  turn'd  my  doves, 
To  O.  P  *.  men  the  little  Loves, 

My  lyre  to  horns  and  rattles ! 

*  I  find  that  Horace  makes  particular  nention  of  the  O*  P'sa 
And  the  noise  they  made  in  R«me  : — 

"  Opbs  strepitumque  Ronus,** — Oo.  Lib.  ill.  29« 

My  old  friend  the  late  Mr.  Opib,  was  a  mail  of  celebrity ;  but 
he  never  made  half  so  much  noise  iu  the  world  as  any  oqc  of  hi* 
numerous  relations. 
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THE  HAPPY  HOURS. 


TO 


When  I  recall  the  happy  hours 

That  you  and  I  have  passM  together,  ^ 

When  'neath  our  feet  love  strew'd  his  flowers. 
And  o'er  our  heads  youth  beam'd  fiue  weather. 

When  brightly  burn'd  that  ardent  flame, 
Of  which  there  but  remains  the  embers, 

And  you  so  tenderly  could  name 

£ach  little  deed  that  love  remembers* 

When  sigh  for  sigh  you  then  could  give, 
And  every  kiss  receiv'd  an  hundred, 

I  scarce  can  think  that  still  I  live. 
And  live  to  know  our  hearts  are  sunder'd; 

For  like  a  dream  of  dear  deliaht, 
Of  love's  creation — fairies  weaving. 

That  time  appears,  when  day  and  night 
Was  past  in  vowing  and  believing. 

Yet  tho'  those  hours  indeed  are  flown* 

So  much  from  memory  I  recover, 
'Piat  still  I  think  thee  all  my  owui 

And  fancy  I  am  still  thy  lover. 
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And  was  thy  bfiart  bat  still  as  warm*--*' 
If  no]t  as  warm — at  least  sincerer — 

Ah  dearest  girl !  from  this  fierce  storm. 

Such  calm  would  make  thee  then  bnt  dearer^ 

And  Fd  pigain  gjBize  on  thy  charms. 
And  in  thy  smiles  lose  melancholy-* 

Whilst  thou  should,  in  the  husband^s  arms, 
Forget  to  trape  the  lover^s  folly ! 


TO  ROSA. 

If  in  possession  passion  die. 
And  when  we  marry,  Love  deny 

His  raptures  still  to  tarry : 
If  that  soft  breast  must  cease  to  warm, 
Those  speaking  eyes  no  longer  charm, 

O I  never  let  ys  marry ! 

If  I  shall  hang  not  on  thy  lip, 
Like  bees  on  roses,  when  they  sip. 

And  thence  less  honey  carr^  ; 
If  I  must  cease  to  think  it  bliss. 
To  breathe  my  soul  in  every  kiss, 

O !  never  let  us  marry  | 


•  f 
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STANZAS 


BT   MR.  ROBERT   ^LOOMPIELB* 

A  young  Man  occasumally  calls  upon  me  who  xoas  bom 
J)e(tf'  and  Dumb^  and  who  has  been  educated  at  the 
Asylum  in  the  Grange  Road.  They  have  taught  him  to 
make  Shoesy  and  to  wriiCf  and  to  speak  a  few  Words^ 
and  the  last  Time  he  called  on  me^  he  announced  his 
intended  Marriage  in  the  following  Words;  *^  Five 
Months  I  wiU  getting  she  married.*' 
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Oh  bow  can  the  dumb  go  a  courting, 
Or  bow  can  the  maiden  approve  ? 

Tis  easy ;  while  fancy  is  sporting, 
The  eyes  speak  the  language  of  love. 

Poor  Youth !  altho'  born  without  hearing. 

Benevolence  cheers  such  as  you, 
And  teaches  the  words  most  endearing — 

**  God  bless  you,"  and  '*  How  do-you  do  ?" 

From  these  and  the  use  of  your  pen, 
Tho'  in  grammar  you're  not  over  nice. 

Love  can  make  out  your  where  and  yoxur  when, 
And  supply  all  defects  in  a  trice. 

^nd  though  you  hear  not  the  soft  sigh 
Of  delight,  when  you  press  on  her  cheek. 

That  loss  other  joys  shall  supply; 
E'en  the  turn  of  a  finger  can  speak. 

We  all  deal  in  nodding  and  winking. 
And  talk  through  a  smile  or  a  frown ; 

But  you,  on  whatever  you're  thinking. 
Have  a  strange  set  of  nods  of  your  own* 
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Thw  credit  of  nodding  we  grant  yon. 

But  all  former  specimens  prove. 
That  nothing  could  ever  enchant  you. 

Or  light  up  your  features  like  love. 

For  who  shall  describe  the  wild  glee 
That  dwelt  on  your  brow  while  you  tarried 

O'er  that  pen  which  recorded  so  free, 
"  Five  months  I  will  getting  she  married.'* 

Perhaps  she  will  study  your  face, 

And  read  all  your  meanings  with  ease. 

And  prove  that  affection's  pure  grace 
In  despite  of  all  language  can  please. 

The  balance  is  much  on  your  side — 

Should  she  scold,  why  who  better  can  bear  it  f 

You  may  see  a  child's  mouth  open'd  wide 
When  it  cries, — but  you  never  can  hear  it. . 

If  your  heart  bounds  with  pleasure,  or  bleeds, 
Should  fortune  prove  friendly  or  shy. 

No  oaths  in  your  book  of  miscfeeds, 
Will  stare  in  your  face  when  you  die. 

You're  right  thus  to  marry,  methinks, 

While  young,  though  the  wise  ones  have  tarried ; 

For  me,  I'll  remember  your  winks, 

And,  *•  Five  months  I  will  getting  she  married." 


RETALIATION. 

If  Eve  in  her  innocence  could  not  be  blam'd 
Because  going  naked  she  was  not  ashamed, 
WhoeVr  views  the  ladies,  as  ladies  now  dress, 
That  again  they  grow  innocent,  sure  will  confess. 
And  that  artfully  too  they  retaliate  the  evil. 
By  the  Devil  once  tempted  they  uow  tempt  the  Devil 


SOI 
HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  L  ODE  VIIL 

TO      R0WLAT9I>     HILL* 

Lydia  die  'per  omnesy  4'C. 


Bt  those  locks  so  lank  and  sable 
Which  adown  thy  shoulders  hang ; 

By  thy  phiz  right  lamentable. 
And  thy  humining  nasal  twang  ; 

Rowland  Hill,  thou  queer  fanatic, 
Tell  me  why  thy  love  and  grace, 

Thus  invade  my  servant's  attic, 
To  unfit  him  for  his  place. 

For  the  new  light  ever  pining, 
Thomas  groans  and  hums  and  ha's. 

But,  alas  !  the  light  is  shining. 
Only  through  his  lanthorn  jaws. 

May-pole  pranks  and  fiddle-scrapers, 
In  his  eye.sight  change  their  hue, 

Sable  Athanasian  vapours 

Cloud  his  brain  with  devils  blue. 

From  his  fellows  far  asunder, 
Tom  enjoys  his  morning  stave ; 

Works  are  but  a  Heathen  blunder,^ 
Faiik  alone  has  power  to  save. 
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From  young  Hal  the  tavern-waltei'i 
Oft  the  boxing  prize  he'd  carry ) 

Now  the  pious  gladiator 
Only  wrestles  with  old  Ha&rY. 

Potent  once  at  quoits  and  cricket^ 
Head  erect  and  heart  elate ; 

Now  alas  !  he  heeds  no  wicket. 
Save  John  Bunyan's  wicket-gate* 

As  some  clown,  to  shun  the  battle. 
Maims  himself  and  courts  diseast^ 

So  by  WiUt's  tittle^attle, 

Tom  expects  to  live  at  ease.  ^ 

But  if  such  his  pious  rage  is. 

Let  it  be  its  own  reward— 
ril  no  longer  pay  his  wages, 

Me  he  serves  not,  but  the  Lord  ! 


EPIGRAM. 

ON  SEEING  VENONI,  OR  THE  NOVICE  OF  ST.  BiARK'S. 

Tis  madness  all !  here  Monk  and  Nun« 

In  sad  confusion  jostle. 
The  play  is  christenM  too,  for  fun, 

After  the  wrong  Apostla. 

Dear  Lewis,  list  to  my  remarks, 

Correct  the  press,  adzooks ! 
And  for  the  Novice  of  St,  Mark\ 

Read^— Novice  of  St.  Luke's  ! 
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THE  FAVOURITE  BLACKBIRD 

OF  CABIN-HILL 
TO  M.1L 

BT    DR.  DRENHAir. 


The  Hermit  Bird,  with  yellow  bill. 

And  plumes  of  darkest  hue; 
In  the  lov'd  haunt  of  Cabin.HiUy 

Prepares  his  note  for  You. 

Sweet  note  !  that  linked  to  Nature^'s  charms. 

The  Heart  to  Nature  draws  ; 
Suspended  the  vain  world's  alarms 

In  its  melodious  pause  I 

**  I  court  the  silence  of  retreat, 

"  Conceal'd  in  thickest  wood  } 
*'  More  strongly  love,  and  sing  more  sweet, 

**  From  sense  of  solitude. 


M 
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Across  the  garden  walk  I  spring 
**  ^o  social,  yet  so  shy, 
And  the  quick  shudder  of  the  wing 
Now  tells  my  inward  joy. 

My  welcome  to  the  dawning  light 

Shall  soon  be  heard  by  thee ; 
And  at  the  fall  of  dewy  nighty 
*'  My  Hymn  to  Liberty, 


f« 
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**  O  for  one  burst  of  noble  rage 

**  Which  tyrants  might  appal, 
**  That  Birds  and  Men  could  break  their  cage, 

**  And  live  at  Nature's  call ! 

'*  The  prison'd  man,  the  prisonM  note, 

**  In  sad  effect  combin'd  : 
**  All  tuneless  grows  the  vocal  throat, 

'^  And  music  of  the  mind. 

**  But  wood-notes  wild  I  careless  fling, 

"  Attach  the  virtuous  ear ; 
"  They  harbinger  the  warmth  of  spring, 

"  They  wake  the  torpid  year. 

**  On  them  the  pensive  pleasures  hang, 

**  When  other  songsters  close  ; 
"  And  e'en  o'er  Mem'ry's  sharpest  pang, 

**  A  soft  oblivion  throws. 

"  Departed  worth  shall  mix  and  blend 

"  With  every  tender  tone, 
**  And  scenes  that  call  the  buried  friend 

"  Shall  seem  again  his  own. 

"  Thy  ev'ning  life,  of  widow'd  hue, 

"  May  still  be  fancy  blest ! 
**  Return !  'tis  time  to  build  anew 

"  Our  long  abandon'd  nest." 


EPIGRAM. 

Some  kisses,  dear  Nymph  like  the  lightning  are  fleet, 

They  just  touch  the  lips  and  depart! 
But  thine,  O  my  Chloe,  like  nectar  are  sweet, 

And  they  go  from  the  lips  to  the  heart. 

DAMON. 
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DIRGE 

WrUle*  in  1804,  oa  ■aaOang  wxr  the  graca  of  tie  crew 
of  ike  Rtn/at  George,  who  were  cast  tuhore  in  1782, 
end  buried  on  tke  Strand  neqr  lij/de,  in  lie  Jile  of 
Wight. 

BV    ZTLES  laWIM,   ESQ. 


To  those  who  fall  in  manhood's  prime ; 

Who  danger's  path  undaunted  biavej 
Who  form  no  estimate  of  time. 

But  as  it  leads  to  glory's  grave  : 
To  those,  so  lov'd,  so  justly  priz'd, 

Whose  fate  enlai^'d  their  country's  debt ; 
Be  110  memorial  frail  devis'd, 

Whoso  claims  no  Briton  can  forget ! 
But  far  remov'd  their  adverse  lot. 

Unknown,  beneath  this  sod  who  sleep ; 
No  funeral  rile,  no  hallow'd  spot, 

Inurn'd  the  victims  of  the  Deep. 
In  safety's  lap  on  Albion's  coast, 

By  careli<ss  confidence  betray'd, 
Down  sudden  sunk  our  Navy's  boast, 

And  crowds  the  fatal  call  obe/d  I 
And  uf  this  multitude  tho'  few. 

Like  Kbmfekfeldt,  to  fame  were  known ; 
Tho'  pale  obliviou  veil  the  crew. 

And  wandering  shades  demiUid  a  stone ; 

VOL.   VU.  X 
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Perhaps  this  mouldering  dust  containM 
Some  spirits,  tow 'ring  o'er  their  doom ; 

With  HowEy  whose  arm  had  laurels  gainM, 
Or  pluck'd  a  thread  from  Nel80K*s  loom!-^ 

&ut  stern  adversity  was  nigh — 

In  peace  they  dropt,  without  a  blow  « 

With  not  a  friend  to  close  the  eye. 
Or  cheer^-to  mark  the  flying  foe ! 

Yet  for  the  brave,  who  here  repose, 
The  stranger's  tear  shall  never  fail ; 

Lone  Philomel  'till  midnight's  close, 
In  sad  notes  'plains  their  tragic  tale^ 

The  passing  bark  a  look  shall  seiidy 

Her  comrade's  destiny  te  ask; 
Or  o'er  the  turf  the  poet  bend. 

And  ply,  with  sighs,  his  patriot  task^ 

To  these,  tho'  low,  shall  naval  fame 

And  naval  wonders  be  allied ; 
While  Albion's  colours  homage  claim. 

And  PoaTS>iouT|i  crowns  the  Solent's  *  tide  I 


EPIGRAM  ON  AN  EPIGRAM, 

raOM    THE   SPANISH    OF   DON    JVAN    DE   TRIAEfS. 

The  qualities  all  in  a  \)ee  that  we  meet» 

In  an  epigram  never  should  fail ; 
The  body  should  always  be  little  and  sweet. 

And  a  sting  should  be  felt  in  its  tail. 

*  The  ancient  name  of  the  strait  that  divides  ^e  main  (apfl 
£roin  the  Isle  of  Wigltt. 


SOT 
EPILOGUE, 

TO  THE  MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 

SPOKEN  BY  FALSTAFF.  1761. 
UY  y.  ir.  C.  MUKDT,  ESQ, 


ZouvDfi,  what  a  fury  has  this  Ford  been  iii. 
As  if  poor  harmless  cuckoldom  were  sin ! 
Why  d — n  the  beetle-headed,  flap-ear'd  knave. 
The  whorson  sure  has  ne'er  a  soul  to  save, 
Or  thanks,  instead  of  blows,  might  have  been  given. 
To  one  who  would  have  help'd  the  wretch  to  heaven. 
When  rain  and  sunshine  should  conspire  together. 
To  call  the  beastly  herd  of  Cuckolds  thither. 
This  feeling  payment,  sirs,  was  something  rude, 
I  dt>  not  like  such  marks  of  gratitude. 
When  o'er  my  suffering  sides  the  cudgel  fell, 
How  did  my  manly  spirit  within  rebel ! 
I  scarce  could  hold, — methoughtmy  heart  would  break; 
But  then  the  lady's  honor  was  at  stako. 
Zounds,  could  he  think  among  us  bucks  and  bloods. 
Alone  to  enjoy  so  tight  a  piece  of  goods? 
His  wife's  a  woman — and  a  woman's  frail ; 
And  sure  a  man  like  me  might  well  prevail. 
While  she  admires  my  limbs  and  portly  waist, 
The  rogue  should  love  her  better  for  her  taste. 
But  fiesh  and  blood !  what  washy  wights  are  here ; 
Are  these  the  sous  of  English  beef  and  beer  i 

x2 
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Then  farewell  Cuckoldom,  thy  reign  must  cease, 

Thou  canst  not  thrive  amongst  such  shades  as  these. 

These  sentimental  Slenders  of  this  age, 

Who  whine,  and  sigh,  O  sweet  Ann,  iweet  Aw  Page! 

'Fore  God,  I  think  I'll  have  myself  a  wife. 

And  square  ray  manners  to  this  modern  life. 

For  shame,  ledve  off  your  teas,  adhere  to  sack ; 

And  for  your  morals — copy  honest  Jack. 

In  love  be  bold,  laconick,  blunt,  and  bluff; 

**  A  Captain,  Madam, — Dam'me !"  that's  enough.— - 

Husbands  are  better  taught  than  to  intrude ; 

But  if  the  pimping  wittol  should  be  rude, 

Kevenge  the  base  affront ;  draw  forth  your  sword, 

And  run  the  rascal  through — as  I  shal^  Fo^p. 
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STANZAS. 


No  longer  by  those  looks  transported, 
Unyielcjing  that  I  could  disdain, 

Though  by  a  thousand  graces  courted. 
Woman !  thy  soul-enslaving  reign  ! 

But  woe  is  me,  who  merely  glancing 
O'er  half  the  charnis  the  sex  display, 

Their  charms  at  once  my  heart  entrancing, 
I  sigh-r-and  give  that  heart  away. 

How  often  do  I  vow  for  ever 
No  female  excellence  to  know  ; 

How  often  !  but  I  fear,  I  never. 

Sweet  Woman !  can  thy  sweets  forego ! 

p.  U  COURTIER. 
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LENORA* 

A    BALLAD    YROM    BUROBR* 


At  bfeak  of  day,  witk  frightful  dreams 

Leuora  struggled  sore ; 
My  William,  art  thou  slaine,  say'd  she^ 

Or  dost  thou  love  no  more  ? 

He  went  i&broadc  with  Richard's  ho8t> 

The  Paynim  foes  to  quell ; 
But  he  no  word  to  her  had  writt, 

An  he  were  sick  or  well. 

With  sownc  of  trump  and  beat  of  drum. 

His  fellow  soldyers  come ; 
Their  helmes  bydeckt  with  oaken  boughs, 

They  seeke  their  long'd-for  home. 

And  ev'ry  roade,  and  ev'ry  lane. 

Was  full  of  old  and  young, 
To  gaze  at  the  rejoicing  band. 

To  hail  with  gladsome  toung. 

*^  Thank  God  V  their  wives  and  children  saide, 
"  Welcome  \"  the  brides  did  sayc ; 

But  greete  or  kiss  Lenora  gave 
To  none  upon  that  daye. 

She  askte  of  all  the  passing  traine 

For  him  she  wisht  to  see ; 
But  none  of  all  the  passing  traine 

Could  tell  if  lived  hee. 
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And  wlien  th6  soldyers  all  were  byc^ 

She  tore  her  raven  haire, 
And  cast  herself  upon  the  growne 

In  fiirious  des^ire.  , 

Her  mother  ran  and  lyfte  her  up. 

And  clasped  m  her  arme, 
**  My  child,  my  child,  what  dost  thou  ail^ 

God  shield  thy  Hie  from  harm  T 

'<  O  mother,  mother !  WiUiam's  gone ! 

What's  all  besyde  to  me  ? 
There  is  no  mercye,  sure,  above ! 

All^  all  were  spared  but  hee  T 

^'  Kneel  downe,  thy  paternoster  saye, 
^Twill  calm  thy  troubled  spright : 

The  Lord  is  wyse,  the  Lord  is  good  ; 
What  heejiath  done  is  right.** 

**  O  mother  !  mother  !  say  not  so  ; 

Most  cruel  is  my  fate : 
I  prayde,  and  prayde ;  but  watte  avayl'd  ? 

'Tis  now,  alas  !  too  late*" 

**  Our  Heavenly  Father,  if  we  praye. 

Will  help  a  suffering  childe : 
Go  take  the  holy  sacrament : 

So  shall  thy  grief  grow  milde,*^ 

"  O  mother  what  I  feel  within, 

No  sacrament  can  staye ; 
No  sacrament  can  teche  the  dead 

To  bear  the  sight  of  daye.** 

^  May  be,  among  the  heathen  folk 

Thy  William  false  doth  prove. 
And  puts  away  his  faith  and  trotb^ 

And  takes  another  love» 
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**  Thcii  wherefore  sorrow  for  his  loss  ? 

Thy  moans  are  all  in  vain : 
And  when  his  soul  and  body  parte. 

His  falsehode  brings  him  paine^'' 

^  O  mother,  mother !  gone  is  gone ; 

My  hope  is  all  forlome ; 
The  grave  mie>onl7e  safeguarde  is— ^ 

O,  had  1  ne^er  been  borne ! 

**  Oo  out,  go  out,  nfy  lampe  of  life ; 

In  grislie  darkness  die : 
There  is  no  mercye,  sure^  above ! 

For  ever  let  me  lie." 

"  Almighty  God !  O  do  not  judge . 

My  poor  unhappy  chiide ; 
She  knows  not  what  her  lips  pronouncei 

Her  anguish  makes  her  wiide. 

"  My  girl,  forget  thine  earthly  woe, 
And  think  on  God  and  bliss ; 

For  so,  at  least,  shall  not  thy  soula 
Its  heavenly  bridegroom  miss," 

•*  O  mother,  mother !  what  is  blisse^ 
And  what  the  fiendis'  celle  ? 

With  him  *tis  heaven  any  where. 
Without  my  William,  helle.     « 

^*  Go  out,  go  out,  my  lamp  of  life} 

In  endless  darkness  die : 
Without  him  I  must  loathe  the  earthy 

Without  him  scorne  the  skye/' 

And  so  despaire  did  rave  and  rage 

Athwarte  her  boiling  veins ; 
Against  the  Providence  of  God 

She  hurlde  her  impious  strains. 
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She  bet  her  breaste,  and  wrung  her  hands, 

And  roird  her  tearlesse  eye, 
From  ri«e  of  mome,  till  the  pale  stars 

Again  did  freek«  the  skyc. 

When  harke !  abroade  she  hearde  the  trampe 

Of  nimble-hoofed  steed ; 
She  hearde  a  knight  with  clank  alighte. 

And  climb  the  staire  in  speede. 

And  soon  she  herd^  a  tinkling  hande^ 

That  twirled  at  the  pin ; 
And  thro'  her  door,  that  opened  not. 

These  words  were  breathed  in. 

"  What !  what  ho  !  thy  dore  undoe ; 

Art  watching  or  asleepe  ? 
My  love,  dost  yet  remember  mee. 

And  dost  thou  laugh  or  weep  ?" 

"  Ah  !  William  here  so  late  at  night! 

Oh  J  I  have  watchte  and  wak'd  : 
Whence  dost  thou  come  ?  For  thy  return 

My  herte  has  sorely  ak'd." 

"  At  midnisht  only  we  may  ride ; 

I  come  o  cr  land  and  sea : 
I  mounted  late,  but  soone  I  go ; 

Arysc,  and  come  with  me. 

"  O  William,  enter  first  my  bowre. 

And  give  me  one  embrace : 
The  blasts  athwarte  the  hawthome  hiss ;    . 

Awayte  a  little  space/' 

**  Tho'  blasts  athwarte  the  hawthorn  hiss, 

I  may  not  harboure  here ; 
My  sDurre  is  sharpe,  my  courser  pawes^ 

My  hour  of  flight  is  nere. 
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**  All  as  thou  lyest  upon  thy  couch^ 

Aryse,  and  mount  behinde ; 
To-night  we'le  ride  a  thousand  roiles^ 

The  bridal  bed  to  fiDde.** 

**  How,  ride  to-night  a  thousand  miles  t 

Thy  love  thou  dost  bemocke : 
Eleven  is  the  stroke  that  still 

Kings  on  within  the  clocke/' 

''  Looke  up ;  the  moone  is  bright^  and  we 

Outstride  the  earthlie  men  : 
V\\  take  thee  to  the  bridal  bt;d| 

And  night  shall  end  but  then.^ 

**  And  where  is,  then,  thy  house  and  home ; 

And  where  thy  bridal  bed  V' 
"  'Tis  narrow,  silent,  chilly,  dark; 

Far  hence  I  rest  my  head." 

"  And  is  there  any  roome  for  mee. 

Wherein  that  I  may  creepe  V 
*•  There's  room  enough  for  thee  and  mee, 

Wherein  that  we  may  slcepe." 

"  All  as  thou  ly'st  upon  thy  couch, 

Aryse,  no  longer  stop ; 
The  wedding  guests  thy  coming  waite, 

The  chamber  door  is  ope," 

All  in  her  sarke,  as  there  she  lay, 

Upon  his  horse  she  sprung ; 
And  with  her  lilJy  hands  so  pale 

About  her  William  clung. 

And  hurry-scurry  forth  they  goe. 

Unheeding  wet  or  drye; 
And  horse  and  rider  snort  and  blowe> 

And  sparkling  pebbles  flye. 


How  swift  the  flood,  the  mead,  the  wood^ 

Aright,  aleft,  are  gone  t 
The  bridges  thunder  as  they  pass^ 

But  earthlie  sowne  is  none. 

Tramp,  tramp,  across  ihe  land  they  speed  i 

Splash,  Splash,  across  the  see : 
'*''  Hurrah !  the  dead  can  ride  apace  | 

Dost  feare  to  ride  with  mee? 

**  The  moone  is  bryghte,  and  blue  the  nyghte  > 

Dost  quake  the  blast  to  stem  ? 
Dost  shudder,  mayde,  to  seeke  the  dead  V 

"No,  no,  but  what  of  them  P' 

How  glumlie  sownes  yon  dirgye  song  I 

Night  ravens  flappe  the  wing. 
What  knell  doth  slow  lie  toll  ding  dong  } 

The  Psalmes  of  death  who  sing  ? 

It  creeps,  the  swarthie  funeral  traine^ 

The  corse  is  onn  the  beere ; 
Like  croke  of  todes  from  lonely  moores, 

The  chaunt  doth  meet  the  eere. 

"  Go,  bear  her  corse  when  midnight's  past, 

With  song,  and  tear,  and  wayie ; 
I  ve  gott  my  wife,  I  take  her  home. 

My  howre  of  wedlocke  hayl. 

"  Lead  forth,  O  clarke,  the  chaunting  quire, 

To  swell  our  nuptial  song : 
Come,  preaste,.and  reade  the  blessing  soone; 

For  bed,  for  bed  we  long." 

They  heede  his  calle,  and  husht  the  sowne ; 

The  biere  was  scene  no  more ; 
And  followde  him  ore  feeld  and  flood 

Yet  faster  than  before. 
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^  Halloo !  halloo !  away  they  goe^ 

Uuheediog  wet  or  dryc ; 
And  hone  and  rider  snort  and  blowe. 

And  sparkling  pebbles  flye. 

How  swifte  the  hill,  how  swifte  the  xlale, 

Aright,  aleft,  are  gone ! 
By  hedge  and  tree,  by  thorp  and  towne. 

They  gallop,  gallop  on. 

Tramp,  tramp,  across  the  land  they  speede ; 

Splash,  splashy  acrosse  the  see ; 
**  Hurrah !  the  dead  can  ride  apace ; 

Dost  fear  to  ride  widi  xne  f 

**  Look  up,  look  up,  an  airy  crewe 

In  roundel  daunces  reele : 
The  moone  is  brighte,  and  blue  the  nyghte, 

Mayst  dimlie  seen  them  wheele. 

**  Come  to,  come  to,  ye  gostlie  crew. 

Come  to,  and  follow  mce. 
And  daunce  for  us  the  weddiag  daunce. 

When  we  in  bed  shall  be." 

And  bnish,  brush,  brush  the  gostlie  crew 
Come  wheeling  ore  their  heads. 

All  rustling  like  the  witber*d  leaves 
That  wyde  the  wirlwind  spreads* 

Halloo  !  Halloo !  away  they  goe. 

Unheeding  wet  or  drye ; 
And  horse  and  rider  snort  and  bio  we. 

And  sparkling  pebbles  flye, 

Aud  all  that  in  the  moonshyne  lay, 

Bebynde  them  fled  afar ; 
And  backward  scudded  Overhead 

The  skye  and  every  star. 
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Tramp,  tramp,  across  the  land  they  speede  $ 

Splash,  splash,  across  the  see: 
"  Hurrah  !  the  dead  can  ride  apace } 

Dost  fear  to  ride  with  me  ? 

^^  I  weene  the  cock  prepares  to  crowe  ; 

The  sand  will  soon  be  runne : 
I  snuff  the  earlye  morning  aire ; 

Downe,  downe !  our  work  is  done. 

**  The  dead,  the  dead  can  ryde  apace ; 

Oure  wed-hed  here  is  fit : 
Our  race  is  ridde,  oure  journey  ore, 

Our  endless  union  knit.'' 

And  lo !  an  yren-grated  grate 

Soon  biggens  to  their  viewe : 
He  crackte  his  whyppe ;  the  clangynge  boltes^ 

The  doores  asunder  flewe. 

They  pass,  and  'twas  on  graves  they  trode  ; 

"  'Tis  hither  we  are  bounde :" 
And  many  a  tombstone  gostlie  white 

Lay  inn  the  moonshyue  round. 

And  when  hee  from  his  steede  alytte. 

His  armour,  black  as  cinder. 
Did  moulder,  moulder  all  awaye, 

As  were  it  made  of  tinder. 

His  head  became  a  naked  skull ; 

Nor  haire  nor  eyne  had  hee ; 
His  body  grew  a  skeleton, 

Whilome  so  blythe  of  blee. 

And  att  his  dry  and  boney  heele 

No  spur  was  left  to  be ; 
And  inn  his  witherde  hand  you  might 

The  scythe  and  hour-glasse  see. 
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And  lo !  his  steede  did  thin  to  smoke, 

And  charncl  fires  outbreathe ; 
And  pal'd,  and  bleach'd,  then  vanbh'd  quite 

The  mayde  from  undemeathe. 

And  hollow  howlings  rung  in  aire. 

And  shrekes  from  vaults  arose ; 
Then  knew  the  mayde  she  mighte  no  more 

Her  living  eyes  unclose. 

But  onwarde  to  the  judgment  seat. 
Thro'  myste  and  moonlight  dreare, 

The  gostlie  crewe,  their  flyghte  persewe. 
And  hoUowe  inn  her  eare  :— 

"  Be  patient,  tho'  thyne  herte  should  breke, 
Arrayne  not  Heven's  decree ;  * 

Thou  no  we  art  of  thie  bodic  reftc, 
Thie  soule  forgiven  bee !" 


PROFILES,  OR  THE  WARNING. 

On  a  Lady^  who  with  the  Quickness  of  a  Guillotine^  took 
off  every  one's  Head  in  shade. 

Let  her  abode  yoUr  soul  appal, 
«        For  no  one  there  is  safe  a  minute-* 
You'll  lose  your  head^  but  that's  not  all, 
For  were  that  all,  there's  nothing  m  i^  / 

No,  shun  the  spot  of  flatt'ring  art. 

Where  nature  too  conspires  to  bind  you, 

Or  you  will  find,  when  you  depart^ 

You've  left  both  htad  and  heart  behind  you ! 

MR.  DU  BOIS. 
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TO  A  REUGIOUS  LADY 

On  icing  repraced  by  her  for  paying  Attention  to  CcUa  ei 

Church. 

BT    B.   FENTOKy    ESQ* 


«  Guiltless  I  gaz'd- 
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And  must  each  sense  its  use  forego. 
The  chastest  glance  not  be  forgiven  } 

And  are  those  rules  your  sect  allow. 
Severely-rigid,  taught  by  Heaven  ? 

From  drinking  in  the  orient  light 
The  eye  of  health  as  well  restrain  ; 

Or  check  the  captive's  wild  delight. 
When  Freedom  hastes  to  burst  his  chain. 

And  is  it  in  the  book  of  life. 

The  temperate  use  of  bliss  to  awe  ? 

And  can  religion  be  at  strife, 

With  reason,  and  with  nature's  law  ? 

Let  nature's  book  ray  care  engage. 
There  in  each  line  a  God  we  trace: 

And  where  unfolds  a  fairer  page. 
Than  that  disclosed  in  Celia's  face  ? 

Heaven  cast  such  forms  in  angel-mould, 
To  charm  the  eye  and  teach  us  love; 

That  in  the  work  we  might  behold 
An  image  of  the  blest  above. 
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Devotion  is  liut  love  refin'd : 

Heaven  gives  us  sanction  to  admire  i 
Can  low  affections  touch  the  mind 

That  kindles  with  seraphic  fire  ? 


CATULLUS'S  RFTURN  HOME  TO  HIS  ESTATE 
AT  9IRMI0,  IMTTATiSD  *. 

O  BEST  of  all  the  scatte/d  lands,  that  break 
From  spreading  sea  or  hill  retiring  lake. 
How  happy  do  I  drop  within  thy  breast ! 
With  what  a  sigh  of  full  contented  rest ! 
Scarce  trusting,  that  my  vagrant  toil  is  o'er. 
And  that  these  eyes  behold  thee  safe  once  more ! 
Is  aught  so  blest  as  such  a  loose  from  care. 
When  the  soul's  load  rests  with  us  in  the  chair ; 
When  we  return  from  pilgrimage,  and  spread 
The  looscn'd  limbs  o'er  all  the  well-known  bed  I 
This  of  itself  repays  the  grinding  toil, 
And  gives  to  failing  knees  the  freshening  oil. 
Hail,  lovely  Sirmio ;  meet  thy  master's  smiles. 
And  laugh,  thou  sparkling  lake,  thro'  all  thine  isles ! 
Laugh,  ev^ry  social  spot ;  your  master's  come  ! 
Laugh,  ev'ry  dimple  on  the  cheek  of  home ! 

LEIGH    HUNT,  I8Q. 

*  From  Pitman's  Escerpta  et  Vmiit  Bmumti  P§€tU  ^i  in 
Scholii  ranoM  Uguniur, 
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TO 


A  SPINSTER  IN  HER  FIFTIETH  YEAR. 


That  charming  face  I  love  to  view, 
It  emulates  the  cowslip's  hue: 
Thy  neck,  thy  hands,  thy  arms,  disclose, 
The  colour  of  the  Sharon  rose. 

Thy  lips  the  swarthy  Ethiop's  shame, 
(Their  dear  delighlfuiyo/'w  the  same ;) 
But,  oh  !  a  deeper  dye  they  boast, 
In  mourning  for  the  teeth  thou'st  lost. 

Thy  chin^  firm  guardian  of  thy  mouth. 
Dame  Nature  stinted  in  its  growth ; 
It  yet  a  thousand  arrows  bears, 
Transform'd  to  bright  and  golden  hairs. 

In  coral  tint  thy  eyelids  glow. 
And  weep  the  setting  suns  below. 
Yet  still  the  tear  of  sorrow  stops. 
And  stands  congeal'd  in  amber  drops. 

Fly  shepherds,  or  your  hour  is  come; 
If  fiiilh  her  face  to  seal  your  doom, 
Like  ambusliM  foes,  her  potent  breath 
Inflicts  inevitable  death. 
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tHE  MEDICAL  COURTSHIP. 

MJiUnimd  i9'IhQior  RtimarHSi  oh  his  taking  his  Doctor^s 

degree  at  Leyden.    1757# 

BT  THS   LATE   DR.   DARWIN4 
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ly  hianhood's  daWn,  tirben  first  soft  hairs  begiti 
To  yield  a  timorous  umbrage  to  the  chin ; 
Keimarus  pra/d.  Ye  powers  celestial  hear. 
Send  me  a  wife,  and  bless  the  loving  pair. 

Her  favourite  youth  the  blue-ey'd  goddess  spy'di 
"  Father  of  gods  and  men,  Oh  Jove  !  (she  cry'd) 
"  Grant  me  unerring  wisdom  to  employ, 
"  And  chuse  a  dami^cl  fof-  niy  fav'ouHte  boy.* 

The  godhead  nods — and  at  her  winged  command 
Before  the  youth  three  sister- beauties  stand, 
Each  with  soft  words  his  tender  bosom  warras^ 
And  hand  in  hand  display  their  rival  charnis. 

First  gentle  Botany  the  swain  address'd, 
One  early  rose-bud  blush'd  upon  her  breast, 
She  bade  the  Spring  fOr  him  ner  sivects  unfold^ 
Grcen'd  the  young  herb,  and  dip'd  the  flower  in  gold. 

Next  pensive  Chenua  lifts  the  magic  wand,- 
And  changing  forms  obey  her  waving  hand ; 
Metallic  trees  advance  their  silver  sterns^ 
Bud  into  gold,  and  blossom  into  gems. 

VOL.  VIl.  Y 


Last  young  Anatome  steps  forth,  and  H|row» 
The  clouds  of  superstition  from  her  Jirows, 
Harmless  she  smiles  upon  the  crimson  knife. 
Untwists  each  nerve,  and  treads  the  i^alks  of  life.  * 

He  view'd,  he  sigh'd*  alternate  passions  bani ; 
Each  courts  and  each  is  courted  in  her  turn. 
••  These  are  my  handmaids/'  health-robed  MtdioM  cries, 
And  steps  all-radiant  from  the  bending  skies. 

Grace  sat  upon  her  cheek,  and  o'er  her  head 
Imnifrirtal  youth  his  blooming  honours  spread  ; 
Science  for  her  his  treasur'd  ores  iraprovesy 
And  age  and  torture  bless  her  as  she  moves. 

The  youth  advanced,  and  first  her  hand  he  press'^^ 
Then  dasp'd  the  goddess  to  his  panting  breast  ;•— 
**  O  take  your  spouse, " — she  heard  his  soft  commands,. 
And  wre»th'd  her  serpent  to  dieir  wedded  haads* 


EPIGRAM. 


**'VitE  Critic,"  exclaim'd'  a  poor  author  in  pique^ 
"  In  reviewing  my  work,  why  abuse  it  ? 

You've  injur'd  my  fame  by  your  cursed  critique, 
For  nobody  now  will  peruse  it/' 

Quoth  the  Critic,  '^  Tm  glad  to  hear  that,  for  my  dnk 

Was  to  save  not  destroy  reputation. 
And  I  could  not  more  certainly  ruin  your  famei 

Than  by  giving  your  work  circulation. 

IK 
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ZEMBO  AND  NiLA, 

AN  AfRICAN  TALE. 


Whkrs  the  beauteous  Nig^r  roU'd 
Through  the  land  of  slaves  and  gold« 
On  the  brink  a  tjger  lay,   ' 
Shimbeting  through  the  sultry  day  t 
Stately  palms  their  branches  spreadf 
Cool  and  verdant  o'er  his  head; 
Deeply  murmuring  in  his  ear» 
Rippling  ran  the  river  clear ; 
While  the  sun,  in  noon  of  lighti 
Like  an  eagle  in  his  flight, 
Borne  upon  the  wing^  of  timei 
Tower'd  in  majesty  sublime. 
Earth  and  ocean,  air  and  sky. 
Basking  in  his  boundless  eye. 

Soft  as  desert  fountains  now. 
Sweet  as  ocean^breezes  blow, 
Came  a  lonely  negro  maid, 
Where  the  sleeping  brute  was  laid : 
O  what  wild  enchantins  grace, 
Sparkled  o'er  her  dimpled  face. 
While  the  moonlight  of  her  eyes, 
Glowed  and  glanc^  with  fond  surprise ; 
Bright  thro'  shadow  beam'd  her  lipsy 
She  was  beauty  in  eclipse. 
Sportive,  innocent,  and  g^y, 
Alfin  nature's  disarray. 
Unashamed  as  infancy. 
Dancing  on  the  fathers  kaee ; 


Fearless  as  ihe  babe  at  rest, 
Pillow'd  on  the  mother's  breast; 
But  to  crown  her  conquering  charinsy 
Pearly  bracelets  twin'd  her  arms. 
Brilliant  plumes  her  temples  grac'd, 
Flow'ry  foliage  wreath'd  ner  waist; 
The  starded'  nymph,  with  silent  awe, 
The  lovely  dreadful  monster  saw, 
Mark'd  the  sleek  enameird  pride 
Of  his  variiegated  hid^, 
Marbled  o'er  with  glossy  dyes, 
Like  the  peacock's  spangled  eyes : 
Gently  heav'd  the  spotty  chest 
Of  his  broad  tremendous  breast; 
Slumber  smoothed  his  hideous  features,' 
Closed  his  eyes,  terrific  meteors,* 
Hushed  the  thunder  of  his  jaws, 
Sheath'd  the  lightning  of  his  claws; 
Harmless,  beautiful,  and  mild, 
SeemM  the  savage  grim  and  wild* 

Nila's  bosom  o'er  the  sight 
Sweird  from  wonder  to  delight ; 
On  the  mossy  bank  reclining. 
In  her  hands  a  garland  twining, 
Unaware  of  danger  nigh, 
ATI  her  soul  was  in  her  eye, 
Till  her  tongue  the  silence  brake; 
And,  transported,  thus  she  spake  r 
'•  Lovely  stranger  I  void  of  fear, 
**  Innocently  slumbering  here, 
"  Rest,  secure  in  thy  repose, 
*'  From  the  rage  of  prowling  foes ;. 
**  Never  wanderer  was  betrayed 

In  this  hospitable  shade : 
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^  Calm  refreshing  dreams  attend  theel 
**^  And  the  mighty  gods  defend  thoe! 
**  From  the  lion's  ravening  jaws  ; 
^*  From  the  dread  hyaena's  paws ; 
**  From  the  subtle  panther's  wii^, 
**  Lurking  where  the  shrubbery  smiles; 
From  the  snake,  whose  tainting  breath 
Scatters  pestilence  and  death ; 
From  the  elephant,  whose  might 
''  Crushes  armies  in  the  fight; 
'*  From  the  fangs  of  tygers' gaunt, 
^*  Cruellest  .of  fiends  that  haunt 
**  Forest,  wilderness,  or  plain, 
**  Grimly  strcw'd  with  victims  slain, 
**  When,  like  whirlwind,  flood,  and  fire, 
"  Irresistible  in  ire, 
**  Tygcrs — so  my  parents  say — 
**  Gorge  alive  their  shrieking  pre^, 
*'  Then  in  frenzy  of  hot  gore, 
^'  Fiercer,  feller  than  before, 
*^  Still  with  quenchless  thirst  they  burni 
<'  Headlong  still  to  slaughter  turn. 
^'  Fiends  like  these  the  desart  awe, 
*-*  Fiends  that  Nila  never  saw ; 
**  On  this  silent  solitude, 
"  Those  destroyers  ue'ei;  mtrude, 
'*  For  my  father  keeps  this  grove, 
^^  Sacred  to  the  gods  above ; 
"  Nor  beyond  this  sheltered  home, 
**  Dare  his  daughter's  footsteps  roam. 
^'  Here  then,  charming  stranger,  rest, 
^  Nile's  friend,  companion,  guest ; 
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<<  With  the  sweetest  hexhs  Til  feed  the*, 

''  To  the  purest  fountains  lead  thee ; 

"  Here  in  gambols,  wild  and  gay, 

^*  Let  us  sport  our  lives  away, 

'*  And  this  blooming  wreath  shall  be, 

**  Nila's  pledge  of  lore  to  thee, 

^*  While  I  crown  thee  thus  with  flowers, 

"  Prince  of  these  sequestered  bowers," 

Sudden  as  the  lightning's  stroke 
Glances  on  the  splintered  oak, 
At  her  touch  the  tyger  sprang, 
With  his  voice  the  mountains  rang, 
One  wild  moment  Nila  stood, 
Then  plunged  instinctive  in  the  flood ; 
With  a  roar  of  thunder  hollow, 
As  the  monster  leapt  to  follow. 
Quick  and  keen,  a  venom'd  dart. 
Quivered  in  bis  cruel  heart ; 
Round  he  reelM  in  mortal  pain, 
Bit  the  barbed  shaft  in  twain, 
Groan'd  and  fell,  and  poured  his  breath. 
In  a  hurricane  of  death. 

Lost  as  in  a  wandering  dream, 
Nila  floated  down  the  stream. 
The  conscious  river  swelFd  with  pride^^ 
While  buoyant  on  his  circling  tide, 
Light  as  the  silvery  shadows  sail, 
0*er  corn-fields  waving  to  the  gale. 
The  gentle  waters  safely  bore 
The  panting  Naiad  to  the  shore. 

Zembo  from  the  grove  emerging. 
Ran  to  me^t  the  rescued  virgin ; 
2embo,  whose  victorious  bow 
L»id  the  treacherous  tyger  low ; 
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'Zcrofoo,  swiftest  in  the  race, 
Matchless  in  the  savage  chace  ; 
Tall  and  shapely  as  the  palm, 
A  storm  in  war,  in  peace  a  calm  ; 
Black  as  midnight  without  moon :— - 
Bold  and  undisguised  as  noon ; — 
— Zembo  long  had  woo'd  in  vain. 
But  while  Nila  scorn'd  his  pain, 
Ix>ve's  insinuating  daEt, 
Slid  so  slily  through  her  heart. 
That  the  nymph,  in  all  her  pride, 
Sigh'd — ^yet  scarcely  knew  she  sigh^iL 

New  she  saw  with  transport  sweet, 
<jiallant  Zembo  at  her  feet ; 
Tho'  her  trcmbting  lips  were  seal'd, 
Love  her  hidden  soul  reveal'd. 
2embo  read  with  glad  surprise, 
All  the  secrets  of  her  eyes  ; 
Wild  with  joy  his  eager  arms 
Sprang  to  clasp  her  modest  chairms  ; 
Startled,  iike  the  timid  xleer, 
Nila  fled  with  lovely  fear; 
lie  pursued  the  nimble  maid, 
To  the  broad  palmetto  shade^ 
There  the  flowery  wreaths  she  found, 
Which  the  tygcr's  (pent  had  crown'd. 
These  on  Zembo's  brows  she  twin'd, 
^Vhispcring  thus  in  accents  kind: 

Noble  youth  !  accept,  the'  small^ 

This  reward ; — ^^tis  Nila's  all ; 

If  my  hero  claims  a  higher, 
^^  Yonder,  Zctnbo,  lives  my  sire.'' 

SkffieU.  9.U. 
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A  HUSBAND  TO  HIS  WIFB. 


BT    lIRr  P.  OEKT. 


I^AT,  do  not  tbiuH  I  love  you  lesi, 
Because  your  charms  are  flo\yQ ; 

But  such  a  wound]  pg  thought  r^ress, 
Tho'  you  are  older  grown. 

Believe  me  that  my  heart's  as  wanq. 

My  love  as  fervent  too, 
As  when  you  own'd  an  Hebe's  form, 

And  all  the  lily's  hue. 

For  who  the  course  of  Time  can  stay? 

And  who  can  youth  regain  ? 
Then,  tho'  thy  charms  do  fly  away, 

If  still  thy  truth  remain, 

Shall  I  for  other  beauties  range  \ 

Shall  I  a  truant  prove  7 
Ah  no !  my  heart's  not  fori^M  to  change, 

Tis  only  form'd  to  love ! 

^was  not  the  blush  upon  the  rose, 
'Twas  not  its  bloom  I  woo'd. 

For  when  the  chilling  night  wind  blowsa 
Its  blooming  leayea  lie  strew'd : 
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Bui  'was  the  sweetness  of  the  flower. 
Which  still  continues  sweet. 

In  spite  of  winter's  freezing  power. 
And  summer^s  burning  heat. 

Then,  tho'  thy  charms  do  fly  away, 

if  still  thy  truth  remain, 
Thaty  that  €doney  shall  gild  thy  way. 

And  niake  thee  young  again. 

That  to  thy  cheek  shall  colour  give — 
Give  brightness  to  thine  eye — 

3hall  cheer  me  ever  while  I  live, 
Apd  bless  me  when  I  die  ! 


».  c^. 


EPIGRAM. 

ON  CERTAXN  FASHIONABLES. 

Let  us  never  again 

Be  tlie  dupes  of  the  men 
Who  say  Wealth  and  Title  are  bloated  with  pride; 

For  each  day  in  the  street 

We  can  luckily  meet 
Proofs  that  Wealth  and  that  Title  are  foully  belied. 

Quite  asham'd  of  their  state, 

Seem  the  Rich  and  the  Great : 
{!ach  with  pleasure  the  humblest  of  stations  assumes* 

How  more  can  they  bend  ? 

Do  they  not  condescend 
As  coapl^men  to  act  to  their  footmen  and  grooips? 

&•  A.  D, 
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THE  ACACIA. 

IMITATED  FROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  VIGEE. 

This  Tree  root  planted  m  oim  of  the  Courts  of  Hk 
frison  of  Port  Ubre :  the  original  ddt  wu  written  during 
ike  Reign  of  Terror  4n  France. 

Fair  plant!  that  impending  witli  tremulous  boughs. 
Dost  shed  wide  beneath  thee  a  tutelar  shade : 

Whose  leaves  whisper  sweet  to  the  love-4>reathiDg  vows. 
And  veil  with  their  twilight  the  blush  of  the  maid^ 

O  blest  it  thy  lot !  when  the  mantle  of  night 
With  sable  invests  the  blue  glare  of  the  skies. 

Thy  verdure-bound  root  is  the  throne  of  delight. 
And  love  to  thy  arborous  canopy  flies. 

By  thee,  favour'd  plant !  in  mute  witness  are  seen 
The  hand  that  soft  trembles  while  tremblingly  prcst; 

And  Innocence  bashful  with  languishing  mien, 
And  still  unreseuting,  still  sweetly  distrust : 

And  the  lip  that  in  modest  embarrassment  steals 
From  lips  unavertcd  the  nectarine  sigh  ; 

And  the  tender  Confusion  that  rapturous  feels 
The  kiss  which  Reserve  had  forgot  to  deny* 

In  the  moonshine  that  quivering  fell  white  o'er  the  shade. 
How  oft  like  a  wave  of  the  ocean  hcav'd  high. 

Has  the  slow-rising  bosom  the  wishes  betray'd 
That  lurk'd  in  the  lid  of  thu  down-gasing  eye  i 

When  timidly  venturous  resistlessly  stole 

Avowals  that  faltered  in  eloquent  fear ; 
Those  worda  half-suspended — those  murmurs  of  soul^ 

That  never  were  braathed  to  insensible  ear. 
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Or  the  cheek  soft-approachiog  in  licence  of  grief 
Felt  the  tears  warmly  glide  from  the  check  that  it 

And  the  mutual  Bependeuce  of  blissful  relief    [sbught; 
Mingled  love  unawares  with  the  tumult  of  thought. 

O  fair  may'st  thou  flourish !  O  never  to  fade 
The  bower  which  thy  branch  thus  luxuriantly  weaves ; 

The'  winter's  cold  eye  freeze  thy  desolate  shade. 
May  the  vernal  sun  smile  on  thy  blossomy  leaves. 

The  God  whom  thou  servest,  fond  sympathy  deems. 
Shall  wind  round  thy  roots  the  fresh  rivulet's  wave. 

While  the  iash  of  the  thunder-cloud  harmlessly  gleams. 
And  the  blasts  of  the  whirlwind  in  impotence  rave. 

Ah,  doom  unrelenting !  'tis  nature's  decree, 
And  all  that  we  love  thus  must  perish  below ; 

That  doom  unrelenting  is  destin'd  to  thee, 
The  season  shall  wither — the  steel  overthrow  ! 

But  long  ere  uprooted,  dishevell'd,  and  dead. 
Thou  scatter  thy  verdurous  tresses  around ; 

From  thy  top  may  the  pearls  of  the  morning  be  shed. 
And  the  moss  of  thy  herbage  be  green  on  the  ground. 

When  thy  elegant  boughs,  arching  light  on  the  gale, 
To  the  chaste  thefts  of  love  lend  their  shelter  no  more ; 

May  a  tablet  of  marble,  inscrib'd  with  the  tale. 
To  the  heart  of  the  lover  thy  image  restore. 

Tears  of  rapture  bedew'd  thee,  beneficent  tree  f — 
By  pensive  Regret  shall  this  tribute  be  paid— 

That  the  Wretch  of  the  dungeon  a  moment  was  free. 
That  the  Children  of  Sorrow  were  blest  in  thy  shade. 

CtlABLXS  A.  ELTON. 


3S2 
FRANCK, 

AN  ODE. 
BY   S.   T.   COLERIDGE,   ESQ* 


Ye  Clouds,  that  far  above  me  fioat  and  pause, 

Whose  pathless  march  no  mortal  may  control ! 

Ye  ocean  waves,  that,  whcresoe'er  ye  roll, 

Yield  homage  only  to  eternal  laws  ! 

Ye  woods,  that  listen  to  the  night-JHrd's  singing, 

Midway  the  smooth  and  perilous  steep  reclin'd ; 

Save  when  your  own  imperious  branches  swinging 

Have  ii!iade  a  solemn  music  of  the  wipd  { 

Where,  like  a  man  belov'd  of  God, 

Thro'  glooms,  which  never  woodman  trod. 

How  oft,  pursuing  fancies  holy, 

My  moon-light  wjay  o'er  flowVing  weeds  I  wound, 

luspired  beyond  the  guess  of  folly. 

By  each  rude  shape,  and  wild  unconquerable  sound  | 

O,  yje  loud  waves,  ^nd  O,  ye  forests  high, 

And  O,  ye  clouds  that  far  above  me  soar'd  ! 

Thou  rising  sun,  thou  blue  rejoicing  sky  I 

Yea,  every  thing  that  is  and  will  be  free, 

Bear  witness  for  me  wheresoever  ye  be. 

With  what  deep  worship  I  have  still  ador'd, 

The  spirit  of  divinest  libprty. 

II. 

If^'hen  France  in  wrath  her  giant  limbs  uprear'd, 
And  with  that  oath  which  smote  earth,  air,  and  sea, 
Stamp'd  her  strong  foot  and  said,  she  would  be  frepi 
Bear  wituess  for  roe,  how  I  hop'd  and  fe^f^d  I 
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^Vith  what  a  joy  my  lofty  ^tulation 

Unaw'd  I  sung  amia  a  slavish  band  : 

And  when  to  whelm  the  disenchanted  nation, 

Like  fiends  embattled  by  a  wizard's  wand. 

The  monarchs  march'd  in  evil  day^ 

And  Britain join'd  the  dire  array; 

Tho*  dear  her  shores,  and  circling  ocean^ 

Though  many  friendships,  many  youthful  loves 

Had  swoln  the  patriot  emotion, 

And  flung  a  magic  light  o'er  all  her  hills  and  groves 

Yet  still  my  voice  unalter'd  lang  defeat 

To  all  that  brav'd  the  tyrant-quelling  lani^e, 

And  shame  too  long  dela/d,  and  vain  retreat ! 

For  ne'er  O  Liberty  !  with  partial  aim 

I  dimm'd  thy  light,  or  damp'd  thy  holy  flame ; 

But  blest  the  paeans  of  deliver'd  France, 

And  hung  my  head,  and  wept  at  Britain's  name  I 

IIL 

'^  And  what  (I  said)  tho'  blasphemy's  loud  scream 

*'  With  that  sweet  music  of  dcliv' ranee  strove  ; 

*'  Tho'  all  the  fierce  and  drunken  passions  wove» 

*^  A  dance  more  wild  than  ever  maniac's  dream; 

'*  Ye  storms,  that  round  the  dawning  east  assembled, 

"  The  sun  was  rising,  tho'yc  hid  his  light!" 

And  when  to  sooth  my  soul,  that  hop'd  and  trembled^ 

The  dissonance  ceas*d,  and  allseem'd  calm  and  brigh^t; 

When  France^  her  front  deep-scar'd  and  gory, 

Conceal'd  with  clust'ring  wreaths  of  glory  ; 

When  insupportably  advancing, 

Her  arm  made  mock'ry  of  the  warrior's  ramp. 

While,  timid  looks  of  fury  glancing. 

Domestic  treason,  crush'd  beneath  h^^r  fatal  stamp. 
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Writh'd,  like  a  wounded  dragon  in  his  gore  ; 

Then  I  reproach'd  my  fears  that  would  not  flee,. 

**  And  soon  (I  said)  shall  wisdom  teach  her  lore 

'*  In  the  low  huts  of  them  that  toil  and  groan  ! 

**  And  conqu'ring  by  her  hs^piness  alone, 

"  Shall  France  compel  the  nations  to  be  free,     [own  IT 

**  Till  love  and  joy  look  round,  and  call  the  earth  their 

IV. 
Forgive  me,  Freedom  !  O  forgive  these  dreams ! 
I  hear  thy  voice,  I  hear  thy  load  lament, 
From  bleak  Helvetia's  ic^caverns  sent — 
I  hear  thy  groans  upon  her  blood-stain'd  streams  I 
Heroes,  that  for  your  peaceful  country  periskVi ; 
And  ye,  that  fleeing  spot  the  mountain  snows 
With  bleeding  wounds ;  forgive  me,  that  I  cherish'd 
One  thought,  that  ever  blessM  your  cmel  foes ! 
To  scatter  rage  and  trait'rous  guilt 
Where  Peace  her  jealous  home  had  built ; 
A  patriot  race  to  disinherit 
Of  all  that  made  their  stormy  wilds  so  dear. 
And  with  inexpiable  spirit 

To  taint  the  bloodless  freedom  of  the  mountaineer, — 
O  France !  that  mockest  heav'n,  adult'rous,  blind. 
And  patriot  only  in  pernicious  toils  ! 
Are  these  thy  boasts,  champion  of  human  kind  : 
To  mix  with  kings  in  the  low  lust  of  sway. 
Yell  in  the  hunt,  and  share  the  rourd'rous  prey  ; 
To  insult  the  shrine  of  liberty  with  spoils 
From  freemen  torn ;  to  tempt  and  to  betray ! 

V. 

The  sensual  and  the  dark  rebel  in  vain. 
Slaves  by  their  own  compulsion !  In  mad  game  . 
They  burst  their  manacles,  and  wear  the  name 
Of  freedom  graven  on  a  heavier  chain  I 
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O  Liberty  t  with  profitless  endeavour 
7Iave  I  pursued  thee  mauy  a  weary  hour  r 
But  thou  nor  swell'st  the  victor's  strain,  nor  ever 
Didst  breathe  thy  soul  in  forms  of  human  pow'r. 
Alike  from  all,  however  they  praise  thee, 
(Nor  pray'r  nor  boastful  name  delays  thee,) 
Alike  from  priesthood's  harpy  minions, 
And  factious  blasphemy's  obscener  slaves, 
Thou  speedest  on  thy  subtle  pinions, 
To  live  amid  the  wiiuls^  and  move  upou  the  waves  t 
And  then  I  felt  thee  on  that  sea-cliff's  verge, 
Whose  pines,  scarce  travell'd  by  the  breeze  above^ 
Had  made  one  murmur  with  the  distant  surge ! 
Yes  !  while  I  stood  and  gaz'd,  my  temples  bare, 
And  shot  my  being  thro'  earth,  sea,  and  air. 
Possessing  all  things  with  intensest  love, 
O  Liberty,  my  spirit  felts  thee  Jthere  I 

lebruaryy  1798. 


HOME- 

FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  LEONIDAS  OP  TARENTUBt 

Cling  to  thy  home  I  If  there  the  meanest  shed 
Yield  thee  a  hearth,  and  shelter  for  thine  head^ 
And  some  poor  plot,  with  vegetables  stor'd. 
Be  all  that  pride  allots  thee  (or  thy  board. 
Unsavoury  bread,  and  herbs  that  scatter'd  grow. 
Wild  on  the  river's  brink,  or  mountaiti's  brow, 
Yet  e'en  this  chearless  mansion  shall  provide, 
&Ioi-e  heart's  repose  than  s^  the  world  besidcf. 

REV.    R.    BLAKD. 
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EPHAPH- 

ox  BIRS.  RAINEY,  OF  GREENVILLi;  COUKli' 
OF  DOWN£»  IIIELAND. 


The  light  of  Memory^  struggling  thro'  the  gloonr^ 
Awakes  to  life  the  tenant  of  this  tomb ; 
Restores  each  mild,  majestic  matron  grace^ 
Dwells  on  the  form,  an^l  lingers  on  the  fere  t 
In  strong  delusion  waits  to  hear  her  speak^ 
And  sees  the  bloom  just  mantling  o'er  the  cheeks 
Her  mind  recals,  the  varied  loveliness, 
The  power  to  warm,  to  harmonize,  to  bless; 
The  tranquil  constancy  in  acting  right. 
And  the  fine  sense  of  elegant  delight ) 
Her  breast  by  duty  warm'd,  by  goodness  grac'd, 
'While  round  it  play'd  the  lambent  flame  of  taste. 
Hers,  every  charm  that  could  in  courts  prevail. 
Her  charm  and  choice  to  steal  along  the  vale. 
Hers,  the  full  sweetness  of  domestic  life. 
The  friend,  the  daughter,  sister,  mother,  wrfe. 
The  wife — O  thou  whom  most  my  soul  desires, 
In  whom  I  liv'd,  with  whom  my  bliss  expires ! 
In  vain  does  Memory  pierce  this  mortal  gloom  * 
Thy  husband  sees,  and  only  sees-*^the  torab« 
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EPITAPH  ON  A  UVINO  ACTOlt 


«        »        4        «         «        ♦ 

V^  cridet^^ilrto  <tBily  enlickten  the  im6on, 
And  talk  of  klipftilMS,  And  cold  de^cUunAliiMii 
His  re^rffff  €fmifbmni  caiitiouslv  ^robe^ 
And  scoif  at  the  finical  fold  of  his  fo^  I 
Before  you  his  bhafaclten  ligktly  deciy. 
How  this  is^  i6o~sombre,  and  that  ifl  too  dty^ 
nTwero  Well  if  your  critical  wisdom  could  tell. 
The  matiy  on  our  stage,  who  can  act  them  a&  welU 

Yip  rival  thigedians,  who  flutter  your  night, 
Rais'd  up  by  the  crowd  for  a  holiday  sights 
^iere  sons  of  a  season  I  how  quickly  ye  pass, 
)Like  the  transient  forms  o'er  a  magical  glass ; 
But  Kemble  alone  caa  this  privilege  boae^ 
\Vho  sees  him  the  o&enest,  likes  him  the  most. 

When  a  deluge  of  children  the  drama  asaail'd. 
And  nonsense,  and  boyhood,  and  Betty  prlevaird, 
Whien  schoolboys  presumM  in  the  buskin  to  swagger. 
Each  hoop-stick  a  truncheon,  each  pen-kniffea  da^er, 
how  pleasM  were  the  public  to  turn  to  thy  strtdn^ 
\Vho  brought  Common  sense  to  the  nation  again ; 
^11  Fashion  her  idol  could  follow  no  moi^. 
But  damn'd  the  poor  boy  whoito  she  wonhif^'dbelira^ 
.   Old  Shaksp)ea#e,  in*  heaven,  no  fiune  still  afive, 
Rejoic'd  to  behold  thee  his  drama  revi^, 
Wh^n  dead^  sbaH  receive  thee  aloft  in  dm  fkyft 
And  thus,  if  I  prophecy  rightly,  shall  ciy : 

TOL.  VII.  z 
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•*  Oh  welcome  !  thrice  welcome !  by  Providence  plac^<i^ 
^*  In  regions  of  liberty,  science^  and  ta^te ;  '      ' 
^*  Here  dwell,  'midst  the  chosen  of  genius  above, 
^'  And  share  with  mj2;^p9.j;rick,  my  heart  and  my  lovt;^ 
^*  And  yet  how  my  pleasure  is  shadowed  with  woe, 
^^  When  I  think  of  ttne  fate  of  my  offsprii^below  1 
**  My  darling  Othello,  my  bleod-tainted  Thane, 
My  Richard,  my  Lear,  my  poor  lunatic  ])attey 
To  the  slowwiniding  Avon  shail  nightly  .repair, 
**  And  hang  on  its  wilk>ws  their  harps  iD  desplitr, 
**  Deprived,  in  thy  death,  of  a  guardian  and  fri^iidy 
^  With  spirit  to  decorate— taste  to  amen^ : 
*^  Oh  where  upon  earth  shall  my  tragedies  see, 
**  Protectorsi  and  actors,  like  Garri^k  and  uee** . 


IMPROMPTU. 


Addressed  by  a  Water  Drinker  to  a  Ladj/i  toho^  when  tke 
Wine  teas  placed  on  the  Tabkj  asked  him  vhetker  ke 
mndd  have  BJsd  or  WhitCm 

Give  me  both  :  th6  blushing  rosa 
'        Enlivens  the  pale  lily's  hue : 
Both,  your  lovely  cheeks  disclose, 
I  would  have  them  both  in  you. 

.'.  ."While  that  ruby  lip  I  press, 

.  What  like  red  can  ^ve  delight  ? 
On  that  bosom  could  I  rest, 

What  would  I  exchange  for  white? 
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iTIE  l>OPLAfe. 

No  watch-dog  disturbed  the  calm  season  of  rest. 
And    the    day-beams    were    faintly  the  mountahi 
adoriiine ; 
llie  night^d^w  still  hung  on  the  eglantine's  breast^ 
And  thci  shrill  cock  first  broke  the  sweet  silence  of 
morning. 

To  the  haunts  of  his  childhood,  the  scenes  of  his  sporty 
A  Wanderer  came  in  the  stillness  of  sorrow ; 

The  magit  of  life's  early  vision  to  court. 
And  the  sweetest  of  hours  from  remembrance  to 
borrow.    > 

fiut  the  field  of  his  cultu^  was  dreary  and'witd^ 
And  drear  were  the  bow^i^  whefe  (he  rose  once  was 
blowing; 
The  dark  Weed  had  grown  where  the  garden  had  smil'd. 
And  a  wilderness  spread  where  late  beauty  was  glow- 
ing. 

Yet,  one  Poplar  surviv'd,  kad  was  lofty  and  fair^ 
Twas  the  pride  of  his  yOuth,  when  its  sun  rose  en« 
chanting; 
And  Affection  had  treasui^d  his  memory  there. 
And  had  hallow'd  hjs  name  on  the  tree  of  his  plant- 
ing. 

Unknown  was  the  hand  that  thiis  witnessed  its  truth, 

Unknown  was  the  heart  with  affection  thus  beiiming; 
fiut  the  Wandenir  thought  on  the  friend  of  his  youth, 
And  his  spirit  was  blest,  though  his  tear  drops  wera 
streaming. 

e  2 
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Hioa  flow*r  of  affection !  entwining  the  ticart. 
To  deck  the  drear  sqene  of  our  wanderings  giveff  ^ 

^hy  balm  to  our  grief  eim  its  healing  impart. 
And  thy  blossoms  of  light  caught  their  beau^  from , 
h^avea. 


ODE. 

Foms^fly  that  p6pnll0  FaBcy'i  beaai^ 
Floating  o'er  the  mental  sight|— 
Airy  Choir^  who  live  in  dreams^ 
And  flutter  in  celestial  lights— 

Hither,  softly  wafted,  moTe— 
Hither  bring  your  scenes  of  Lote  f 

£cstacieS9  whose  ardent  sighs 

In  the  awakened  breast  exj^ircj 
'Mid  the  glowing  visions  rise. 
On  the  pinions  of  desire, — 

Panting — fluttering — burning— Dao 
Kindling  joy  and  wanton  love  i  . 

&i !  the  muden's  purple  chetsk% 

Blushing  with  ideal  bliss ! — 
fioft  the  youth  his  raptures  speaks^ 
Printing  the  unreal  kiss ! — 

Can  ye  thus,  ye  VisiondL  m6ve  f 
What  may  then  awaken  d  Love  I 

7.  K^VUI^ 
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RAISIAC  •• 


Fair  Buda't  walls  and  stately  tow'if  j 

Gleam  horrible  with  war ; 
While  Ferdinand  with  iuiy  poim 

His  legions  from  afar. 

Beleagur'd  long,  with  silent  eare 

He  deWes  tha  treacherous  mine. 
And  hissing  through  the  troubFil  ^if 

His  arrowy  tempests  shixie^ 

And  now  what  misery  appears. 

Of  every  form  and  hue ! 
What  youthful  lovers  bleed  f  What  teav$ 

Affection's  check  bedew ! 

8ee  Famine,  ghastliest  of  the  train^ 

That  wafs  fell  steps  attend. 
Meagre  and  pale  o'er  heaps  of  slitia, 

Her  eager  aspect  bend  I 

£ven  she  who  late  her  babe  caress'd, 

For  pity  finds  i>o  room ; 
And  long  by  cruel  hunger  presi'il, 

Now  jQ^itates  its  doom. 

Jiard  is  the  time-«-for  scarce  a  meal^ 

The  granaries  can  supply  t 
And  e'en  the  war-woni  soidiefs  bd^ 

The  pan^  of  scarcity, 

This  Ballad  is  (vtaMi  on  a  M  i^s^  Ij  tfontitStte  in  Ui 
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Still  Raisiac,  chieftain  of  the  towi|| 

With  unabated  might. 
The  fainting  cheers,  and  up  wd  dowQ 

Reanimates  the  fights 

His  comrades  meet  in  close  debate, 

Th'  impending  ills  to  shun : 
Cries  Raisiac — at  the  postern  wait, 

The  midnight  hour  of  one. 

Forth  shall  yp  issue  on  the  fbe. 

Secure  in  sleep,  he  cried ; 
And  deal  unseen  the  vengeful  blow 

Of  death  on  every  side. 

The  veil  of  night  was  thickly  spread. 

They  issue  from  the  gate ;    ' 
Their  foes  secure,  no  sally  dread, 

With  wanton  pride  elate. 

They  gain  the  fosse — the  guards  they  siay^ 

And  rush  into  the  camp-* 
The  coward  heart  their  shouts  dismay-—. 

The  hero's  courage  damp. 

Rous*d  at  the  sound  in  pale  afifright. 

Young  Ferdinand  awakes ; 
And  by  the  night-firels  dubious  light 

His  sword  and  buckler  takes. 

Arise,  my  comrades!  shame  the  foel 

Arise !  arise !  he  cried, 
^is  voice  th'  affrighted  squadrons  know, 

And  croud  theit  general's  side. 

He  forms  their  ranks  in  haste,  and  flies, 

Where  mpst  the  tgn\uH  grew ;     . 
piit  friend  met  friend  in  night's  disguise. 
And  brother,  brpther  slew. 
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Ndw  flames  the  camp,  the  distant  fire  ' 

Illumes  the  town  afar. 
Still  Raisiac  queils  the  fierce  desire. 

To  mingle  with  the  war. 

The  day  i«  ours !  with*  joy  he  cries — '- 
Friends  !  be  no  more  dismay'd. 

Fresh  succours  fly !  the  flames  arise! 
Your  fighting  brethren  aid] 

The  mom  had  purpled  o'er  the  «ky, 

Ere  all  were  well  subdu'd ; 
Now  in  their  turn  th'  assailants  fly^ 

And  fast  the  foe  pursu'd* 

X  Forth  issuing  from  the  gate  in  view. 

The  tin^ely  aid  they  saw  $ 
Again  they  turn — the  fight  renew— 
And  hope  from  succour  draw. 

Now  in  the  plain,  beneath  th^  wall, 

A  fiercer  fight  began ; 
Like  leaves  in  autumn  heroes  fall. 

As  roan  encounters  man. 

The  field  for^ever  now  were  lost. 

But  for  a  champion  brave ; 
Who  storra'd  the  onward  rushing  host. 

And  fierce  his  falchion  drave. 

Distiuguiih'd  by  the  plume  he  wore. 

Upon  his  beaver'd  head ; 
Brave  Raisiac  saw  him|  stainM  with  gore. 

Mix  glorious  with  the  dead* 

The^shouts  of  victory  now  resound, 
From  Buda's  rcscu'd  towers; 

The  foemen  fly,  and  widely  round 
[JnasLf^d  vengeance  pours* 
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Tb'  impMiAot  towutmeBy  now  «o 

By  hostile  armie^  p0&^ 
Rush  to  the  plain,  mda^nu^A  o^efi 

With  variec[  pa^ioBS  If Ot* 

There  parents  o'er  tb^r  som  bewail 

DeathnuoMt^Q  ia  the  fig\^t ; 
While  some  their  sohq  enul^ag  baif 

Iq  victory  wd  Ught. 

Such  was  the  j|oy  and  hit^v  futh  ; 

On  Ra^siac  rush'd  along. 
And  searchf  he  qrted^  the  Y^tor  youths 

These  bl^edi^g  he^ps  asMMig. 

Youll  know  htiD  by  the  spreading  pl^BiB, 

He  on  his  he^et  wore ;  ^ 
Here  on  this  spot  he  met  bis  doom» 

And  here  lies  buried  o'er. 

'Tis  fit,  brave  youth !  a  meed  be  paid. 

To  valour  such  as  thine ; 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  thou  shalt  be  laid. 

Near  Buda's  holy  shrine. 

The  dead  removed — now  fair  below 

The  pliiQied  wairior  lay : 
Ilis  bdm  was  roeriked  with  many  a  bloif 

Sore  dealt  on  bim  that  day, 

Abo^t  their  fam'd  dc^verer  ciou4 

The  anxious  townsmen  near: 
Some  Biovrn  his  fall  in  accents  loud. 

Some  drop  the  silent  tear* 

Make  wa^ !  make  way  l  bnme  Raisiac  crie<|^ 

The  hero  let  me  see ; 
For,  for  his  conntiy  never  died, 
*  A  braver  yoath  tbaa  he. 
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Jiow  \\(i,  be  cries,  |he  beaver  bigbt 

And  let  me  see  bis  face : 
^or  him  let  no  fond  pareot  sigh, 

Twould  such  a  sop  disgrace. 

The  beaver  rose— the  youtl^  be  knev^-^ 
My  son !  my  son !  he  cried — 

l^or  more-— for  8peechless»  pale  be  gjreWf 
Sunk  on  the  corse  and  died. 


TO 


^onr  changed  the  man  my  heart  selected. 
The  guide  and  glory  of  my  life !-« 

\Vhose  virtues  charm'dy  whose  sense  protected 
The  girl  be  fondly  made  his  wife ! 

Ah,  friend  beloved !  with  trifies  swellings 

From  nobler  aims  thdr  b^oms  iree^ 
Ten  thousand  apes,  in  tkue  exceHioi^ 
'  Can  trifle  still — and  laugh  at  tkecm 

Yes !  'twas  to  Genius  that  I  wedded. 
Spurning  a  sordid  sire's  controul ; 

^ith  richer  foob  I  mkht  have  bedded. 
Had  not  thy  merit  vd  my  soul  I 

.     TASODOEA* 


S46 

HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOKI.  ODEXL 
Th  fif  tputaerii  {scire  nefas)  quern  tnM,  quern  ^i,  4^. 

TO   SOPHT. 

Dear  girl,  from  cabalistic  lore^ 
Seek  not  your  fortunes  to  explore. 

Or  find  your  destin'd  lover : 
Nor  horoscopes,  nor  starry  skies, 
Nor  flatt'ring  gypsey  prophecies. 

Can  e'er  your  fate  discover. 

To  Fortune's  dreaded  pow'r  resigned, 
Endure  with  phi}QSopbic  mind, 

Her  favour  or  her  malice : 
Unmindful  of  your  future  doom» 
Of  present  life  enjoy  the  blopm, 

And  quaff  fropi  f^lcasprc's  chalice. 

To-day  the  sunny  hours  dance  by, 
Dispensing  roses  as  they  fly, 

O  snatch  them !  for  to-morrow, 
Ass^f  d  by  tempests,  dropping,  dead, 
Perchance  their  f)owers  may  only  shed 

The  dewy  tears  of  sorrow. 

Time  flies — Death  threatens  to  destroy— - 
The  wise  condense  life's  scattered  joy 

Within  a  narrow  measure : 
Then,  Sophy,  bring  the  sparkling  bowl, 
iVnd  let  lis  yield  the  raptur'd  soul    - 

To  laughter,  love,  and  pleasure. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON, 

BOOK  IL  ODE  XIV. 
TO  lias.  KEMBLBy 

)SXHORTING  HIM  TO  GIVE  ITP  THE  TIER  Of 

PRIVATE  fiOXES* 

P  fiaoUy  referent  ia  mare  te  novi,  ^Cf    ' 


O  Kemblb,  again  you  are  toss'd  on  the  seas. 
For  mercy's  sakci  wli.a(  are  you  doing  f 

lleturn  ii^to  harbour,  assuage  the  O.  V,% 
This  tempest  may  end  in  your  ruin. 

Your  se^s  are  uncaulk'd,  and  your  main  mast  is  split. 

Your  sailors  are  all  \n  pommotion ; 
The  storm  of  last  winter  still  l^owls  in  the  pit. 

And  vexe^  ^e  bosom  of  ocean* 

^is  all  to  no  purpose  the  gods  to  assail^ 

They  will  no(  afford  you  a  cable ; 
Dame  Fashim,  who  tempte4  you  out  in  the  gfile, 

May  tow  you  to  land  if  she's  able. 

Melpomene  launch'd  you,  a  gallant  first-rate. 

She  seems  at  your  danger  to  shudder ; 
Then  give  up  your  gingerbread  cabin  of^Me, 

And  prudently  look  to  your  rudder. 

*Tis  matter  of  lasting  importance  to  me. 

Again  in  smooth  water  to  find  you ; 
for  certain  I  am,  if  you  founder  at  sea, 

You'll  not  leave  your  equal  behind  you. 

^ieptember  15.  J* 
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nbHACE  IN  I^ONDON* 

BUENOS  AYRES. 

.    *  •  •  • 

I 

POOKLPQ^XV. 


PaouiTLT,  o'er  the  subject  oce«l^ 

As  the  British  sqii^adron  pressed. 
Sweeping,  in  maj^tic  motion, 

(Xer  Ae  vast  Atlantic's  breast ; 
While  unbounded  Spquish  treasure) 

Giitt'ring  rise  at  Fancy's  call, 
And  impatient  W— te — ke  raeasorei 

When  th^  de^tinM  prey  jihall  fal). 

Sudden,  from  the  south  ascending, 

Comes  a  blast  wit|i  furious  forcr| 
Ruin,  wreck,  and  &te  portending. 

Smites  the  ship,  aqd  stays  her  coof^e : 
Shrouds  and  sails  are  rei^t  asunder^ 

Pitchy  clouds  the  skv  defonB| 
While,  m  intervals  of  taHnder, 

Speaks  the  spirit  of  the  storni^. 

^  Vainly  do  thy  gallant  leg|on9 
Haste  to  yonder  fatal  shore; 

Sacrific'd  in  distant  regions. 
Few  shall  see  their  country  more. 
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YWring  nowy  Hke  forest  cedits. 
See  thy  proud  and  stately  train ; 

They^  and  all  theit  warlike  leaders. 
Soon  imist  die — or  horn  to  Spain* 

*^  By  thy  blind  infiitUation 

Streant  Of  BritiBli  blood  sbalt  ^ow. 
And  a  sad,  ditlMnMur'd  natioa. 

Mourn  diy  sbamefal  oi^ertbfow. 
Hark !  I  bear  the  hottiie  elasgoiir, 

Whefe  LiHiams^  battalions  wait^ 
See !  the  band  of  bigot  anger, 

BeckoM  thee  to  meet  thy  Mew 

«<  Vain  is  nev  thy  bigb  aliianccf 
Vain  the  ducaf  patron's  u^ne^ 
To  repel  the  proud  dcfiajMce 
-    Of  a  foe  unknown  ts>  fame ;, 
iTain  shall  be  the  courtier's  fE\f  ning. 

Party  power  and  dark  iatrigie, 
When  the  day  of  battle  dawning, 
Lights  to  war  the  Spanish  le^ue* 

**  What,  thd*  in  the  hour  of  dangier, 

Chamber'd  frora  the  fight  alar| 
Still  thy  tender  eai*  is  stranger 

To  the  blast  and  din  of  war ; 
Soon,  alas !  shall  hostile  paces 

Violate  thy  calm  retreat. 
And  LiNLBKs,  with  foul  disgraces, 

Drag  thee  captive  at  his  &L 

*<  Hear^st  thou  not  the  cries  of  battle, 
As  the  helpless  soldiers  call  ? 

Doom'd,  alas !  like  slaughtered  eattle^ 
Unresistingly  to  fall. 
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In  that  fatal  Spanbh  cityt 

Where  thou  bop'st  m  wealth  to  tetgbi 
Hark !  the  victims  shriek  for  pity. 

See  i  those  he|^;>8  of  English  slain* 

'^  Where  is  now  the  prowess  runted 

By  thy  friends  on  Albion's  shore  ? 
Where  is  now  the  chief  ttndaunted 

Prompt  to  rally  and  restore  f 
As  a  deer,  when  close  upon  her 

Souqds  the  hunter's  fearful  note^ 
So  He  flies  the  field  of  honour. 

And  this  trumpet's  braying  throat* 

**  Oh !  when  to  thy  home  returning^ 

Britain?s  sons  thy  acts  shall  read^ 
If,  with  indigtiation  burnings 

Injur'd  chiefs  iQ  Tatn  shall  plead  ; 
If  the  blood  thy  folly  lavish^ 

Still  shall  unreveng'd  remain. 
And  her  dearest  laurels  ravish'd, 

England  shall  deplore  in  vain, 

*^  Then,  indeed,  her  fate  }s  written  i 

Tho'  her  fleets  defer  the  hour. 
Soon,  alas !  dishonoured  Britain 

Shall  succumb  to  foreign  powers 
Yes,  her  lofty  pride  shall  tumble^ 

Cherish'd  liberties  expire, 
And  Augusta's  towers  shall  crumble, 

In  the  blaze  of  hostile  fire." 


»« 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON* 

BOOK  L  0D£  XVIL 
Vfhx  amamim  sapc  LucreiUem^  S^e. 

TO   LAUBA. 


The  wood-nymphs  crown'd  with  vernal  flowers, 
Who  roam  thro'  Tempe's  classic  howers. 

And  sport  in  gambols  antic ; 
If  e'er  they  quit  their  native  vales. 
Will  find  around  my  cot  in  Wales, 

A  region  more  romantic. 

Green  pastures  girt  ^ith  pendant  rock. 
Along  whose  steep  my  snowy  flock. 

Adventurously  wanders ; 
Impending  shrubs,  and  flowers  that  gleam. 
Reflected  in  the  chrystal  stream, 

Which  thro'  the  scene  meanders  ; 

In  sylvan  beauty  charm  the  eyes, 
While  no  ungracious  sounds  arise. 

Of  misery  or  anger ; 
The  song  of  birds  and  insects*  hum, 
Are  never  broken  by  the  drum, 

Or  trumpet's  braaen  clansor. 


If  sleeping  £cho  start  to  mark 
The  matin  carols  of  the  lark^ 

Or  sounds  of  early  laboiur  | 
Again  she  seeks  her  calm  tetreat^ 
Tul  evening  calls  her  to  repeat 

The  shepherd^s  {ripf  .and  tBhoft 

Whene'er  I  woo  the  Muse  serene^ 
Her  magic  smile  illvmes  the  scene^ 
And  brighter  tints  discloses.    " 
Bat  e'en  the  Muse's  chaplet  fades^ 
Unless  the  hand  of  Ciipra  braids 

Her  myrtle  with  his  roses* 

•♦ 

Haste  then,  iny  Laura,  to  my  bower^ 
And  let  iu  give  the  fleeting  hour 

To  plenty,  love,  and  pleasure : 
lilThere  wanton  boughs  an  arbour  wreattr^'^ 
I  to  thy  melting  harp  will  breathe 

My  amatory  measure* 

Let  not  the  town  your  soul  enthral, 
^he  Crowded  rout  and  midnight  ball, 

Those  penalties  of  fashion  : 
If  nature  still  have  power  to  please, 
Oh !  hither  fly  to  health  and  ease. 

And  crown  a  poet's  passion. 

ISTo  jealous  fears  shall  curb  your  mind^ 
Here  shall  no  spirit  he  confin'd. 

By  prejudiced  opinion. 
My  Laura  here  a  queen  shall  be. 
From  all  controul  and  bondage  fre^. 

Save  Cupid's  soft  dohiinioDi 
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TH£  ROSfi. 


IBOM  BfiRNABS  *. 
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N&ft8*D  by  the  Zephyr^s  balmy  sighs^ 
And  cherish'd  by  the  tears  of  Moro  i 

Oh  flower  of  flowers  1  unfold — arise  I 
O  haste^  delicious  Rose,  be  bom  I 

Unheeding  wish !  no^^et  awhile. 

Be  yet  awhile  thy  dawn  delayed ; 
Since  the  same  hour  that  sees  thee  smile 

In  orient  bloom^  shall  see  thee  fade« 

Cecilia  thus,  an  opening  flower. 

Must  withering  dreop  at  heaven's  decree ; 

Like  her  thou  bloom'st  thy  little  hour. 
And  she,  alas  I  must  fade  like  thee« 

But  go— and  on  her  bosom  die ; 

At  once  thy  throne  Und  blissful  tomb ; 
While  envious  heaves  my  secret  sigh. 

To  share  with  thee  so  sweet  a  doom* 

Love  shall  thy  graceful  bent  adtise. 
Thy  blushing  tremulous  tints  reveal ; 

Go,  bright  yet  hurtlets,  charm  her  eyes  $ 
Go,  deck  her  bosom,  not  conceal* 

•  Charlotte  Smttli  has  given  in  element  imitatioit  ef  thii  little 
Ode,  but  has  erroneoittly  aMribed  it  ta  the  Cat^intl  Bemis,  %* 
VOL.  TIX*  A  a 
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ShonTd  some  bold  hand  invade  thee  there^ 
From  Love's  asylum  rudely  torn  ; 

O  Rose,  a  lover's  vengeance  bear, 
And  let  my  rival  (eel  thy  thorn, 

c.  A.  ELT0ir» 


ANACREONTIC  ♦. 

FROM  TH£  GERMAN. 

Tn  B  poet  loves'  the  generous  wme. 

And  if  the  bard  sings  well. 
For  him  shall  bud  the  purple  vine. 
For  him  hersparkl'mg  juice  refine, 

And  fairest  clusters  swell. 

The  gentle  poet  loves^e  fair. 

And  loves  her  without  art ; 
The  mother  hears  the  poet's  prayer. 
The  fairest  maiden  bends  her  ear, 

And  yields  the  bard  her  heart. 

Oh  could  a  wish  successful  prove. 

The  poct^s  fot  were  mine ; 
For  stars  and  ribbands  far  above, 
And  far  o'er  gold,  o'er  crowns,  I  love 

The  maidens  and  the  wine. 

♦  The  original  was  written  extempore,  by  a  young  poet  whib 
fiftteuing  to  the  distant  seng  of  the  vioeHlressers.  It  u  adapted  -to 
the  tyne  which  prompted  th«  effnsioB.  The  reader  may  find  10 
in  the  AUwD^eum  for  Maich,  1807. 
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ODE. 


feY  MR.  SHAW. 


O  THOU  "whose  patient  foot  has  strain'd 
To  climb  this  hill  with  side  so  green, 

When  now  thy  step  its  brow  has  gain'd. 
From  which  the  distant  vales  are  seen^ 

Here  rest  and  trace,  nor  trace  in  vain, 

The  various  prospect  of  the  plain. 

Lo  where  majestic  on  that  side 
A  city  fam'd  thy  look  requires^ 

Proud  of  her  wealth,  she  stretches  wide 
Her  stately  domes  and  lofty  spires, 

Vain,  that  within  her  ample  bound 

The  beat  of  mighty  kings  is  found. 

O  stranger,  if  the  lust  of  gold 

Allures  thee  from  thy  native  bower^ 

Or  if  it  be  thy  wish  to  hold 

A  place  among  the  sons  of  power; 

Haste  to  those  walls,  there  wilt  thou  find 

What  most  is  suited  to  thy  mind. 

But  art  .thou  of  those  happier  few^ 
Whose  soul  the  Muses  have  possest^ 

Who  shun  the  madness  of  the  crew. 
With  innocence  and  health  to  rest  ? 

Turn  from  those  stately  towers  thy  face^ 

And  on  tliis  side  the  prospect  trace. 

A  a  2 
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Lo  where  the  green  vale  winds  along. 

With  groves  and  nameless  streams  between 

Where  the  lone  shepherd  sings  his  song, 
And  rears  his  cot  of  turf  unseen  i 

These  are  the  haunts  befitting  thee, 

O,  hide  thee  in  these  vales  with  me. 

1776. 


CAIN  ON  THE  SEA-SHORE. 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  COUNT  ST0!LBER6w 
BY   THE  RBT«  J.  WHITEHOUSK. 


Where  does  torturing  Frenay  urge 

My  hurried  steps  ?  O  woe  is  me ! 
Are  these  dark  billows  Abel's  blood  ? 

Ah  no  !  It  is  the  sea  ! 

To  the  broad  earth's  furthest  verge 
Me  the  almighty's  curse  has  driven, 

My  crime  pursues  me  every  where, 
And  **  vengeance !  vengeance !"  cries  to  heaven 

Woe  is  me !  my  brother's  blood 
Echoes  through  the  wild  sea-shore. 

It  murmurs  in  the  hollow  blast. 
It  thunders  in  the  torrent's  roar* 
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Round  and  round  yon  craggy  base^ 
As  whirls  about  the  eddying  fiood, 

So  fear  and  horror  storm  my  soul, 

God's  fierce  wrath,  and  Abel's  blood  f 

Open  wide  your  gulphs,  O  dbbp  ! — 

When  drank  the  earth  my  brotheb's  blood| 

I  heard  a  voice  that  rived  my  heart. 
It  was  the  fearful  curse  of  God  t 

Open  wide  your  gulphs  profound 

Disclose  the  lap  of  night,  ()  deep  !-^ 

But  lo»  the  AVENGER  waits  me  there. 
With  eyes  of  flame  that  never  sleep ! 

Plunged  into  the  deepest  deep, 
Abel's  ghost  would  meet  my  sight. 

Flying,  flying,  I  should  see  him. 
On  the  mountain's  highest  height ! 

W^ere  this  body  torn  to  atoms, 

Toss'd  in  whirlwinds  through  the  sky, 

^till  miserable  Cain  would  dread 
The  wrath-incensed  deity  ! 

Without  measure,  without  number 

Are  the  torments  I  endure, 
Endless  as  eternity ! 

Pains  that  ne'er  admit  a  cure  ! 

Since  my  brother's  blood  I  ;spilt 

Woe  is  me,  O  woe  is  me ! 
My  steps  the  avenger's  curse  pursues! 

It  follows  me !  it  ever  foUowS  me  I 


35S 

EFFUSION, 

4fieT  reading  the  intere^ing  Account^  recenih  puUishcd^ 
of  the  Young  Savage  caught  in  the  Woods  near 
Av£T]tON>  in  th(  Tear  17d8« 


IE  guardian  shades  !  ye  fostering  solitudes! 
Why  have  ye  thus  relinquisfi'd  your  high  charge, 
O  woods  of  Aveyron  ? 
He,  whose  mysterious  infancy  ye  nurs'd» 
'Mid  your  deep  labyrinths  had  dwelt  in  peace, 
feasting  on  Nature  s  ever-varying  forms, 
Kor  asking  what  her  wisdom  nad  denied. 
He  wouldliave  smiled  amid  the  thunder's  ire, 
Danced  while  the  lucid  lightning  glcam'd  around. 
Or  froHck'd  in  his  fleecy  robe  of  snow. 
Pure  genuine  rapture  then  had  fiWd  his  soul. 
Such  as  Art's  sickly  children  never  feel, 
When,  in  his  ramblings  wild,  some  sudden  break 
Badtt  the  wide  champaign  greet  his  eager  eye ; 
Or  when  the  western  beam,  at  evening  hour, 
Darting  its  golden  splendor  through  the  gloom, 
Shew'd  the  coy  strawberry  in  Jier  verdant  bow*r. 
And  ting'd  the  luscious  prize  with  lovelier  red. 
Why  did  ye  then  relinquish  your  high  charge,, 
O  woods  of  Aveyron  ? 
Proud  Europe's  o'er-fiU'd  cities  surely  boast 
Corrupted,  and  corrupting,  sons  enow. 
O  !  unsuspecting,  happy  innocent. 
What  will  deluded  mortals  teach  thee  there  ? 
To  think,  to  hope,  to  feel,  to-        agonize ; 
Yes !  should  thy  dawning  soul  be  taught  to  know 
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An  fond  affection's  blissful  tenderness,  ^      -  •     ^ 

Should'st  thou  abhor  whatever  pollution  taints^ 

And  firM»  and  tiird,  while  moral  loveliness. 

Unfolds  her  heavenly  beauties  to  thy  sight. 

Seek,  cherish,  and  adore  that  sacred  good ; 

O  wliat  keen  torture  then  shall  pierce  thy  soul ! 

How  wilt  thou  start  with  horror  and  dismay. 

To  find  that  specious,  polish'd,  reasoning,  maUi 

Lives  the  deceiiful,  cruel  fue  of  man  I 

To  sec  low  selfishness,  and  gross  delight,  j 

Polluting  ail  the  scene  that  sccm'd  so  fair ! 

How  wilt  thou  stand  aghast  to  find  thy  zeal 

For  all  the  good*  the  pure,  deridcfd,  roock'd ! 

Thy  high-toned  feelings*  and  thy  vast  desires. 

By  narrow  views  and  chilling  customs  chain'd  !  .4 

But  who,  with  daring  hand,  thy  woe  shall  pamc. 

When  kindling  wishes  for  congenial  worth 

llush  on  thy  soul shall  folly's  shameless  slaveS| 

Bursting  from  midnight  orgies  wantonly,  -j 

In  more  indecent  nakedness  than  thine 

When  in  thy  native  woods,  lure  thee  to  bliss  ? 

Or,  shall  her  sons,  to  awful  frenzy  stung, 

O'erwhelm'd  with  all  a  gambler's  guilty  pangs, 

Greet  thee  with  virtue's  aid,  or  friendship's  joys  I 

Thy  soul  abhorrent  turns ;  and  thy  wild  woods 

Rush  on  thy  fancy,  hung  with  tenfold  charu^s.    . 

O,  unsuspecting,  happy  innocent, 

Why,  when  from  Montmorencie's  •  lovely  vale, 

*  It  was  a  Ter^'  curious  and  interesting  spectacle*  to  observe  the  4 

joy  which  was  puintetl  in  his  eyes  i>i  xli  tlie  motions  and  postures  J 

of  his  body,  at  the  view  of  the  hills  and  the  woods  of  this  cliariuiu;  j 

valley :  in  spite  of  the  most  assiduous  atteutioa  that  waa  paid  to  his 
wishes,  and  the  most  affectionate  regard  that  was  expressed  tor  hiix». 
he  seemed  to  be  occupied  only  with  an  anxious  desiii;  i»f  takior  bis 
flight*     TransUuioHof  the  work  rf  M%  hard. 
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Gaf  ing  at  Nature's  lonl-enlarsing  scenes* 
With  big  enraptured  heart,  and  ardent  eye, 
pid'st  thou  not  burst  the  barrier  art  had  raised, 
And  rushy  unpbeck'd,  unfettered,  and  unschoor^i 
^o  Aveyron's  wild  woods,  thy  sacired  hon^e  } 
Ah  say,  for  thee  can  fancy  paint  mofe  bliss  \ 
No,  happy  innocent ;  umess  soon  taught 
To  own  that  Power  who  made,  and  who  can  blesSf 

Then if  on  Faith's  strong  wing  thy  soul  pan  rise. 

The  good  pifrsuing  stiU»  whate'er  thy  fate, 
Hoping,  ai>d  seeking,  when  this  dim  night  ends, 

?or  ^  glo|y,  honour,  immortality ;" 
hen  mayst  thou  bear  tl^e  passing  scene  ii^  peace, 
Secure,  beyoi>d  the  tomb,  of  nobler  life. 
Where  error,  vice,  and  pain,  shall  be  no  more, 
But  perfect  wisdom,  and  untainted  bliss 
fill  the  vast  soul,  and  cro^n  the  eternal  scene. 
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SONG. 

BY  E,  B.  SHERIPAN,  ESQ. 

^s  shef^erd^s  thro-  the  vapours  g^y, 

Behol4  the^awning  light. 
Yet  doubt  it  is  the  rising  day, 

Or  meteor  of  the  night ; 

So  varying  .passions  in  my  breast, 
Its  formet  calm  destroy—? 

Py  Hope  and  Fear  at  onc^  ppprcss'cf, 
)  tremble  at  my  joy ! 
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ELEGY, 

4¥KnT£N  m  BRURY-LANE  THSATRE. 
Te  tequor^  o  Grayiat  gaUis  dccus. 


Thb  prompter  ring^  the  lofty  curtaiD  down. 
The  gaping  audience  leave  the  pit  with  glee. 

Homeward  in  troops  return  the  weary  town. 
And  leave  the  house  to  emptiness  and  me : 

Now  fades  each  glimmering  candle  on  the  sight. 
And  thro'  the  air  a  smoky  silence  reigns, 

Save  where  some  lobby  hero  seeics  the  light, 
And  bravely  gets  a  beating  for  his  paius: 

Save  that  to  scare  Piazza-haunting  flocks* 
The  moping  watchman  does  in  oaths  complun. 

Of  such  as  wandering  near  his  secret  box. 

With  clamour  loud  iutrude  on  his  domain*       ^ 

Their  parts  performed,  i)ehind  that  curtain's  shade. 
Where  stretch  the  scenes  in  many  a  motley  heap^ 

Each  in  his  humble  lodging  quiet  laid, 
The  churus-singing  tribe  securely  sleep. 

The  summons  of  rehearsal-bringing  morn. 
The  prompter  whispering  from  his  wooden  she^i. 

The  trumpet,  hautboy,  clarinet,  and  horn. 
Shall  rouse  each  man  to-morrow  from  his  bed. 

And  yet  for  them  no  Opera  pours  its  rhyme ; 

No  loud  encore  rewards  their  evening  care; 
^o  children  run  to  hail  their  pantomime, 

pr  crowd  the  box,  the  envied  laugh  to  sh^iire. 
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As  sailors  oft  they  liaird  Britannia's  shore ; 

As  forty  thieves  they  spurn'd  the  Sultan's  yoke ; 
Their  shoulders  oft  Peruvian  Rolla  bore ;        [spoke. 

How  bo!i/d  their  heads  when  mighty  Kue-beard 

Let  not  tn^edians  mock  their  useful  toil. 
Their  russet  boots,  by  hundreds  worn  before ; 

Nor  Fashion  hear,  with  a  disdainful  smile* 
The  lowly  annals  of  our  Thespian  corps. 

The  dice  of  Beverley,  the  straw  of  Lear* 
And  all  that  Hamlet,  all  Macbeth  e'er  gave. 

In  the  fifth  act  conclude  their  high  career — 
For  tragic  glory  leads  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  you,  rich  actors,  lay  on  these  the  blame. 
If  their  poor  names  no  daily  journals  raise. 

Where  thro'  the  long-drawn  column,  bent  on  fame^ 
The  editor  resounds  the  note  of  praise. 

Can  studied  puffs  an  actor's  fame  decide. 

Or  to  a  throne  a  mute  attendant  carry  ? 
Can  praise  give  powers  that  nature  has  denied, 
.  Or  make  Beau  Clincher  equal  to  Sir  Harry  i 

J^crhaps  in  these  neglected  ranks  has  stray 'd 
Some  swelling  bosom,  fraught  with  tragic  fire  ; 

Tongues^  that  Othello's  vengeance  might  have  stay'd. 
Or  base  lago  prov'd  a  living  liar  ! 

But  authors  to  their  eyes  their  ample  plays. 
Rich  in  fine  acting  parts  did  never  bring  ; 

The  manager  repressed  their  mental  blaze, 
And  pent  them  up  in  cborusses  to  sing. 

Of  sonnetteers  full  many  a  rhyming  moan 
The  monthly  magazines,  unread,  contain ; 

Full  many  a  joke  is  cut,  to  die  unknown. 
Lost  in  the  echoing  dome  of  Drury-lane, 
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Some  unknown  Garrick,  with  adventurous  wii^ 
Clipp'd  by  "the  shears  of  wapt  and  melancholy  i 

IBome  low  inglorious  Braham  here  may  sing. 
Some  Betty,  guiltless  of  4  nation's  ^Uy  t 

Th'  applause  of  wondering  boxes  to  attract, 
Their  face  i^igrav'd  in  public  shops  to  boMt, 

To  ensure  a  full  box-book  whene'er  they  act. 
And  read  their  history  in  the  Morning  Post, 

Their  lot  forbad,  nor  circumscribed  alone, 
Their  growing  talents,  but  their  faults  unseen : 

To  omit  the  author's  jest,  insert  their  own. 
Or  woo  the  boxes  while  they  slight  the  scene ; 

By  mummery  the  writer's  text  to  hide , 
Their  influence  o'er  the  galleries  to  boast. 

Or  mar  the  play,  and  decency  deride. 

With  nonsense  purchased  at  the  Muse's  cost* 

far  from  the  rattling  squares  and  Fashion's  sport. 
Their  small  finances  rather  bade  them  stay 

|n  Russel  Street,  Long  Acre,  Martlet  Court ; 
Convenient  spots  contiguous  to  the  play  i 

Yet  e'en  these  names  from  Lethe  to  protect. 
Some  lengthen'd  play-bill  still  erected  tbere^ 

VTith  letters  of  all  sorts  and  sizes  deck'd, 
Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  stare ! 

Their  names,  their  characters,  a  motley  pack  ; 

Gre^t  heroes  first,  and  mute  attendants  last: 
Jlobbi^rs,  and  Senators,  in  red  and  black, 

T0  shew  the  public  how  the  parts  are  cast. 

Fox^  who  to  careless  nonchalance  a  prey. 
Of  self-importance  never  gave  one  hint, 

pass'd  idly  by  the  red  bilb  of  the  day, 
^or  cast  one  look  to  see  hixaseif  in  prist  f 
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Ambition  on  onr  mimic  stage  will  rise, 

Trueman  survives,  when  Bisimwell  yields  his  breath; 
Emilia  raves,  when  Desdemona  dies ; 

The  bleeding  captain  emulates  Macbeth. 

For  thee,  who  mindful  of  thy  brethren  dead. 
Dost  in  these  lines  tbeir  useful  toik  relate. 

If  chance,  by  curiosity  misled, 

Some  gentle  critic  shall  euquire  thy  fate. 

Haply  the  leader  of  the  band  may  say, 

'^Oft  have  I  seen  him,  standing  there  aloof, 

^  Eager  to  write,  as  well  as  act  a  play, 

^  And  wooing  Phcebus  frowning  on  the  roof. 

^  Fronting  the  audience,  in  a  double  mood 
^  Muttering  his  dialogue,  now  brisk,  now  sad ; 

**  Sometimes  as  actor  tolerably  good, 
**  Always  as  bard,  intolerably  bad. 

**  One  night  they  hiss'd  him  in  the  accustom'd  scene, 
*•  I  thought  the  play  was  damn'd — *  ah  woe  is  m^,* 

**  Another  came,  with  scarce  a  pause  between, 
*'  They  hiss'd  again — in  doleful  plight  was  be ! 

•«  The  third,  with  dirges  due,  in  sad  array, 

"  The  prompter's  sheep-bell  rang  our  poef  s  knell, 

^  Approach  and  read  (none  else  will-read)  the  play, 
^  If  not  the  epilogue  may  do  as  well.'^ 


THE  EPILOGUE. 

Here  rests  his  head  upon  the  prompter's  shelf, 
A  bard  to  wisdom  and  to  wit  unknown ; 

Thalia  tmil'd  not  on  the  scribbling  elf. 
But  gentle  dulness  mark'd  him  for  her  amU' 
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Coy  from  his  suit  the  Muses  tum'd  away, 
A  day  m  London  ill  his  toil  requites ; 

He  gave  the  town — ^'twas  all  he  had — a  play. 
The  town  denied— his  only  wish — nine  ni|^ts  ! 

No  further  seek  his  waitings  to  deride. 

Nor  try  to  mend  what  sentiment  has  marred: 

Oblivion's  veil  his  comedy  shall  hide. 
And  shroud  in  night  the  actor  and  the  bar^ ! 


THE  PORTRAIT. 

FROM  THE  FRENCIL 
BT  TRB   LATV  VICE   ADMI&AL   PARXEa* 

Old  Martin  had  a  gossip  wife. 
Who  proved  the  torment  of  his  life. 
Now,  though  the  evil's  not  uncommon, 
A  roan  should  wed  a  prattling  woman. 
Ten  thousand  instances  declare  it, 
Yet  we  must  own  'tis  hard  to  bear  it. 
A  limner  Martin's  help-mate  drew  ; 
The  wench  was  handsome  though  a  shrew. 
Enraptur'd  as  he  sketched  the  fair 
Our  artist  caught  her  very  air. 
Eves,  mouth,  each  individual  feature  ; 
Thef speaking  portrait  rivali'd  nature. 
Martin,  who  ne'er  (plain  honest  boor) 
Had  such  a  likeness  seen  before. 
His  judgment  raaster'd  by  his  fears. 
At  the  first  glance  stopp  d  both  his  ears. 
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ELLEN- 


FiRST-born  of  night,  that  o'er  the  western  heaven 

Slow  mov'st  in  radiant  silence  to  thy  rest ! 
What  sad  emotion,  'mid  the  smiling  even. 

Thy  bright-beam'xl  circlet  pours  upon  my  breast  I 
Tis  not — ^fair  star ! — that  shedding  aught  of  woe, 

Thy  ray  can  touch  the  spring  of  mortal  tear, 
But  that,  in  happier  da3rs,  past  long  ago, 

When  yon  dark  hill  receiv'd  thy  bright  career, 
True  to  the  promised  hour,  my  Ellen  met  me  here  f 

Ye  spires,  where  soothing  tolls  the  vesper  bell, 
To  wearied  hamlets  welcome  sound  of  peace, 

To  me  yuur  tones  seem  Hope's  departing  knell. 
Vibrating  slowly  on  the  sullen  breeze  ! 

Yes — peace  to  quiet  minds  the  murmurs  yield- 
To  mine,  no  more  !  For  near  this  shadowy  grove, 

When  silent  ev'ning  heard  yon  signal  peal'd. 
Light  o'er  the  lonely  glade,  she  dar'd  to  move, 

And  Ellen's  lips  met  mine,  the  first  warm  kiss  of  love  I 

Speed  not,  fair  star !  to  thine  accustom'd  hill ! 

Your  varying  melody,  ye  spires,  give  o'er  i 
Those  rays  no  more  mine  eyes  with  rapture  fill— 

Those  tones  can  bid  my  heart  to  throb  no  more ! 
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For  to  a  distant  land,  condemn'd  to  mourn 
A  parent's  ruin'd  fortune,  Ellen  flies  !— 

She  fled,  alas ! — but  never  to  return  ! — 
And  other  peals  are  heard »  and  stars  arise, 

O'er  the  unnoticed  grave,  where  gentle  Ellen  lies! 

jF tt  P e,  Sept.  1807.  b.  f« 


RECOLLECTION. 


Though  months  of  anguish  now  are  past. 
When  yet  we  met — to  meet  no  more  j 

]My  heart  still  holds  her  image  fast; 

Long  will  the  recollection  last 

Of  one,  whom  fondly  I  adore ! 

E'en  now  her  accents  charm  my  ears ; 

Her  answering  press  I  thrilling  feel ; 
Again  she  soothes  my  troubled  fears; 
Her  eyes,  sufTus'd  with  tendercst  tears. 

Seem  from  myself  my  soul  to  steal* 

Ah,  maid  belov'd  !  we  meet  no  more  f 
Dcspafr  our  dawn  has  overspread  ! 

The  form,  alas !  I  yet  adore. 

All  that  I  fondly  hop'd  befor«. 
The  fiury  scene  of  life  is  fled ! 

?•  L*  COVBTIIIU 
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ANODE, 

AS  IT  WAS  PBBIdtfllED  AT  IHE  nC-NIC 

TOItENHAM  STREET. 
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HiTBiBf  sparkling  Polly,  come» 
Tottenham-street  shall  be  your  home! 
Beauty  here  to  thee  is  bending. 
Peers,  are  at  thy  shrine  attending  3 
Languor  studies  to  be  gay^ 
Listlessness  affects  to  play ; 
Vapours  con  the  tragic  parti 
Drawl  and  spout,  and  stalk  and  starts 
Luxury  here,  entirely  thine, 
By  thy  laws  pours  out  the  wine } 
By  thy  nod,  appoints  the  seats. 
Colls  and  cooks,  and  carves  and  eats* 
Come,  O  come,  and  lead  with  theci 
Loose  and  dull  Festivity ; 
'Maukish  Pleasure's  idle  train, 
Pert  and  silly,  loud  and  vain — 
Kods  and  becks  and  foppish  smiles, 
And  the  glance  that  lust  beguiles  ; 
Such  as  lurks  in  Lecher/s  eyes 
Wnh  gloting  winks,  while  beauty  sighs* 
Folly,  bid  thy  train  advance 
In  some  strange  distorting  dance ; 
Deign  some  British  Peer  to  shew 
How  to  spin  upon  one  toe. 
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To  some  Duchess  deisn  reveal 
The  art  of  touching  head  with  heel* 
Then  bring  thy  foreign  monster  here. 
With  mincing  step  aud  simpering  leet^ 
With  female  dress  and  gestures  lewd. 
And  vice-penuasive  attitude ; 
And  ever,  proof  '^inst  sense,  prepare 
Some  German  or  Italian  air, 
Married  to  such  doggrel  rhyme, 
As  P— — .  or  Or-— 4le  calls  sublime : 
With  studied  squalls  and  laboured  squeaking 
The  tip-top  voice  now  crowing — creaking- 
Breaking  through  the  cords  that  tie 
Th'  affrighted  soul  of  Harmony ! 
That  Orpheus'  self  should  own  how  well 
Such  straius  had  been  to  sing  in  Hell ; 
So  suited  to  the  Devil's  ear. 
They  would  have  quite  regained  his  dear ! 
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EPIGRAM* 

BT  THE  LATE  RET.  R.  POtTER. 

Similes  habtnt  labra  kctucas^ 

YoN  Ass  in  vain  the  flow'ry  lawns  invite; 
To  mumble  thistles  his  supreme  delight 
Such  is  the  Critic,  who  with  wayward  pride 
To  Blackmore  gives  the  praise  to  Pope  denied  ; 
Wakes  Yalden's  embers,  joys  in  Pomfret's  lay. 
But  sickens  ^t  the  heaven-strung  lyre  of  Oray. 
VOL.  vn.  B  b 
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SONG. 


How  bright  the  sun's  declining  rays 

Glitter  on  yonder  ivied  spire ! 
How  sweet  the  ev'ning  zephyr  plays 

Thro'  yon  old  trees  that  seem  on  fire ! 
Beneath  those  trees  how  oft  Pve  stray'd 

With  Mary,  rapture  in  my  eyes  ! — 
But  now,  alas  !  beneath  their  shade 

All  that  remains  of  Mary  lies ! 

Oh !  can  I  e*er  the  scene  forget  ? — 

Twas  such  an  evening — this  the  place. 
That  first  the  lovely  girl  I  met, 

And  gaz'd  upon  her  angel  face  : — 
The  west  at  Sol's  departure  blush'd, 

And  brighten'd  to  a  crimson  hue ; 
Her  check  with  kindred  tints  was  flush'd, 

And  ah  !  her  sun  was  sinking  too  ! 

She  died — and  at  that  very  hour, 

Hope  broke  her  wand,  and  Pleasure  fled. — 
Life  is  a  charm  has  lost  its  power ; 

Th'  Enchantress  of  my  days  is  dead  : 
That  Sun — those  scenes,  where  oft  I've  stray'd 

Transported,  I  no  longer  prize ; 
For  now,  alas  !  beneath  their  shade^ 

All  that  remains  of  Mary  lies ! 

AD0« 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 


BOOK  L  ODE  XXir. 


Integer  vitetf  Ktkrhque  punu^  ijf€. 


Ths  pauper  poet,  pure  in  ceal, 
Who  aims  the  M use's  crown  to  steal. 
Needs  steal  no  crown  of  ba^r  sort, 
To  buy  a  goose,  or  pay  for  Port. 
He  needs  not  Fortune*s  poisoned  soured, 

Nor  guard  the  House  of  Commons  yields, 
Whether  by  Newgate  lie  his  course. 

The  Fleet,  King's  Bench,  or  Cold  Bath  Fields. 
For  I,  whom  late,  impranswy  walking. 

The  Muse  beyond  the  Rules  had  led ; 
Beheld  a  huge  bum-bailiff  stalking, 

Who  star'd,  but  touch'd  me  not,  and  fltd  1 
A  bailiff  black  and  big  like  him. 
So  scowling,  desperate  and  grim. 
No  lock-up  house,  the  gloomy  den 
Of  all  his  tribe,  shall  spawn  again. 

Place  me  beyond  the  Rules  afar, 
While  alleys  blind  the  flight  debar; 
Or  bid  me  fascinated  lie, 
Beneath  the  catchpole't  flaslaiig  ^e: 

B  bS 
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Place  me  where  spunging-houses  round. 
Attest  that  bail  is  never  found ; 
Where  poets  stkrve  who  write  for  bread,* 
Aud'writs^  are  more  than  poems^  X^d, 
O  Muse,  ril  still  thy  charms  indite. 

Till  Pegasus,  exhausted,  tumbles, 
Still  will  I  rhyme  in  Reosen't  spite, 

And  sing,  altho'  my  belly  grumbles. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

.    BOOK  L  ODE  XXIVr 
TO  XR.  BAREUr 

Quis  desiderio  sit  pudor^  out  modus  if  Cm 


What  handkerchief  our  tears  can  hide? 
See  Vulcan  scale  on  every  side, 

The  Musis'  habitatronr 
Vain  all  our  elegies  of  woe. 
For  numbers  in  their  liquid  flow, 

Won't  quell  a  conflagration. 

Melpomene,  thou  Queen  of  Art, 
Teach  me  thy  strut  and  meluiur'd  starts 

I'll  thro'  the  ruin*  imhler — 
First  wail  in  lullabies  of  love, 
Then  bully  all  the  Gods  above, 

Like  HAC  lie's  Alexander. 
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My  f^Tonnte  theatre's  destroy^. 
Its  crowded  pit  an  empty  void. 

Its  golden  egg  is  addled ; 
Its  pantominic  crew  let  loose. 
And  forth  to  Colmak's  Mother  Goose , 

Has  like  a  lame  duck  waddled. 

Authors  and  Actors  fume  and  fret* 
But  none  the  accident  regret, 

So  much  as  thou,  my  Harris  : 
To  tell  this  truth  there  needs  no  ghost. 
He  most  laments  who  suffers  most. 

Whene'er  a  scheme  miscarries. 

Tho'  Jove  had  arm'd  the  mighty  mind, 
With  wit  to  bottle  up  the  wind, 

As  once  he  arm'd  Ulysses ; 
Vain  all  the  puffs  the  flame  to  quell, 
Tkeatric  property  farewcl, 

When  angry  Vulcan  hisses. 

Tis  hard — but  see  where  Brwuwick's  kdr^ 
Approaches — prithee  banish  care, 

And  put  a  better  face  on : 
The  very  stones  with  tell  tale  rin^ 
Frate  of  his  whereabout  and  sing, 

'*  Long  live  the  Royal  Mason  !" 

The  Muses  in  their  aprons  white, 
j&ing  lo  Pasan  at  the  sight, 

And  call  his  Highness  *^  MotherJ^ 
With  journeymen  like  these  at  work, 
JLiaughlng  Thalia,  with  a  Smrke^ 

Shall  soon  erect  another* 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOIC  I.  OP^  XXIX. 
Jceip  beatis  nunc  Arabundnvidetf  SfC^ 

TO   LUCT. 

Aa !  Lucy,  bow  chang'd  are  ray  prospects  in  lifci 
Since  fii-st  you  aw^ken'd  love's  flame : 

So  humble  f^  bride,  such  a  petulant  wife! 
Gad^ookd !  I  scarce  think  you  the  same. 

That  badge  which  the  husband's  ascendance  6ecurp9 
(Tho'  the  poor  son  pislottes  never  wore  'em,) 

You  arrogate  now  as  prescriptively  yours, 
Jo  spite  of  all  sense  and  decorum* 

No  longer  your  smile  like  the  sun-beam  appears^ 

But  clouds  your  fajr  visage  deform, 
Which  quickly  find  vent  in  a  deluge  of  tearS| 

Or  burst  into  thunder  and  storm* 

Where,  where  are  the  graces  that  rais'd,  to  betray. 

My  hopes  of  connubial  joy  ? 
And  where  is  the  Syren's  melodious  lay  ? 

Enchanting,  alas !  to  destroy ! 

Your  temper  is  chang'd  from  serene  to  perViQise, 
Your  tongue  from  endearment  to  clatter ; 

I  took  you,  I  trusted,  for  "  better  and  xoorsCf'' 
But  find  you  are  wholly  the  latter* 

O  !  who  will  now  question  that  Venus^s  dov^ 

Transform'd  to  a  vulture,  may  feed 
On  the  sensitive  heart  of  the  victim  of  love, 

Condcmn'd  in  close  fetters  to  bleed* 
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Since  you,  whom  so  lately  an  angel  I  thought. 

Now  acting  the  termagant's  part, 
Exult  o'er  the  fetters  which  wedlock  has  wrought. 

And  tear  without  mercy  my  heart. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON- 
BOOK  L    ODE  XXX. 

THE   COURTESAN. 

0  Fenusy  SfC. 

O  Venus,  queen  of  every  heart. 
From  thy  lov'd  Cyprus  now  depart. 

And  to  Maria's  lodgings  pass. 
Where  she  with  colours  red  and  white. 
With  «cents  and  washes  (rtuch  a  sight !) 

Invokes  thy  presence  at  her  glass. 

With  thee  transport  thy  glowing  boy, 
The  Grace's  too  loose-zoned  employ 

To  join  thy  escort  on  the  wing ; 
Leave  not  the  nymphs  as  pure  as  truth, 
Nor,  without  thee,  unpolish'd  Youth, 

And  Mercury  *  be  sure  to  bring  ! 

*  Dr.  WarburtoQ  taid  that  he  never  understood  Horace  so  well 
«s  in  Pope's  Iinitiitions.  Had  the  Doctor  lived  to  read  the  above 
verse,  aiifi  its  applicadon,  be  would  probably  have  coofessed,  that 
he  never  till  nuw  comprehended  the  full  force  and  point  of  the 
Human  poet's  conclvidiog  adoiiic,  **  Mercuriutqut."  J^agb  th« 
Cuiumeutatois  liave  always  stupidly  classed  this  pi^oe  among  the 
Odes,  1  hiive  nu  doubt  that  Horace  meant  it  for  an  Epigram,  He, 
who  trau:ilated  it,  **  And  Mcud't  nm**  was  like  the  itaan,  who, 
repeating  the  jest  about  the  short  coat,  (it  will  be  long  enough 
before  I  have  another,)  said,  "  It  will  be  tome  time  before  1  have 
a  new  ene."  Perhaps  "  nymphs,"  means  simply,  as  in  Statii«, 
(dulcis  Nympha)  fresh  or  river  waUr. 
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HORACE  IN  LONPON- 

BOOK  L    ODE  XX)U 
PRIVATE  BOXES! 

0  VemiSt  regma  Cndi^  Faphiquef  (jfQ* 


0,y£irus»  Queen  of  Drury  Lane ! 

Soft  partisan  of  amorous  doxies. 
O'er  tall  Sobo  no  longer  reign. 

But  patronize  our  Private  Boxes. 

X>et  Cupid,  ardent  chaperon, 

To  Hart-Street  lead  the  London  graces. 
As  loose  of  manners  as  of  zone> 

With  bosoms  bare  and  brazen  faces. 

Bring  with  thee,  dame,  a  tempting  show 
Of  girls  fantastic,  gay,  and  jolly  ; 

Age  without  thee  is  sapient  woe, 

And  with  thee,  youth  is  joyous  folly, 

3nng  too  the  footpad  demigod, 
Who  once  outwitted  wise  Apollo ; 

O'er  paths  by  truant  Venus  trod, 
Li^ht  Mercury  is  sure  to  follow, 


377 

HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  L  ODE  XXXT. 

TO  APOLLO. 

Quid  dedicatum  poscU  Jpollinemt  4*^* 


What  asks  the  bard  who  first  invades 
With  votive  verse  Apollo's  shrine. 

And  lulls  with  midnight  serenades 
Tiiee,  male  Duenna  of  the  Nine  f 

Not  venison,  darling  of  the  church* 
Mutton  will  serve  his  turn  as  well. 

Nor  costly  turtle  drest  by  Birch — 
He  spurns  tbe^o^  to  sound  the  shelL 

Fearing  to  trust  the  dubious  stocks ^ 
He  ne'er  invests  his  ijnoney  there. 

And  views  with  scorn  the  London  Docks^ 
Perch'd  on  his  castle  in  the  air* 

Ye  sun-burnt  peasantry  of  Gaul, 

Go  prune  \ our  vines  for  Norfolk's  lord  ; 

His  jovial  table  welcomes  alU 

And  laughing  Plenty  crowns  his  board. 

Favourite  of  Bacchus  !  see  him  lay  . 

His  comrades  senseless  on  the  floor, 
Ai)d  then  march  soberly  away. 

With  bottles  three,  ay,  sometimes  four. 
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My  skill  in  wines  is  quickly  said, 
I  drink  them  but  to  make  lue  mcrryi 

Claret  and  port  alike  are  red. 
Champagne  is  white,  and  so  is  sherry. 

When  safe  in  port,  the  sailor  spurns 
The  waves  of  the  tempestuous  sea ; 

With  higher  joy  my  bo^om  bums, 
When  humble  port  is  safe  in  me. 

Grant  me,  ye  powers,  a  middle  state. 
Remote  from  poverty  and  wealth ; 

Above  the  poor,  below  the  great, 
A  body  and  a  mind  in  health. 

And  when  old  Time  upon  this  head 
His  snowy  bounty  shall  impart, 

O  grant  that  he  may  never  spread 
Its  freezing  influence  to  my  heart* 


EPIGRAM. 


Southampton's  wise  sons  found  the  River  so  large, 
Though  'twould  carry  a  ship,  'twould  not  carry  a  barge  ; 
But  soon  this  defect  their  sage  noddles  supplied* 
For  they  cut  a  snug  ditch  *  to  run  close  by  its  j>i<le. 
Like  the  man,  who  contriving  a  hole  thro'  his  wail. 
To  admit  his  two  cats — the  one  great,  t'other  small ; 
When  a  great  hole  was  made  for  great  Puss  to  pass  thro'. 
Had  a  little  hole  cut — for  the  little  cat  too  ! 

*  ^oiUhamptou  and  Bedbridge  canal* 
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LINES 


ON  A  FAVOURITE  RETIREMENT. 


This  vale  is  beaudful ;  and  fair  the  scene 

Of  roiling  waves  and  mountains  faintly  blue 

Beyond  tne  beetling  crag:  the  cottage-roo^ 

In  green  recess  of  hills,  retires  half  seen 

With  roses  cluster'dy  and  the  wreathing  vine  : 

Aloft  the  cypress  and  the  sycamore 

Wave  in  the  wind ;  the  bowering  arbute  spreads 

A  snow  of  blossoms,  and  on  every  bough 

Its  vermeil  fruitage  glitters  to  the  sun. 

Yet  is  there  sadness  here:  wild  Solitude 

Usurps  this  pleasant  dwelling-place;  along 

The  grass-grown  paths  the  tangled  footstep  slow 

Rubtlcsy  and  branchy  droop  athwart  the  way. 

There  is  indeed  a  sadness :  but  the  sight 

Of  Desolation,  stealing  silent  round. 

Awakes  no  common  feeling?  as  I  gase. 

Mother ! — thy  virgin  hours  of  happiness 

These  groves  have  witnessed ;  and  thine  eye  bath  lev'd 

To  mark  the  cypress  and  the  sycamore 

Wave  in  the  wind :  and  tkerefort  am  I  sad, 

That  this  fair  scene  should  sink  in  wildering  waste^ 

With  all  its  rural  garniture  of  woods, 

And  its  unheeded  verdure :  fond  regrets  I 

yet  cold  the  heart  that  shall  disown  their  pow'r* 

mAEL£8  4l.  ELTOK* 
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LINES 

TO  THE  MEMORY  OF  AN  OFFICEB,  WHO  PERISHED 
•      IN  'rtfE  EAST  INDIES,  1765, 

BT   IIE.  8HAW« 


■V* 


Far  lit  tbtat  eastern  sea  that  beats 

With  swelling  surge  rich  Java's  seats. 

And  Borneo's  and  Sumatra's  shore, 

Amidst  the  hoarse  wave's  ceaseless  roar. 

With  palm  and  native  cedar  grac'd, 

A  lone  romantic  isle  is  plac'd, 

Whose  flowery  lawns,  and  secret  shades. 

No  foot  of  Indian  swain  invades. 

Here  on  a  rock,  (from  whose  steep  brow, 

Darkening  the  wave  that  rolKd  below, 

Where  Ether  stoops  to  Ocean  green, 

Sumatra's  distent  shore  was  seen,) 

With  angry  looks,  in  wrathful  mood, 

The  Genius,  lo !  of  India  stood* 

Disdaining  of  that  wonted  state 

In  which  on  Ganges'  banks  he  sate, 

On  Ganges'  banks,  ill-fated  shore  ! 

Whose  blood-stain*d  fields  delight  no  more  i 

The  Genius  rent  his  robe,  his  crown 

He  threw  with  frantic  gestures  down, 

While  thus  his  angry  speech  exprest. 

The  passions  raging  in  his  breast. 

**  Why  on  my  head,  with  diamonds  grac'd. 

Was  India's  proud  tiara  plac'd  ? 
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Why  was  of  India's  sons  the  carer  . 
By  tatal  destiny  my  share  ? 
The  Indian  princes  to  behold« 
Cast  from  their  ancient  thrones  of  gold  i 
To  hear  the  long  and  loud  lament. 
From  Indian  kingdoms  deeply  sent, 
Whilst  of  invaders  fierce,  a  host 
Sent  from  remotest  Europe's  coast. 
Stretch  thro' our  shores  their  lawless  way^ 
And  mark  with  blood  their  impious  sway* 
Yet  shall  not  India's  geniUs  long. 
Bear  unreveng'd  this  mighty  wrong. 
Ye  sons  of  Albion,  ye  whose  hand. 
Has  vext  the  most  this  injur'd  land. 
Ye  who,  with  mightier  power  indued. 
Have  in  pure  blood  your  hands  imbrued^ 
That  in  your  treasures  ye  might  hold, 
A  countless  sum  of  Indian  gold, 
Ye  yet  your  bloody  deeds  shall  rue, 
And  give  to' India  vengeance  due. 
Whilst  on  this  shore  your  footsteps  fall. 
Dire  Avarice  shall  you  enthral 
To  work  her  will  accurst,  her  slaves  -, 
Or  if  ye  measure  back  the  waves 
And  seek  again  your  native  ground, 
Yet  there  avengers  shall  be  found. 
There  Luxury  your  souls  shall  hold, 
And  melt  your  hoarded  heaps  of  gold. 
And  Pleasure,  sought  with  eager  chace, 
Shall  still  elude  your  vain  embrace. 
Whilst  ypur  proud  banquets  to  confound. 
Remorse,  dire  spectre !  from  the  ground 
Shall  rise,  a  guest  of  foil  affright. 
Who  calling  India  to  your  sight 


S8!2 

Shall  sbake  her  ftcourge»  &Qd  snaky  hair. 
And  fill  your  bosoms  vrith  despair." 

Thus  from  the  green  isle,  his  retreat, 
The  Genius  pours  his  angry  threat. 
When  lo !  the  British  ship  that  bore 
The  young  Amyntor  from  the  shore 
Of  Albion  to  the  Indian  clime. 
While  soft  gales  blow,  in  luckless  time, 
Is  seen  afar  along  the  deep, 
To  the  green  isle  its  way  to  keep. 
The  breezes  £a,lly  the  vessel  rides. 
At  distance  on  the  rolling  tides, 
With  face  deceitful  smiles  the  sky. 
And  now  impatient  to  descry 
An  Indian  land,  Amyntor  sweeps 
In  oary  barge  the  level  deeps. 
And  now  with  curious  eye  explores. 
The  untry'd  windings  of  the  shores. 

The  Genius  saw  the  youth  the  while. 
In  oary  barge  approach  the  isle. 
The  Genius  wept,  the  Genius  sighM, 
And  "  Oh  thou  hapless  youth  T  he  cry'd, 
*^  Art  thou  too  come  of  milder  look. 
Thy  native  Albion's  clifi^  forsook. 
Art  thou  too  come  thy  purer  band 
To  stain,  the  spoiler  of  this  land  f 
Alas !  ill-fitted  thou  to  wage 
The  wars  in  Indian  climes  that  rage, 
Alas!  unknowing  thou  what  store 
Of  ills  infest  the  Indian  shore  ! 
Inflam'd  with  Glor/s  radiant  charms. 
And  nurtured  to  contend  in  arms 
With  a  proud  foe  whose  martial  rage 
With  Albion  well  the  war  could  wage, 
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Say  writ  thou  count  it  mighty  praise 
Thy  trophies  in  this  land  to  raise; 
Land  of  a  nation  weaker  far. 
Shunning  the  strife  of  furious  war, 
Whose  mind  a  languor  soft  inhales. 
From  sultry  skies  and  melting  gales. 
Whose  riches  only,  fatal  gift! 
The  invader's  steel  agaidst  them  lift, 
Guiltless  of  crimes  that  may  provoke. 
Submitting  to  a  gentle  yoke. 
And  pouring  gold  in  boundless  stores 
To  turn  the  battle  from  their  shores  ? 
With  gentlest  arts  and  manners  blest. 
And  all  thy  virtuous  soul  possest 
By  the  sweet  Muses,  whose  kind  power, 
Has  nurst  thee  from  thy  earliest  hour. 
Wilt  thou  not  weep  to  see  the  wrong. 
Which  hapless  India  suffers  long ; 
Her  nobles,  innocent  in  vain, 
By  ruffian  force  or  treachery  slain. 
Her  princes  in  the  fight  subdued, 
By  dire  Oppression's  scourge  pursued, 
And  War  and  Rapine's  horrid  band. 
In  bloody  state  led  through  the  land. 
That  heaps  of  gold  may  sate  the  lust. 
Of  Albion's  sons,  severe,  unjust; 
Wrongs  whose  full  measure  to  restrain. 
Thy  feeble  power  must  strive  in  vain  i 
Or  will  this  dire  contagious  clime 
Infect  thy  bosom  too  with  crime. 
And  stifling  all  the  generous  fire, 
Which  in  thy  breast  now  glows  entire^ 
The  mighty  wish  of  godlike  fame. 
The  gentle  Virtues'  heavenly  flame. 
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Shall  Avarice  dire,  in  evil  (fay^ 
Tby  sliding  nature  here  betray 
To  vices  which  it  most  disdains. 
To  thoughts  unfeeling  of  the  pains 
And  sorrows  of  a  race  opprest, 
To  arts  of  lucre,  vile,  unblest. 
And  deeds  of  rapine  dark,  that  shun 
The  pure  light  of  the  radiant  sun  i 
Oh,  ere  thy  step  these  borders  gain, 
"While  yet  thy  soul  is  free  from  stain, 
Oh,  let  me  save  thee  from  the  snares 
Which  for  thy  youth  this  land  prepares. 
And  from  the  pangs  which  sure  will  wound 
Thy  honest  mind  on  Indian  ground.'' 

The  Genius  stretch'd  his  mighty  hand, 
And  smote  the  waters  with  his  wand : 
The  shores  and  hollow  rocks  around, 
Send  to  the  surge  a  solemn  sound, 
A  sudden  gloom  the  deep  invades. 
The  noon-tide  sun  is  hid  in  shades, 
The  sea  with  troubled  face  appears, 
When  lo !  a  wave  its  head  uprears. 
That  seen  afar  in  ocean's  plain 
Seems  a  huge  mountain  in  the  main  t 
Gathering  the  floods  as  vast  it  sweeps 
Its  furious  way  along  the  deeps, 
The  wave  now  rolls  with  thundering  roar 
Its  weight  of  waters  to  the  shore. 
O,  hapless  youth  whose  pinnace  vain 
May  ill  the  mighty  flood  restrain ! 
O,  yet  thou  Indian  genius  quell 
That  wave  which  thou  hast  taught  to  swells 
O,  yet  thou  Indian  Genius  save 
The  lost  Amyntor  from  the  ware ! 
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The  pious  vow  is  breath'd  in  vain, 
Nor  may  we  our  weak  suit  obtain. 
The  sullen  shades  of  night  are  fied. 
Old  Ocean  smooths  his  watery  bed, 
The  wave  its  furious  course  has  roU'd, 
But,  ah  !  within  its  bosom  cold 
The  young  Amyntor  buried  lies, 
And  endless  night  has  clos*d  his  eyes. 
Farewell,  O  youth  too  early  lost. 
With  all  thy  virtues  blooming  most, 
Farewell !  the  power  that  sways  the  deep. 
From  ills  thy  virtuous  mind  to  keep, 
Ordains  an  early  grave  for  thee. 
Nor  may  we  blame  that  high  decree* 
N6  hallow'd  tomb  thy  ashes  holds, 
No  marble  vain  thy  name  unfolds. 
Yet  surely  to  that  shore  which  gave 
To  thy  cold  limbs  a  watery  grave. 
The  gentle  spirits  of  the  air 
Shall  oft  with  harp  unseen  repair, 
And  oft  along  that  coast  shall  float 
Soft  music  with  a  solemn  note : 
The  sailor  at  the  hour  of  night, 
Who  steers  beneath  the  moon's  pale  light 
His  vessel  thro'  the  Indian  main, 
Wondering  shall  hear  the  melting  strain, 
And  down  his  rough  cheek  a^he  hears 
Shall  glide  involuntary  tears. 

Thus,  bending  o'er  the  waves  which  roar 
Against  old  Albion's  rocky  shore. 
With  strains  which  Fancy,  musing  maid^ 
Invents  to  lend  her  votary  aid, 
I  strive  to  cheat  my  bosom's  paini 
I  strive,  alas !  too  much  in  vain, 

VOL.  VII.  c  c 
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^Vhrlc  sad  remembrance  to  mv  mind. 
Still  calls,  with  busy  care  unkind, 
A  brother  in  the  Indian  wave 
Untimely  sunk,  and  in  that  grave, 
Buried  with  him  in  all  their  prime, 
Fair  hopes  and  virtuous  fires  sublime* 
O  shade  of  him  whose  memory  dear. 
Calls  from  these  eyes  this  streaming  tear, 
Forgive  the  verse  that  strives  to  frame 
Some  weak  memorial  of  thy  name. 
Poor  is  the  tribute  of  the  lays 
Which  to  thy  dust  a  brother  pays. 
Yet  shall  the  verse  not  flow  in  vain. 
If  aught  avail  the  pious  strain 
To  soothe  with  lenient  note  awhile 
A  parent's  anguish,  or  beguile 
These  tears  that  streaming  still  anew 
A  gentle  sister's  cheek  bedew. 
Whose  tender  frame  may  ill  I  wcer> 
Endure  the  shaft  of  sorrow  keen* 


TO  A  LADY 

FROM    VOLTAIRE. 

That  mind  adorn'4  with  ev'ry  pleasing  art. 
Might  beauty's  all-seducing  aid  despise; 

Yet  e'en  an  idiot  could  enslave  my  heart. 
Had  the  fair  idiot  those  enchanting  eyes. 

Ah  !  still  imperfect :  if  thou  canst  not  love, 
Those  heaYcnly  graces  are  bestow'd  in  vain;. 

One  tender  sentiment  is  far  above 
Beauty  and  wit,  with  all  their  sprightly  train. 

1748,  AKTHONY    CIIAaiPIOIl;   X8Q, 
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It  is  pleasant  when  we  can  be  equally  amused  with  our  own  misv^ 
takes>  and  thuse  ot  others.     I  have  veUintarUy  given  otJitn  muijf 
oppoituuities  of  amiuing  themselves  with  mint. 

Priestley  on  Air,  Vo!^  II,  p.  923« 


PaI^'CE  of  philosophers,  whose  splendid  page 

Obscures  the  glories  of  each  former  age; 

While  through  the  cloud,  around  thy  happiest  iUi€9 

By  mystic  science  spread,  conspicuous  shines 

Thy  wit  familiar,  as  phosphoric  light. 

Mean  tho'  its  composition,  gleams  through  night : 

In  whose  high  presence  sinks  dejected  Hales; 

Locke's  understanding  in  confusion  fails; 

Boyle's  fame  exhausted  like  his  air-pump  lies; 

And  Newton's  prism  hides  all  its  raii.bow  dyes! 

J  Oh  more  than  Newton  skill'd  with  every  shape 

Of  wisdom  to  delight,  egregious  ape  ! 

The  Critic's  boast !  of  Orators  the  pride  ! 

In  little  school  the  little  School-boy's  Guide ! 

•  Originally  published  in  1791* 

t  See  Poetical  Register,  A'^ol.  vi.  p.  400* 
X  Superior  beings,  when  of  late  they  saw 
A  mortal  man  unfold  ail  nature's  law, 
Adiuir'd  such  wisdom  in  an  eartlily  abape, 
Aud  sbew'd  a  Newton  as  we  shew  an  ape !  PoPX« 

C  c  2 
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•  Polemic  glutton,  whose  insatiate  soul 

Folios  of  Fathert  gormandizes  whole ; 

And,  to  relax  from  philosophic  themes, 

Sucks  up  their  frothy  Greek,  like  well-whipt  creams  ! 

Or  in  the  pulpit  if  thou  deign  to  shine, 

The  candid,  charitable,  meek  Divine ! 

Or  if  thy  breast  with  patriot  rapture  glow, 

Of  kings  and  kingcraft  unrelenting  foe  I 

Yet  though, with  every  gift,  all  learning  blest, 

Alike  by  printers,  and  by  f  peer^  carcst,     ., 

A  blushing  egotist,  whose  modest  pen 

Displays  the  humblest  of  the  sons  of  men  ! 

Ah,  say,  my  Priestley,  to  thy  various  praise 

Why  has  no  sweet  encomiast  tun'd  his  lays  ? 

Still  shall  the  muse,  who  to  Sir  William's  name, 

Woo'd  by  Mac  Greggor,  gave  heroic  fame^ 

Grudge  from  his  garden  one  poetic  tint. 

To  deck  the  wonders  of  thy  sprig  of  mint  ? 

•  •*  T  vrould  farther  observe,  that  the  attention  I  have  given  t» 
theology  does  not  engross  so  mach  of  mv  time  as  some  persons 
may  imagine.  I  am  particularly  complained  of  as  having  thrown 
away  so  much  time  on  the  composition  of  my  History  of  the  Cor- 
ruptioDs  of  Christianity^  and  of  the  Opinions  concerning  Christ. 
But  the  experiments  contained  in  this  single  volumci  is  much  more 
than  I  have  given  to  the  six  of  which  those  works  consist,  and  to 
all  the  controversial  pieces  1  have  written  in  defence  of  the  former 
of  them>.  Single  paragraphs  have  cost  me  more  labour  than  whole 
sections  of  chapters  of  the  formcF.  In  general,  during  the  eomposi* 
Hon  of'  those  works,  the  greatest  jmrt  of  the  day  was  spent  in  my  la^ 
boratory,  and  the  evenings  and  mornings  only  in  reading  or  writing." 
— Priestley  on  Air,  vol.  iv.  Preface,  p.  9. 

t  **  Some  time  after  this  I  was  in  company  with  Lord  Siiel- 
BVRXB,  at  the  seat  of  Mons.  Trudaine,  at  Montigny  in  France," 
&c.  •*  being  at  dinner  loitA  the  Duke  qf'  Northumberland,  his 
Grace,"  &c. — ''This  scheme  I  immediately  mentioned  to  the  Jhikc 
and  the  company ;  aH  seemed  much  pleased  >vith  it/'  &c,  ^c.^— 
Priestley  on  Air,  voL  ii« 
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For  Banks's  fleas  sball  Petek's  lyre  be  strung, 

While  thou  *,  thy  mice,  and  mouso-cage  sleep  unsung? 

Oh  then,  my  tuneful  labours  to  beguile. 

Deign  me,  my  Priestlkt,  one  soft  simpering  smile; 

So  to  the  soothing  cadence  of  my  verse 

Mac  Greggor's  strains  shall  grate  like  scrannel  Erse ; 

And  Peter's  odes,  which,  seeking  mirth  alone. 

Like  his  own  lobsters,  skip  from  tone  to  tone, 

From  theme  to  theme,  shall  shew  a  glittering  waste 

Of  gay  disorder,  to  my  song  more  chaste. 

Yet  when  thy  works  to  my  enraptur'd  eyes 

In  all  their  mingled  blaze  of  glory  rise. 

Amid  such  rich  variety  to  choose. 

Confounds,  not  daunts,  my  high-aspiring  muse* 

For  who  like*  thee  with  novelty  can  charm, 

t  Sooth  us  with  error,  and  with  truth  alarm ; 

Like  thee  can  prove,  on  thy  phlogistic  plan. 

How  death  absorbs  the  vital  part  of  man  ; 

I  At  naked  facts  make  all  the  learned  stare. 

And  write  more  theories  than  lines  on  air; 

Rend  the  tough  web  of  Horsley's  clos^-wove  work; 

Or  from  pi  atonic  dreams  awaken  Burke  ! 

But  since  the  gaping  world  in  deep  amaze 

Still  on  thy  last  eccentric  pamphlet  gaze, 

*  See  the  Frontispiece,  and  numerous  passages  in  Dr.  Priestlev's 
first  volume  on  Air. 

t  See  the  motto  In  the  title  page. 

I  "  No  man  was  ever  more  temperate  in  the  introdactien  of 
new  temut  considering  the  number  of  new /acts  I  have  discovered." 
Vol.  ii.  p.  3S4.-^f  tlie  manner  in  which  those  facts  were  dis- 
covered, the  Doctor  thas  modestly  speaka  in  the  3S3d  page  of  the 
tame  volume.  «  I  was  determined  to  shew  how  bttle  mystery  there 
really  is  in  the  business  of  experimental  philosophy,  and  with  haw 
little  sagacity  or  des^  diM^averies  (which  some  are  pleased  to  €Ott> 
aider  as  great  ^od  woDderful  ibiogs)  have  been  made.*' 
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•  Wliicli,  Jike  great  Milton's  hero,  o'er  the  plain 
Where  tumult|  discord,  and  sedition  reign, 
Wide  hovering  hangs,  then  as  a  rocket  bright 
Darts  flaming  up,  and  firos  the  realms  of  night; 
Er^  yet  the  wonder  fades,  my  muse  shall  try 
To  trace  its  flaming  progress  through  the  sky. 
And  ye,  who  all  your  Priestj-ey's  soul  inspire, 
Spirits  of  freedom,  animate  my  lyre  ! 

Presumptuous  Burke  !  though  ev'ry  nobler  part, 
AH  scope  of  talent,  and  all  worth  of  heart. 
Sustain  that  fame  which  thou  hast  hardly  won. 
In  the  rough  course  of  twelve  long  lustres  run ; 
Pure  from  all  envy,  affectation,  pride. 
Without  one  little  sneaking  thought  to  hide ; 
Of  brow  as  open  as  of  mind  sincere, 
To  vice  alone,  triumphant  vice,  severe ; 
While  the  just  purpose  of  thy  steady  soul 
Nor  raging  foes,  nor  shrinking  friends  controul : 
Though  on  the  manly  graces  of  thy  tongue 
Britain's  bold  genius  long  has  rapturM  hung, 
As  TvLJjY  sweet,  to  charm  our  listening  ears, 
With  Tully's  wisdom,  -but  without  his  fears; 
Though  Bacon's  science,  lettep,  wit,  refin'd 
From  ev'ry  base  alloy  of  Bacon's  mind. 
Distinguish  thee  from  all  of  modern  date. 
Each  rival  star  that  gilds  the  sphere  of  state ; 
Nor  less  our  praise  attends  thy  hour  serene. 
Great  in  the  private  as  the  public  scene, 
iJnequaird  wlien  around  the  social  hearth 
Thy  well  stor'd  fancy  pours  instructive  mirth  5 
J'irm  to  thy  friend   (whatever  distant  coast 
TliHt  friend  detains)  as  names  which  fables  boast ; 


•Satan- 


Springs  upwards,  like  a  pyramid  of  fire, 
Into  t^e  yail^  expanse* 
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Warm  to  each  dearer  charity  of  life 
I'hat  closer  draws  the  brolher,  son,  and  wife, 
Their  fond  solicitude  with  tendcrest  c&rc 
Repaying — only  not  unequall'd  there: 
Yet  vain  are  all  thy  powers,  thy  virtues  vain, 
Too  weak  thy  wild  ambition  to  restrain. 
Unhappy  Burke!  what  phrenzy  rash  and  b1ind| 
M'hat  luckless  daemon,  seiz'd  thy  raging  mind, 
And  bade  thee  write  of  constitutions,  kings. 
Exploded,  mean,  unphilosophic  things. 
In  spite  of  reason,  anil  in  frii  ndship's  spite. 
The  dictates  of  great  Doctor  Prikstley  slight? 
Arni'd  at  all  points  this  doughty  champion  turns, 
Smiles  now  in  scorn,  and  now  with  fury  burns. 
Down  then  in  haste  upon  thy  stubborn  knees: 
The  moment  that  remains  for  mercy  seize; 
Convicted  rebel,  who  to  Britain's  throne 
Preaching  one  legal  Heir,  and  one  alone, 
Dar'st  in  the  madness  of  thy  zeal  maintain 
That  Pitt  or  Priestley  have  no  right  to  reign. 
*  High  treason  this  in  loftier  tone  he  swears; 
And,  after  a  long  "  intercourse  ofyears^* 
An  halter's  all  he  gives  thee  of  his  love. 
But  hopes  it  will  not  "  mconvenient^  prove. 

Oh  that  the  muse,  my  Priestlet,  could  but  praise 
One  half  the  beauties  which  thy  work  displays ! 
To  thee  her  richest  stores  while  fancy  brings. 
Exulting  genius  claps  his  wearied  wings! 
Within  the  compass  of  one  single  line 
What  glow,  what  energy  of  thought  is  thine  ! 
Above  tame  Bitrke,  while  sickening  envy  diei. 
How  proudly  does  thy  towering  pinion  rise ! 

*  "  From  two  acts  of  parliament,  viz.  the  fourth  and  sislh  of 
Anne,  it  appeari  that   yttw  assertion  is  nothing  less  than  hifih 

ireoMtu Far  am  I  irom  wUhing  to  bring  vou  into  any  xrioHf 

luwuieuience,**  dec. — Prienley's  Letters  to  BurKc,  p.  3<i. 
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Though  to  that  star  his  princess  he  compare 
Whose  beams  add  splendor  to  the  twilight  air. 
And  darting  throiigU  the  radiance  of  the  morn 
With  life  apd  joy  the  Jpice  of  heaven  adorn; 
Yet  thou  with  keener  eye  canst  mark  from  far 
The  wand' ring  path  of  Edmund's  fancied  star; 
*  Then  bid  this  comet  of  disastrous  tail, 
This  blazing  mischief,  lovely  portent,  hail ! 
A  Venus,  Burke  exclaims  (arid  can  we  show 
One  trite  expression  which  from  him  could  flow?): 
Thine  is  the  boast,  that  to  thy  sight  reveal'd 
Twine  tlie  crisp  hairs  from  vulgar  eves  conceal'd  ; 
Hairs,  which  display,  in  grimmest  horror  curl'd, 
A  gristly  Gorgon  to  the  wondering  world  ! 

But  when  thy  genius  to  keen  satire  stoops, 
And  the  proud  crest  of  humbled  Edmund  droops, 
Critics  must  own,  and  as  they  own  admire. 
Thy  words  all  daggers,  all  thy  periods  fire  ! 
How  pleas'd  I  view  thee  aim  the  glittering  dart 
Of  pointed  irony,  and  pierce  his  heart ! 
Sarcastic  cry,  f  "  ^^  happy  Russia  born, 
Where  mildest  graces  the  soft  sex  adorn, 
Thee  will  1  hail,  ^reat  BuRKp,  with  pride  elate^ 
The  gallant  champion  of  the  gentle  Kate  ! 

•  **  To  the  French  she  has  appeared  to  be  nothing  better  than 
a  comet  foreboding  every  disaster,  and  bringing  desolation  and 
ruin  on  her  country.  You  saw  nothing  but  the  hne  features,  and 
imagine*!  them  to  belong  to  a  Venus.  The  Freschy  it  seeros,  have 
discovered  the  snaky  hair,  and  find  her  to  b«  a  me^re  Medusa."-— 
Priestley's  Letters  to  Burke,  pr.  19. 

+  "  What  an  cxalttd  freedom  would  you  have  felt,  had  you  had 
the  happiness  of  being  a  subject  of  the  £mpress  of  Russia,  your 
sovereign  being  then  a  woman  /-rFighting  under  her  auspices,^  you 
would,  no  doubt,  have  been  the  most  puissant  of  knights  errant, 
and  her  redoubted  champion  against  the  whole  Turkbh  empire, 
the  sovereign  of  which  is  only  a  man,"— Priestley's  Letters  to 
Burke,  p.  3U 
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Lo !  where  the  gleam  of  thy  bright  sword  alone 
Scares  slothful  Selim  from  the  Turkish  throne, 
A  mere^  mere  fnan — But  ah  !  what  lovely  trains. 
Once  male,  now  pure  from  manhood's' grosser  stains. 
With  clamours  shrill,  as  if  by  magic  charm, 
Check  in  its  furious  course  thy  vengeful  arm !" 
So  well  canst  thou  in  thy  own  bantering  style 
Of  half  their  rising  scorn  our  hearts  beguile ! 
Thus  at  some  ale-house  window  have  I  heard. 
In  witty  strain,  a  pert  loquacious  bird, 
With  look  less  arch,  with  less  conceited  mien. 
Steal,  while  he  rail'd,  from  passengers  their  spleen. 
Thus  on  the  back  of  Bruin  mounted  high, 
A  welUdress'd  Pug  the  shouting  rustics  spy. 
Great  prince  of  mimics ;  who  with  grave  grimace. 
Facetious  trick,  and  ever-varying  face. 
Disdainful  mirth  excites;  then  chattering  loud. 
Grins  in  his  turn  upon  the  grinning  crowd ; 
While  honest  Bruin,  headless  of  his  play. 
Trots  o^  with  sturdy  step  his  steady  way. 

How  far,  great  Doctor,  has  thy  pompous  name 
Already  spread,  nor  gathered  half  its  fame  1 
Scarce  can  the  cit,  at  Dolly's  ere  he  takes 
His  tlaily  fill  of  politics  and  steaks, 
Seek  his  assistance,  who  perhaps  may  choose 
Your  wit  to  brighten,  while  he  blacks  your  shoc^. 
But  thus,  as  o'er  the  patient  foot  he  hangs. 
At  every  brush  our  orator  harangues :  . 
**  What  are  these  kings  who  keep  the  world  in  awc-^ 
Such  sage  remarks  from  PriSstlet's  works  I  draw — 
These  blustering  blades,  that,  proud  of  pomp  and  show. 
Look  with  disdain  on  little  folks  below? 
What  George,  the  greatest  of  great  kings  I  ween, 
Good  though  he  be^  and  gentle  to  his  Queen  ? 
What  all — scarce  worth  tlie  notice  of  his  pen-^- 
]yiere  drudges  to  us  popTar  g^entlemeu." 
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Ob  glorious  doctrine  !  that  a  king  alone 
Should  have  no  rights,  no  pleasure  of  his  own  I 
The  servant  of  his  people !  slave  of  slaves  ! 
>Vho  for  a  paltry  boon  their  favour  craves ! 
Poor  tawdry  bauble,  boast  of  China's  laud. 
That  nods  obedient  to  the  moving  hand  ! 

*  In  every  place,  I  hoar  thee  gravely  cry, 
Where  Commerce  lifts  her  muddy  head  on  high, 
Exists  some  public  servant  of  renown. 
Paid  and  appointed  solely  by  the  town : 
In  simpler  style,  one,  who  from  dirty  ways 
Each  nuisance  in  his  rumbling  cart  conveys. 
And  thus  great  Georok — be  clos'd  ye  royal  ears!— 
Is  but  the  plumpest  of  plump  scavengers! 
If  scavenger  and  King  are  like  in  this, 
That  both  we  choose,  and  one  at  will  dismiss; 
What  sophist  would  persuade  us  that  the  other 
Should  find  more  favour  than  his  dusty  brother? 
What  ?  If  we  think  the  wight  too  fat,  too  thin, 
Of  smile  ungnicious,  or  of  ghastly  grin, 
Because  the  snivelling  soul  of  Burke  it  shock, 
Alust  we  not  bring  our  culprit  to  the  block  ? 
Oh,  England,  England  !  never  wilt  thou  know 
A  prouder  day  than  when  fair  freedom's  foe, 
Devoted  Charles,  in  his  blest  subjects*  sight 
How'd  his  meek  head,  and  bade  the  world  good  night* 
And  do  our  modern  kings  so  mild  and  good, 
Grudge  us  one  little  drop  of  regal  blood  ? 

♦  ••  If  the  town  Officer,  in  conmcquence  of  being  appointed  and 
paid  for  his  services  by  the  town,  is  ne.vcr  considered  in  any  other 
light  than  that  of  the  sei'vant  of  the  town,  is  not  the  chiel  niagiit- 
trate  iii  any  country,  lei  him  be  calUd  sovereign,  kivg,  or  what  you 
please  (for  that  is  only  a  name),  the  seronnt  of  the  people  i  What 
real  ditference  can  there  be  \\\  the  two  ca^es  ?  They  eacli  discharge 
a  certain  duty,  ond  have  a  certain  stipulated  reward  for  it."--* 
l^riestley's  Lettecs  to  Burke,  p.  tl. 
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Degenerate  times ! — But  o'er  yon  gloomy  skies, 
L<) !  Anarchy's  terrific  genius  tlies, 
And  while  around  him  headless  phantoms  dance. 
Points  in  mute  rapture  to  his  sons  of  France  ! 

Above  all  human,  ali  divine  controul, 
How  I  respect  thy  ever-daring  soul, 
Eccentric  Priestley,  first  of  wonders,  bpm 
This  first  of  wond'rous  ages  to  adorn  ; 
\Vhcn  thus  thou  criost  with  simile  and  face. 
Each  longer  than  a  Presbyterian  grace, 
*'  *  What  is  your  boasted  church  but  that  vile  benst, 
''  The  sluggish  Sloth,  which,  ere  he  quits  his  feast, 
^*  Champs  the  fresh  leaves,  sucks  the  sweet  juices  dry, 
'*  And  strips  the  bark  of  Christianity : 
"  The  Glutton,  rather.** — For  thou  feel'st  po  sham« 
Of  good  old  sneers  that  from  old  Mess- John  came : 
•'  Vain  are  the  strugsrles  of  the  noble  prey 
**  Clear  from  our  Glutton's  gripe  to  get  away  ; 
"  The  Glutton  clings;   and  on  the  fat  so  due — 
"  Pomp,  honours,  wealth — persists  at  ease  to  dine; 
**   Nor  leaves  one  scrap,  however  gorg'd  his  maw, 
"  For  the  poor  half-starv'd  sectary's  lanker  jaw. 

*  <*  So  far  is  a  civil  establishment  from  being;  ffiendly  U>  Clim* 
tianity,  that  it  may  be  compared  to  the  animal  called  the  Sloth* 
which,  when  it  gets  upon  any  tree«  will  not  leave  it  till  it  bat  de* 
voared  the  leaves,  and  e%en  the  bark.  Rather  it  b  th&  animal 
called  the  Glutton,  which  falling  from  a  tree  upon  some  noUe 
animal,  immediately  begins  to  tear  it,  and  snck  its  bloud.  Now 
when  I  see  this  Sluth  upon  its  stately  branches,  gnawing  it*  and 
stripping  it  bare ;  or,  to  change  my  comparison,  when  I  see  the 
Cf  hitton  upon  the  i^oulders  of  this  noble  animal,  the  blood  6owing 
down,  and  its  very  vitaU  in  danger  ;  if  I  wish  to  preserve  the  tree* 
or  the  animal,  mu^  I  not,,  witliout  dela^,  destroy  the  Sloth,  and  kill 
the  Giuiton  ?  Indeed,  Sir,  say  or  write  whit  yon  please ;  such 
verrum  deserve  no  mercy.  You  may  staud  by.  and  weep  for  tiMi 
fate  of  your  favourite  Sloth  or  Olatton ;  but  I  shall  not  aparv 
them !" — Pritsstley's  I^etters  to  Bvrke^  p.  8i» 
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"  These  are  thy  vermin,  Burke  :  stand  thou,  and  weep, 
"  While  the  stem  purpose  of  my  wrath  I  keep ; 
**  For  I — ^ye  Bishops  tremble !  Deans  awake ! 
**  Ye  proud  cathedrals  from  your  bases  shake  !— • 
**  I — and  what  arm  of  mortal  nerve  shall  dare 
**  My  vengeance  to  oppose  ? — I  will  not  spare  V* 

May  I  not  cat  both  what  and  how  I  will, 
And  take  of  cheering  cup  ray  daily  fill, 
"Without  the  state's  permission  ?  Why  then,  say, 
Must  statesmen  tell  me  what  and  how  to  pray  i 
*  Shall  others  murmur,  standing  if  I  please 
To  worship  God,  nor  bow,  like  them,  my  knees? 
Grant  that  I  choose  another  form  to  teach. 
And  sit  cross-leggM  upon  my  naked  breech, 
Making  wry  faces  to  some  idol  grim ; 
Must  I  be  thwarted  in  this  harmless  whim  ? 
Who  could  complain  should  I,  of  spirit  meek. 
Like  old  Egyptians,  deify  a  leek  : 
My  stomach  and  my  zeal  to  warm,  one  hour 
Worship  my  savoury  God,  the  next  devour  ? 

If  on  the  bed  of  sickness  ti«t  I  grieve, 
And  would  by  medicine  my  pains  relieve, 
Mo  gracious  monarch's  tardy  aid  I  crave. 
To  snatch  a  withered  carcase  from  the  grave. 
'Why  in  religion  then  so  blindly  trust 
To  erring  man,  frail  creature  of  the  dust  ? 
For  both  these  healing  arts  are  ne'er  allied, 
like  sister  plants  that  flourish  side  by  side : 
And  in  one  thriving  soil  we  often  spy 
Here  Physic  shoot,  there  spread  Divinity. 
Lo!  where  Macauley's  friend  sage  Graham,  shines. 
First  of  Empirics  !  greatest  of  Divines  ! 

•  •*  What  right  has  any  man  to  complain  of  mc,  if  I  worship 
God  in  what  manner  I  please,  .or  if  I  do  not  clioose  to  worsliip 
Cod  at  all  ?"^Priestle^'8  Letters  to  Buike,  p,  55. 
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Oh  !  that,thou  could'st  with  this  celestial  man 
Concert,  my  Priestley,  some  ingenious  plan, 
A  scoundrel  clergy  from  the  earth  to  sweep, 
Who  not  our  consciences  but  purses  keep ; 
And  thus,  than  Pitt  more  frugal,  save  us  clear 
At  least  *  one  million  and  a  half  a  year? 
Canst  thou  no  nostrum  find  from  guilty  stain 
Our  souls  to.  purge,  nor  give  one  griping  pain  f 
For  thou  alike  man's  body  and  his  mind 
To  be  but  sluggish  matter  hast  defin'd ; 
And  prov'd  that  all  some  preachers  nick-name  Sin, 
The  weekly  burthen  of  their  drowsy  din, 
Is — what  a  strong  corrective  might controul, 
^lere  effervescence  of  an  acid  soul* 
Methinks  I  see,  ere  scarce  thy  work's  begun, 
The  grand  arcanum  found,  the  vict'ry  won ;  ^ 

While  Fame,  as  swift  she  flies  from  town  to  town. 
Bears  on  her  paper  wing  thy  great  renown. 
Proceed,  illustrious  pair,  and  bring  to  view 
What  few  could  hope,  and  none  achieve  but  you! 
Produce  this  wond'rous  Katterfelto  pill. 
That  shall  the  giiawing  worm  of  conscience  kill; 
Shall  rid  our  souls  of  all  their  frisky  leaven. 
And  make  them,  heavy  dolts  !  jog  on  to  heaven. 

But  should  at  last  this  happy  project  fail. 
Nor  e'en  thy  own  experiments  avail. 
Yet  of  thy  zeal  some  little  proof  display  : 
Drive  from  our  church  at  least  the  Drones  away* 
f  First  all  the  powers  of  thy  great  air-pump  show, 
And  close  in  vacuo  shut  the  Mitred  foe : 

*  Bishop  Watson,  in  his  Letter  to  the  Archbishop  of  Canterbaij, 
states  this  to  be  the  amount  of  the  church  revenues,  and  cxptesttCM 
his  surprise  at  the  smallness  of  the  sum  ! 

t  *'  The  English  hierarchy  has  reason  to  tremble  at  on  oir-pvmfy 
•r electrical  machine"    Priestley  on  Air,  vol* i«  Preface. 
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There  like  less  noxious  vermin  let  them  lie; 
There  stare  and  gasp,  there  sprawl,  kick  up,  and  die! 
Next  on  inferior  Dignitaries  steal ; 
And  from  below,  where  haply  they  may  feel. 
Charging  their  empty  noddles  through  their  nocks, 
Ply  all  thy  battery  of  electric  shocks, 
Till,  dancing  an  involuntary  jig, 
From  each  dull  pate  they  shake  its  owlish  wig ; 
Then  lightly  scamper  off  with  tingling  breech, 
And  on  their  country  livings  ^/arxjc  and  preach  ! 
Let  drivelling  Burke  exclaim  in  pious  glow, 
That  all  our  comforts  from  religion  tlow. 
Thou,  the  great  Burgersdicius  of  our  age, 
With  sounder  logic  arni'st  thy  manlier  page. 
Why  must  religienhe  our  only  good  ? 
♦  Find  we  no  real  comfort  in  our  food  ? 
That  few  can  feast  on  pure  angelic  love. 
Well  did  that  great  Dissenting  teacher  prove, 
Who  boldly  venlur'd  on  a  day  unmeet. 
One  sabbath  day,  his  fasting  maw  to  treat: 
But  while  he  glualcd  on  his  dainty  bit, 
A  savoury  goose  just  gliding  from  the  spit ; 
The  last,  last  clank  of  pattens  now  was  o'er, 
And  Ba^Iebonf.s  peeping  stood  at  meeting-door! 
What  could  be  done  ?  the  house  of  prayer  he  sought, 
His  goose,  not  God,  possessing  every  thought: 
Sore  yearn'd  his  bowels  for  his  absent  bird  ; 
In  every  pew  their  yearnings  sore  wore  heard. 
"  Do  well,  and  Hcavrn  will  prosper  yo\i,*'  was  all : 
When  now.  compel  I'd  by  a  more  powerful  call, 
To  his  soul's  idol  home  again  he  flew, 
And,  dire  to  tell !    without  long  grace  fell  to ; 

•  **  You  certainly  magnify  the  benefits  derived  from  religion  too 
much. — Is  there  no  good,  no  comfort  in  any  thing  but  religion  ? 
Will  religion  feed  u^?  or  isi  there  no  comfort  iii  foo^  ?"— Priestley't 
lietters  to  Burkey  p.  86. 
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Cramm'd  on  with  appetite  by  prayer  uncloy'd. 
And  in  fat  goose  his  greatest  good  enjoy'd. 

Why  then  of  faith,  or  modes  of  faith,  dispute f 
Why  taste  at  all  religion's  bitter  root? 
To  thy  free  soul  the  difference  is  but  small 
Twixt  God  and  Pagod,  Christ  and  Belial. 
One  day  we  find  thee  a  believer  true; 
The  next  thou  seem'st  half-Infidel  half-Jew. 
So  well  with  Hebrews  hast  thou  play'd  thy  part, 
That  they  still  think  thee  a  staunch  friend  at  heart; 
And  hope,  in  spite  of  Christian  jokes  and  jibes. 
To  add  another  Gordon  to  their  tribes.  ' 
Ah  !  ste,  where  o'er  Duke's  place  in  shoals  theyspready 
With  many  a  bearded  rabbi  at  their  head. 
And,  having  seiz'd  thee  without  noise  or  strife. 
Prune  thy  luxuriance  with  the  sacred  knife  ! 

But  now  to  more  triumphant  scenes  I  turn  ; 
While  new-felt  transports  in  my  bosom  burn. 
*  Holy  Saint  Edmund!  will  thy  feeble  hand 
Save  thy  dear  church,  thy  dear  devoted  land  ? 
Ah  no!  for,  liark !  Saint  Joseph  from  afar 
*•  Cries  havock,  and  lets  slip  the  dogs  of  war  I" 
Yes,  great  Saint  Joseph — for  true  Saint  art  thou. 
Before  whose  shrine  small  saints  like  Edmund  bow— « 
Jnspir'd  by  thee,  all  civil  strife  I  bless. 
And  could  the  bloody  dames  of  France  caress ; 

•  *•  If  you.  Sir,  can  steer  the  ship  of  the  state  through  the 
storm  which  we  all  see  to  be  approaching,  und  if  you  can  save  the 
church  as  well  as  the  state,  30U  will  deserve  no  less  than  cuuoni- 
xation,  and  St,  ICdmund  will  be  the  greatest  name  in  the  calendar. 
If  the  condition  of  other  nations  be  as  nuich  betti  red  as  that  of 
France  will  probably  be,  this  great  crisis  will  be  consuiuiuation 
devoutly  to  be  wished  for;  and,  though  calamitous  to  roany« 
perhaps  to  many  innocent  pcr>ons,  will  be  eventually  most  glorious 
and  happy.  S)>eculaiwns  of  this  kind  contribute  to  exhihrate  my 
ipiriti,'*    Priestley's  Letters  td  Burke,  p.  154. 
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By  thee  iiispirM,  all  regions  would  I  searcfay 
Captives  on  thrones,  and  martyrs  in  the  churcl^f 
Rapes,  scourgingSy  burnings,  massacres  to  find, 
That  might  exhilarate  thy  pious  mind  ! 
Dost  thou  from  popish  praise  avert  thine  ear  i^ 
Then  will  I  call  thee  sage,  diviner,  seer, 
*  Joseph  the  dreamer  of  a  modem  date, 
Skiird  like  old  Joe  in  the  dark  book  of  fate. 

Rise  then,  my  muse,  with  all  thy  rage  of  rhymes. 
To  hail  the  dawn  of  those  refulgent  times, 
When,  after  a  long,  dark,  tempestuous  night, 
Freedom  on  all  shall  shed  her  genial  light! 
And,  lo  !  where  sprung  from  Frenchmen's  giddy  braiujy 
Man's  rights  for  man  Philosophy  regains, 
While  to  her  blood-stain'd  altar  Europe  brings 
The  Clergy's  wealth,  the  pomp  and  power  of  Kings. 
Come,  ye  who  seek  the  light;  her  sacred  shrine 
With  awe  approach,  and  hear  her  words  divine  j 
Where  to  swill'd  clubs  of  Atheists,  Jews,  and  Turks, 
Her  prophets,  wise  to  dumb*found  fifty  Burkes, 
The  mad  St.  Huruoe,  or  the  madder  Cloots, 
Prove  our  grand  right— ^or  ever  to  be  Brutes, 
Joy  to  my  Priestley  ;  joy.     Behold,  behold 
+  The  blest  Millennium,  by  thy  tongue  foretold  ! 
Hail  happy  hour !  when  savage  wars  shall  cease, 
And  all  but  thou  my  Priestley,  be  at  peace ; 
When  statesmen,  like  thy  Lansdowke  ever  mild 
**  In  wit  a  man,  in  innocence  a  child," 

♦  "  And  they  said  'to  one  another.  Behold,  this  dreamer 
Cometh.*'     Geresis  xxxvii,  19. 

+  "  This,  Sir,  will  be  the  happy  state  of  things  distinctly  and 
repeatedly  foretold,  in  many  prophecies  deliycrad  more  than  two 
thousand  years  ago,  when  the  common  Parent  of  mankind  wilt 
make  wan  u  cease  to  the  ends  of  the  earth,  6cc.  Isaiah,  ii.  4«"->« 
Priestley's  Letters  to  Burke,  |>.  150. 


401 

Lost  too,  like  him,  in  labyrinths  of  thought. 

Shall  wonder  why  we  rude  *  barbarians  fought  i 

f  When  for  a  livelihood  compell'd  to  shift. 

And  tum'd,  unpitied,  pennyless,  adrift, 

Now  half  the  bench  of  Bishops  we  may  meet, 

Croaking  "  old  clothes'^  about  St.  James's  Street ; 

There  see  them,  tumbling  o'er  each  other,  strive 

Who  first  a  bargain  with  their  Queen  shall  drive; 

While  no  mean  lure  her  beckoning  hand  displays, 

The  well-known  royal  brogues  of  better  days ; 

At  Lambeth  Ferry  see  b'road-chested  Moore, 

The  tide  against  him,  tugging  at  the  oar ; 

See  stout-limb'd  Markham,  owner  of  a  chair. 

With  Irish  heroes  scufHing  for  a  fare ; 

Watson,  a  chemist's  journeyman,  return'd 

Again  to  thumb  the  books  which  late  he  burn'd ; 

Smooth  HoRNE  an  oil-man  in  the  shop  of  Skill  % 

Dipping  in  unctuous  pu^s  his  gentle  quill ; 

And  HoRSLEY,  yet  thy  foe,  for  trunks  and  pies 

In  Grub-Street  garrets  scribbling  new  replies ; 

While  Pitt's  own  Prettyman,  now  Peter  Puff, 

By  auction  sells  his  bankrupt  brethren's  stuff. 

In  his  new  pulpit  thundering  from  on  high — 

Each  look  assurance,  and  each  word  a  lie : 

When  Kings — O  Brunswick  !  raise  thy  drooping  tiead-^ 

Turn  farmers,  not  for  pleasure,  but  for  bread  : 

When  all  the  world,  Moravian  like,  shall  prove 

One  universal  family  of  love ! 


I 


*  "  No  description  of  men  but  harhariant  wiH  hate  recfonrse  t» 
war," — Priestley'*  Letters  to  Burke,  p.  151. 

t  '*  There  will  be  no  more  Lord  BUkopt,  and  Archbukojn,"  &c.-« 
Ibid. 

*  For  the  daily  advertisements  of  Messrs^  SkxlI  and  Sov,  see 
any  of  the  thirteen  Morfuog  Papers. 
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Tet,  spite  of  tby  bland  rhetoric,  I  fear 
Slen  will  not  quite  forget  what  once  they  werejp 
Some  trace  of  former  reelings  may  remain ; 
Some  little  blemish  all  their  virtues  stain. 
Should  Europe  then  be  still  too  tightly  lac'd, 
If^or  boast  enough  of  nature  for  thy  taste, 
Oh !  with  one  enterprising  Scotchman  more 
Ketire  to  Afric's  uncorrupted  shore. 
There,  mid  a  race  who  never  heard  the  name 
Of  Church,  or  King,  seek  happraess  and  fame} 
Of  Ourang  Outangs  thou  chief  magistrate. 
And  great  Mokboddo  minister  of  state ! 

In  England,  Priestley,  never  hope  to  fimd 
A  philosophic  apathy  of  mind. 
For  in  this  isle  we  few  but  madmen  see, 
While  sober  reason  only  dwells  with  thee  t 
Ah,  why  then  strive  a  people  long  insane 
To  diet  into  simple  truth  again  t 
Be  warn'd  in  time :  nor  with  thy  pamphlets  dry 
Too  far  their  palates  and  their  patience  try ; 
Lest,  like  the  witty  Bedlamites  of  yore, 
Who  on  their  Doctor  having  closM  the  door. 
Eager  to  dose  him,  in  the  very  pot 
That  boilM  their  oatmeal  would  have  boil'd  the  so^ 
These  ruthless  madmen  of  more  modern  times, 
As  the  worst  vengeance  for  thy  fancied  crimes, 
Make  thee— oh  curse  them  with  thy  latest  breathr-^ 
Read  thy  own  worksy  and  gruel  thee  to  death  t 
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tlie  late  Writiiigs  in  fatotir  df  Liberty,  civil  aiid  religidvs,  ha«« 
been  like  a  beam  of  light  suddenly  thrown  afliong  OwUi  Bats^ 
dnd  Molet;  who  being  incapable  of  teceividg  any  pleasure  or  be- 
nefit from  \Xi  only  cfy  out  add  hide  themselves  when  the  light 
Approaches  and  disturbs  them^ 

Frirstley's  Old  Jrwrt  DxstotrRS*  dN  AcASRMtCA^ 
EtfucAtioN^  p.  36. 
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Oh  ttiou,  the  joyi  the  glory  of  tt^  Afuset 
t^roud  thro'  her  worics  thy  genius  to  transfuse | 
And  tho^  to  critics  pert  and  dull  sb^  seem, 
Scorning  to  blmhy  if  Priestley  bo  iTer  theme^ 
Another  moment  to  thy  Poet  spar«, 
From  murd'ring  mice  -f,  or  getting  drilnk  yfnfh.  Htj 
And  now  again  thy  partial  ear  incline^ 
"While  round  thy  brows^  a  second  wreath  I  twiae* 
Scarce  had  1  mark'd  thee  after  Edmund  fly^ 
No  vulgar  wildfowl  cackling  thrp'  the  sky,, 
And  with  some  little  strength  of  pinion  blest^ 
Strite,  where  he  soar'd^  that  eagle  to  arreit ; 

•  Originally  published  hi  1791. 

t  Vix.  Dephlogisticated  air  The  feeling  «ff  it  ^hu  net  dH^ 
ferent  from  that  of  common  air^  but  I  fancied  my  breast  felt  pe« 
cviisrly  light  and  easf  lor  aooie  time  afterwards;  Who  can  tell 
iMit  thai  in  time  tills  porfe  air  may  become  a  fml^mukU  ttrHdk  ff 
Luxury?  Hithertb  only  two  mice  aad  mjMif  wfte  k  *  ' 
of  breathing  it.    Priestley  on  Alr^  toL  XL  p.  lOSt 
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tVlien,  pRTESTLET,  tbou  thvself  couldst  condescendl 

To  turn  the  panegyrist  of  a  friend ; 

Plcas'd  thro'  each  maze  of  rhetoric  to  run, 

In  praise  of  gentle  virtue's  gentlest  son. 

And  ha^it  thou,  Pkiestlet,  e'en  amidst  the  blaze 

Of  light  diffusive  in  these  wond'rous  days. 

Beside  thyself,  one  man  of  merit  found. 

With  praise  Uke  thine  deserving  to  be  crown'd  f 

One  whom  kind  Heav'n  vouchsafed  this  age  to  see. 

At  once  a  friend  and  rival  worthy  thee ! 

Yes,  Price  the  Great  f — But  Price  is  now  ncTmoref 

His  ill-tim'd  loss  he  leaves  thee  to  deplore, 

O'erwhetm'd  in  pious  tears  :  ah,  woe  the  while. 

That  thy  sweet  face  should  ever  lose  its  smile ! 

Ye  who  the  puzzling  pow'rs  of  numbers  know, 
Skill'd  the  fam'd  wonders  of  your  art  to  show ; 
Who,  taught  by  Wingate,  ready  proof  can  bring. 
By  only  learning  the  due  length  of  string. 
How  many  rood  a  patient  ass  can  graze. 
While  round  one  steady  stake  he  frisks  and  brays; 
Ye  too,  who  with  establishments  at  war, 
Tke  Church  of'  England  from  your  souls  abhor  ; 
Deem  her  a  slip  of  Babylon's  proud  whore. 
Than  Jezebel*  more  vain,  more  lewd  than-SHORE; 
A  witching  wanton,  that  with  luring  charnts. 
Of  half  its  coyness  Pitt's  cold  heart  disarms  ; 
And  ye,  who  while  for  Freedom  ye  contend, 
Scorn  to  ybur  God  the  servile  knee  to  bend. 
Approach  ;  and,  weeping  o'er  yon  mournful  stone^^ 
Exclaim — ^The  wond  rous  calculator's  gone ! 
He  that,  without  a  microscope,  could  tell 
•On  one  small  louse  how  many  Heelings  dwell ! 

*  Thc«e  «Dd  mnilar  allusions  abound  in  the  Writings  of  tiia 
prurient  Puritanical  Wits  of  the  last  centary,  and  ««  t»  be  fi>«nA 
in  some  Biore  awdem  Gompoiitions* 
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Gone  thy  fam'd  preacher,  Hackket,  that  great  man. 

Who  taught  religion  on  a  Wird  plan ! 

And  thine,  old  Jewey,  who  with  pious  brand, 

Fir'd  his  own  drowsy  democratic  band : 

Slain  by  Burke's  quill,  he  sleeps,  from  sorrow  free, 

And  leaves  his  cause  to  Priestlet,  Pains,  and  me ! 

Art  thou  then  dead  ? — By  cruel  fate  oppressed. 
In  Peace  at  last  canst  thou,  my  Richard,  rest  ? 
At  thy  pale  presence  shakes  not  Edmund's  bed; 
Nor  rise  thy  bones  to  rattle  round  his  head  ? 
Gall  to  all  iiearts !  Grief  to  the  good  and  wise ! 
Low  the  lov'd  friend  of  gentle  Lansdowne  lies! 
Yet,  Hacknet,  clear  at  least  thy  gloomy  brow  ; 
Nurse  of  prim  patriots,  primmer  preachers,  thou. 
Oh,  turn  thee  where  the  lank-hair'd  solemn  trains 
Of  pious  youths  stalk  o*er  thy  favoured  plains. 
Unlike  the  giddy  race  by  Churchmen  taught, 
Thy  sons  seem  ever  lost  in  sober  thought. 
Lo,  in  yon  chamber  two  retir'd  appear, 
And  while  this  aerates  his  vapid  beer. 
Sec  that,  an  orator  of  modern  days, 
One  stiff,  pert.  Unitarian  finger  raise ; 
Then  in  a  Jordan  the  sweet  image  trace 
Of  his  own  little  sapient  simpering  face  : 
For  all  of  thy  true  Presbyterian  breed. 
Can  fix  x\iQ\f features  easier  than  their  creed. 
Others  o'er  newspapers  and  pamphlets  pore. 
And  read  thy  Richard's  Sermon  o'er  and  o'er* 
Proceed  ye  embryo  Philomaths!  May  you 
Deep  critics  prove  ;  sneer,  dictate,  and  review ! 
Or,  if  of  humbler  wit,  and  void  of  spleen. 
Shine  editors  of  some  fam'd  magazine ! 
Turn  all  but  Poets: — In  these  squeamish  times 
Few  have  a  taste  for  tabernacle  rhimes* 
Nor  yet,  with  Burice,  of  constitutions  dream ; 
But  be  the  Rights  of  Men  your  darling  theme. 


With  vulgar  tcutht  eteroal  warfare  wage^ 
And  rise  the  Prices  of  an  happier  age! 

Shall  great  philosophers  resign  their  breatl^ 
Ijike  meaner  mortals,  in  the  gripe  of  death ; 
IVhile  Nature,  all  regardless  of  their  doom, 
Ilisulting  dares  her  woi^t^d  smiles  resume ; 
While  still  the  turtles  coo,  the  lambkins  play^ 
And  sparrows  love  their  little  lives  away  ? 
8haU  ne  who  taught  thy  genius  ^,  France,  to  4y 
On  bolder  wing,  unwept,  vnhonour'df  die  ? 
Blush,  Frenchmen,  blush  !  To  Presbyterians  deac 
(Jan  you  for  rank  Roui^seau  the  statue  rears^ 
Bid  Vanity* 9  professor  proudly  stand, 
And  lift  his  brazen  forehead  o'er  your  land^ 
Kor  one  cold  monument  of  patriot  praise 
To  Price  t>  th'  Apostle  of  your  Fr^edom^  raise? 
Kot  thus  your  Priestley  : — Mourning  for  hi^  friendi^ 
See  him  his  Richard's  pulpit  now  ascend. 
There  for  a  moment,  quiv'ring  at  its  tip. 
Dies  the  faint  simper  on  his  languid  lip : 
There,  with  a  real  sense  of  grief  imprest, 
Tictitious  feelings  slumber  in  his  breast. 
Lo!  he  begins, — Yet  tho' with  music  hung. 
Scarce  whine  the  whimpering  accents  on  his  tongue; 
£'en  the  first  egotizing  sentence  flags. 
And  ev'ry  lumpish  period  still-born  iag^ 
With  head  half-turn'd,  both  eyes  in  sorrow  drown'd^ 
This  on  the  preacher  fixt,  that  on  the  ground, 
£ach  silent  hearer,  pierc'd  with  anguish,  sits, 
And,  great  in  sufif 'rings,  smirks  and  sobs  by  fits; 

*  Considering  the  share  which  Dr.  Price  had  in  this  event,  vli. 
the  Revoliidou  of  France,  &c. — Priestley's  Sermon  on  Dr.  r^ice* 
1^  14.  ' 

t  The  most  Avouar  Assembly  in  the  WoBi,Ot  by  mfhickl 
%ouh  to  he  undentood  tJie  National  Assembly  op  Fbancx,  ha?^. 
justly  stjltd  lum  the  Apostle  rf  Freedom,  Id,  ^,  9, 
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^lU  now  his  words  a  readier  passage  find. 
Pure,  sweet,  and  simple  as  his  Richabd's  mind« 
Hark,  how  the  trickling  stream  melodious  flows! 
Hear  the  soft  droppings  of  his  gentle  prose ! 
What  tho%  my  Priestley,  thy  dark  creed  imparts 
No  ray  of  comfort  to  our  throbbing  hearts, 
Yety  lo !  where  glimm'ring  thro'  thy  gloomiest  linesy 
The  glow-xparm  tail  of  aduUition  shines. 
More  to  thy  friend  than  to  thy  Saviour  true, 
Christ  thou  degradest  to  a  low-born  Jew ; 
While  high  his  towering  head  thy  Richaed  rears, 
And,  more  than  man,  aU  but  a  God  appears  1 
Yet  tho'  of  fame  and  honours  few  before 
Cambrians  or  Scotchmen,  had  co  rich  a  store; 
Still  were  his  virtues  as  his  mannejSy  shy^ 
Norflar*d  obtrusive  in  the  public  eye; 
But  erer  humble,  plain,  and  modest  scemM, 
While  like  a  Metting-sconce  they  faintly  gleam'd. 
Where  by  old  Barebones  plac'd  with  frugal  care. 
Prim,  well  proportion'd,  slender,  sleek  and  fair, 
A  blended  blaze  the  farthing  candles  form, 
Which  barely  keeps  their  skins  of  tallow  warm  ; 
And  with  a  steady  flame,  tho'  small,  yet  bright; 
Spread  all  around  them  one  meek  inch  of  light. 

But  who  shall  sing,  to  Presbyterian  *  sway 
How  states  enlighten'd  willing  homage  pay  ? 

*  For  judgment  and  accnracj  in  calcalations  be  was  the  onfy 
nan  particularly  looked  up  to  b^  those  who  compose  the  legislature 
of  his  country. — Priestley  on  Price's  Death,  p»  15. 

His  character  and  writings  gave  him  access  to  men  in  power* 
»nd  who  have  influence  in  public  affairs,  not  only  in  England,  but 
also  in  America  and  France,  not  to  mention' other  countries  5  and 
hi$  tpife  counteU  were  not  aivap  without  effect!  P.  11. 
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Beer-bibbling  Phillips  *,  imp  of  clerkly  fame* 

Tho'  Pope's  proud  prose  immortalizM  thy  name. 

Boasting  that  thou  and  thy  own  alehouse  band. 

For  England's  rulers  schemes  ef  wisdom  plann'd, 

Eclips'd  by  patriots  of  the  hymning  race. 

Poor  psalmibt,  hide  thy  drowsy  length  of  face ! 

Sweet  humour'd  souls,  who  kindly  condescend 

,Our  bunglipg  politicians  to  befriend ; 

Who  o'er  the  state  extend  their  fostering  wings. 

Tutor  pur  ministers,  chastise  our  kings ! 

If  they  but  simper,  all  the  world  looks  gay, 

And  Atheists  keep  a  pious  holiday ; 

But  when  to  blast  the  blades,  who  strut  in  crowns, 

They  arm  their  polish'd  brows  with  angry  frowns, 

Proud  monarchs  tremble  !  thro'  their  sinking  hearts 

A  sudden  pang  of  terror  thrilling  d^rt^  ! 

Till  in  abdominal  distress  they  groan. 

As  new  CQfnmQtigns  shake  each  tottering  throne. 

Nor  less  in  arts  than  politics  supreine, 

Their  ov>n  discoveries  are  their  constant  theme. 

While  to  the  shoals  of  science  they  resort. 

And  o'er  the  surface  in  grave  gambols  sport, 

Still  in  then^selves  they  centre  all  their  bliss, 

And  each  bold  rival  from  their  shallows  hisSf 

Thus  may  you  see  upon  the  muddy  wave 

Their  sapient  heads  the  snowy  ganders  lave ; 

Then  proudly  prank  themselves  in  wanton  play, 

All  spruce  and  sportive  as  they  glide  away : 

But  if  you  venture  near  their  puddle's  side. 

Their  plumes  they  ruifie  with  an  angry  pride: 

'Gainst  the  whole  world  xhcxv  gandtr  ng^/j  maintain. 

And  o'er  the  dirty  stream  sole  sovereigns  reign. 

*  Lo  t  thus  did  oar  counsels  enter  into  the  hearts  of  onr  generals 
|tnd  lawgivers,  and  from  henceforth,  even  a*  toe  devisedp  did  they^^m 
}>u|)e's  Memoirs  of  P.  P.  (Paul  Phillips)  Clerk  of  this  Parish* 
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Are  they  deem'd  *  factious  ?  you,  who  hear  them  whine^ 
Say,  can  you  charge  them  with  one  factious  line  ? 
AH  that  they  teach,  with  half-elosed  twinkling  eye 
Is  but  a  few  experiments  to  try : 
Season  the  present  mawkish  state  of  things* 
Turn  kings  to  beggars  and  make  beggars  kings ; 
Or,  just  perhaps  to  cure  her  of  the  spleen, 
Suggest  to  Frenchmen  to  dispatch  their  queen ; 
Frenchmen,  who  strutting,  now  new-breech'd  appear  f^ 
Too  proud  a  silly  female's  sway  to  bear. 

But  hark !  what  tumult  damps  the  muse*s  firei 
In  terror  as  she  drops  her  trembling  lyre; 
And  while  each  accent  faulters  on  her  tongue, 
ILeaves  half  the  virtues  of  her  P&iCE  unsung? 
Heard  ye  yon  horrid  crash  and  dismal  yeilT 
Another  Dagon,  freed om*s  idol,  fell* 
Long  had  the  puwer  gigantic  straggling  stood, 
like  the  Colossus  o'er  old  Corinth's  flood. 
With  legs  to  suit  its  Presbyterian  breech. 
Which  both  thy  Meetings,  Birmingham,  could  reach; 
When,  ah  !  to  work  its  downfall,  lawless  bands 
Of  impious  wretches  hurl'd  their  flery  brands. 
Yet,  tno'  its  favourite  prop  now  shrunk  away, 
Leaving  one  leg  to  the  tierce  flames  a  prey, 
Lo  1  the  stout  limb,  rais'd  up  by  hands  divine, 
Stood  stifiTen'd  in  a  honxontal  line ; 
And  while  the  other  still  to  budge  disdain'd, 
Thus  man's  %  rtght-angled  character  maintained. 

*  Was  the  train  of  his  pulpit  disconnes  ever  factious  ?  Did  they 
teod  to  make  yoa  d^conUnted  with  GoverameAt^  or  inflame  your 
passions  against  those  who  had  the  mdmiaistratioa  of  it  ?  You  know' 
the  contrary. — Priestley  on  Price's  Deaths  p.  11. 
.  t  The  French  are  now  new-breech'd  with  manhood.— •Paine*ft 
nights  of  Men. 

%  Preserves  in  every  latitude  of  life  the  right-angled  character 
of  Maa^-Paine's  Righti  9f  Men. 
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Bat  soon  the  last  weak  prop  began  to  fail  r 

Then  dropp'd  the  leg:  yet,  balanc*d  by  the  taUp 

Jts  heavy  head  a  new  right^ngle  form'd : 

'When  the  mad  rabble  with  fresh  fury  storm'd* 

Then  rag'd  the  sacrilegious  flames  around ; 

Then  all  the  god  came  thund'ring  to  the  ground  ! 

^ow  having  pvU'd  thy  pride,  my  Priestley,  down, 

6ee  where  the  mob  triumphant  scours  the  town. 

Commerce  her  drudges  sends ;  men,  women,  boys^ 

The  thousands  whom  her  charity  employs ; 

From  the  broad  brawny  smith,  that  works  in  steel. 

To  him  who  deigns  in  pens  and  threads  to  deal* 

In  vain  the  law's  s^out  tipstaffs  strive  to  wade 

Thro'  all  this  aggregated  scum  of  trade : 

Still  the  croud  thickens :  still  with — Church  and  King  t 

Thy  streets,  O  Birmingham^  incessant  ring. 

From  Oxford  *,  lo  !  a  troop  in  deep  disguise, 

Fresh  fuel  to  the  kindled  (ianie  supplies. 

Plump  doctors  see  (no  lank  dissenting  prigs) 

Doctors  whose  cheeks  rise  o'er  their  bushy  wigs, 

With  fiery  faces  lead  the  motley  mobs, 

Some  in  plain  scratches,  some  in  rough-comb'd  bobs; 

Or  with  black  stumpy  pipes  (now  laid  aside 

Their  college  pipes  of  argument  and  pride). 

In  greasy  flannel  night-caps  skulk  along 

Thro'  all  the  bustling,  close-wedg'd,  dam'rous  throng. 

*  But  you  haTe  been  misled  by  the  discourses  of  your  teachers^ 
hit.  your  bigotry  has  befn  excited  to  the  highest  pitch,  &c.— 
Priestley's  Letter  to  the  Inhabitants  of  Binuingbain.  See  also  hi« 
Letter  to  M.  Condorcet :— -The  gyeat  body  of  the  Clergy  in  this 
coantry,  and  many  of  those  who  call  themselves  the  Friends  of  the 
Kin^,  have  long  been  my  enemies ;  and  in  accomplishing  my  ruin» 
they  have  not  spared  the  instruments  of  that  science,  ray  applica- 
tioo  to  which  gave  some  degree  oi  weight  to  ipy  labours  m  wiptlief 
field* 


Soon  to  Fairhill  in  waves  of  tumult  roll 
The  boisterous  crouds,  disdaining  all  controufr 
Prepared,  my  Pbiestlet,  on  a  barb'rous  plan 
To  make  thee  something  ^  more  or  less  than  man  j 
Raise  thee  by  death  to  honours  all  divine, 
Or  bid  the  fate  of  Abplard  be  tbir^e ! 
'  But  thou  art  fled.     In  vain  above,  below, 
With  disappointed  rage  they  seek  their  foe. 
Mark  thro'  that  door  yon  villain  burst  his  way^ 
Then  back  recoil  with  looks  of  wild  dismay : 
Haggard  his  eye,  and  wan  his  bloodless  cheek. 
Thrice  he  essays  with  quiv'ring  lips  to  speak; 
And  thrice,  as  to  a  mutfied  clapper  clung. 
The  sounds  scarce  murmur  on  his  deaden'd  tongue^ 
When  now  his  comrades  pressing  on,  behold 
A  crowded  scene  of  horrors,  yet  untold ;  ^ 
A  room  appears  (if  room  it  can  be  call'd, 
t*rom  which  the  stoutest  hero  shrinks  appall'd; 
More  like  some  necromantic  giant's  cave, 
To  luckless  knights  their  dungeon  and  their  grave  1) 
Where,  dire  to  tell !  the  long-polluted  floor, 
\Vith  many  a  drop  of  blood  \  is  sprinkled  oVr; 

*  Happily  the  minds  of  Englishmen  have  a  horror  of  murderi 
and  therefore  yoa  did  not,  I  hope,  think  of  that,  tliough»  by  your 
plamorous  demanding  of  me  at  the  hotel,  it  is  probable  that,  at 
that  time,  some  of  you  intended  me  tome  pertonal  iujury,  Priest- 
ley's Letter  to  the  l!iihabitants  of  Birmingham. 

The  eood  Doctor  however,  (whom  we  cannot  suppose  capable  of 
mbleadmg  designedly)  seems  to  have  been  mistaken  as  to  their 
clamorous  demand  of  him  at  the  hoteL  Mr.  Keir,  the  president  of 
this  glorious  meeting,  having  publicly  asserted,  that  the  Revolu- 
tionists dined  there  with  the  greatest  peace  and  harmony,  and  dis- 
solved the  meeting  in  the  greatat  order  between  Ave  and  sis 
o'clock.     Nor  did  he  know  of  the  dbturbances  till  the  next  day. 

t  The  theory  of  the  phlogiston  of  the  blood,  was  first  asset  ted' 
f>j  pr.  Priestley  in  coniequeace  of  many   (af  he  jocosely  terms 
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While  there  unburied  *  carcases  are  seen, 
Some  warm,  some  almost  with  putrescence  green, 
AH  grim  and  horrible  in  death ;  lo !  here 
IVhat  scattered  heaps  of  shapeless  f  bones  appear. 
Whose  hue  and  texture  dreadful  thoughts  inspire. 
Burnt  white  and  spungy  in  some  savage  fire! 
Hark  !  from  yon  corner  foul,  in  feeble  wails, 
A  slender  voice  the  startled  ear  assails ; 
There  thro'  an  iron  grating  may  we  'spy 
^  crowd  of  gentle  knights  in  thraldom  lie; 
And  tho'  once  seiz'd  by  the  enchanter's  snare. 
Captives  to  him,  who  man  nor  mouse  will  spare. 
Their  lives  in  hopeless  misery  they  waste, 
Mor  more  the  sweets  of  liberty  shall  tasted 
Yet  rave  they  not  for  death's  last  bitter  hour, 
Lik€  bold  bad  Saracens,  who  scoff  its  power; 
For  nature  only  to  their  race  imparts 
Fierce  Paynim  whibkers,  not  fierce  Paynira  hearts. 
But  from  yon  jar  what  suffocating  fume, 
lialf* kindling  as  it  rises,  taints  the  room  ? 
Ill  that  small  space  may  haply  be  cunfin'd 
Some  restless  spirit  of  malignant  mind. 
And  lo !  to  kei  p  secure  his  narrow  cell. 
Around  the  jar  appears  a  J  wond'rous  spell, 

them)  bloody  experiments  of  hi$  own,  all  quite  new  Letter  from 
the  celebrated  Mr.  Kcir  to  the  Author,  on  Dr.  Priestley's  Princi- 
pies  and  Discoveries. 

*  The  Dr.  indeed,  has  destroyed  more  lives  (it  matters  not  whe- 
ther of  men  or  mice)  ihuu  have  been  Jo^t  in  tlie  glorious  French 
Jlevolution.    Id. 

t  Ue  prepares  bis  own  phosphorus,  according  to  Scheele*s  me* 
thudy  from  burnt  bones  ^  v%hich,  by  the  way,  is  almost  the  only 
discovery  in  modern  chemistry  which  he  has  not  himself  made  or 
improved*    Id. 

X  Dr.  P.  observes,  that  he  has  found  chemical  characters  par* 
licuUrly  vtcfiil  in  labelling  bottlesi  &c4    A  cheiuiat  of  a*^  mea» 
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Of  power,  tho'  but  a  single  simple  scrawl, 

Ev'n  the  proud  Prince  of  Darkness  to  enthrall. 

A  sturdy  butcher  now,  otie  step  alone 

Boldly  advancing,  hurls  a  ponderous  stoue 

Its  dire  contents  to  prove.     The  hand  of  fate 

Guides  to  a  neighbouring  jar  the  wand'ring  weight; 

Whence,  the  full  vessel  shivering  with  the  blow* 

Strong  scents  exhale,  and  unctuous  torrents  flow* 

Again  his  missile  skill  the  invader  tries ; 

Sent  from  his  arm,  a  stone  more  pond'rous  flies 

Unerring  to  the  mark. — Now  smokes  afar 

A  fluid  bursting  from  the  magic  jar ; 

And  now,  scarce  mingled  with  the  turbid  oil, 

Bubbling  begins  in  pitchy  waves  to  boil, 

Now  kindling  flames:  when  lo!  with  thundering soundy 

A  blaze  tempcstuoui  rushing  from  the  ground  ; 

By  terror  clad  in  hell's  most  hideous  form, 

See  the  Fiend  mount  amid  the  fiery  storm. 

Then  spread  his  dusky  pinions  with  delight. 

And,  wrapt  in  horrors,  vanish  from  the  sight. 

Meanwhile  redoubled  clamours  from  without 
Proclaim  the  triumphs  of  the  maddening  rout; 
While  now  they  fire  that  mansion,  which  can  boast 
*  More  real  wealth  than  either  India's  coast; 
Where  Priestley's  philosophic  stock  in  trade. 
His  books  and  wond'rous  manuscripts  are  laid. 


reputation  had  once  nearly  deinoluhed  himself  by  tnntaking,  m 
uiilabelled  bottle,  nitrous  acid  for  the  ardent  spiiit»  comnumly, 
culled  brandy.     Id. 

*  Yon  have  destroyed  the  most  truly  valuable  and  useful  sp* 
paratus  of  philosophical  instruments  that  perhaps  any  individual  m 
this  or  any  other  country  was  ever  possessed  ot  You  have  destroyed 
a  library  corresponding  with  that  apparatus,  which  no  money  caa 
repurchase.  But  what  I  feel  for  more,  you  have  de^royed  mano* 
Kripta,  &c.    Priestley's  Letter  to  the  lohabttants  of  Birmipghaoi. 
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All,  see  too,  wiiere  in  effigy  they  tnni 

His  meagre  Reverence  with  his  hoards  to  fcntfi  { 

Ye  senseless  bigots !  Traitors  to  a  cause 
"Which  sets  your  Wills  above  your  country's  laWst 
Too  base  in  this  enlightened  age  to  pass. 
Not  men,  but  manhood's  counterfeits  in  brass! 
Say,  what  dire  phreiizy  in  your  breasts  arose, 
To  trample  on  your  friends  and  spare  your  foes  1 
Was  it  for  this,  ye  dregs  of  humankind. 
That  your  own  doctor  your  own  rights  defin'd : 
Taught  you  no  modern  mean  disguise  to  wear. 
But  naked  man  without  a  blush  appear : 
And  bade  you,  glowing  with  brave  Gallic  zeal/ 
'Gainst  the  sick  lion  raise  the  asses'  heel  ? 
Unhappy  Priestley  !  who  but  weeps  to  see 
Humanity  itself  distress'd  in  theef 
Long  had'st  thou  markM,  within  his  narrow  stye^ 
The  British  hog,  a  groveling  grunler,  lie  ; 
Wheu,  in  the  humours  of  the  brute  unskill'dy] 
And  for  his  griefs  with  tender  pity  fiil'd, 
Thou,  like  poor  Adams,  where  he  roll'd  at  ease,- 
To  raise  the  wallower,  by  his  tail  would'st  seize* 
Rash  deed  !  The  captive,  bristling,  rose  in  ire. 
And  gentle  Priestley  flounder'd  in  the  mire* 

But  now  the  muse,  as  sad  her  numbers  close^ 
Foretcls  from  present  suff 'rings  future  woes ; 
In  fancy  marks,  prophetic  from  her  fears, 
Where  bigotry  its  bloody  banners  rears ; 
Till  England  prove  one  mad  tumultuous  scene^ 
Abd  London  be  what  Birmingham  has  been ! 
•  For  ah  !  the  time  may  come,  and  now  e'en  now^ 
The  starting  fury  bends  her  threatening  brow, 

*  The  friends  of  reformation  must  look  for  every  species  of  9>huuf 
and  persecution  thai  the  spirit  of  the  times  will  admit  of:  if  even 
biinung  alive  was  a  sight  that  the  coontiy  would  now  bear,  ther« 
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When  all,  who  flame  with  PresbyteriM  teat, 
Stern  persecution's  iroa  Mouree  shall  feel : 
While  from  the  tortures  Chej  disdain  to  fly. 
Like  Christiana  triu^pht  and  like  CkrwHam  die ! 
Hackket's  bright  lights  then  haply  may  we  meet, 
Bepitch'd  andfir^d  in  ev'ry  blazing  street. 
While  to  our  beaus,  iki§e  a^ve  the  link-boy's  fee, 
A  different  fate  my  Pbiestlet,  waits  for  thee ! 
Pragg'd  down  to  Oxford,  at  its  stern  command^ 
Before  dread  Golgotha  *  I  see  thee  stand, 
Arraign'd,  condemn'd  :  see  too,  with  savage  pride, 
Iq  that  broid  space  w4iere  erst  their  Creamer  iry*4^ 
Within  their  Trinity's  oroud  view,  thy  foes 
One  lofty  column  of  thy  works  compose : 
Tracts  heap'd  on  tracts,  and  tome  on  mighty  tome. 
Till  the  pile  towers  o'er  Ratcliff 's  swelling  dome. 
High  on  its  top,  my  Priestley,  art  thou  plac'd. 
All  that  survives  of  virtue,  science,  taste* 
Tatham,  tho'  mtld,  too  orthodox  to  spare. 
First  waves  his  fluttering  pamphlet  in  the  air,. 
Then  fires  the  structure.     BarbVous  clamours  riso; 
And  the  bright  flame  ascends  the  kindling  skies. 
Yet  while  thy  face  now  this,  now  that  way  turns. 
With  blackening  features  writhing  as  it  bums. 
Death  grins  in  mockery,  nor  relieves  thy  pains; 
For  ah  !  the  Lock^  the  fated  Lock  remains. 
But  lo  !  dispatch'd  thy  sufferings  to  controul. 
To  whisper  peace  and  comfort  to  thy  soul, 

exbts  E  spirit  which  would  inflict  that  horrid  punkhmeilt,  «&d  wiili 
as  much  cool  iadillterence  and  savage  exaltation  as  in  any  pr 
«^e  of  the  world !  Priestley's  Academical  Discourse^  p.  20. 
•  The  maating  of  the  hiUdM  of  coUeget  is  faniliailj  .1 
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The  goddess,  of  prim  Piety  appears ; 
And  ^m  that  page  where  wit  runs  riot  teart 
*  Tke  snaky  hair :  down  sink  the  languid  fires. 
And  the  world's  last  great  prodigy  expires  t 


INSCRIPTION 

ON  TBS,  TOBIB  OF  THE  GREEKS  WHO  FELL  IN  BATTLE. 
FROM   THX   GREEK   OF   SIV0KIDE8. 

If  in  the  field  of  death  to  fiEtll, 

In  freedom's  cause  at  honour's  call. 

And  nobly  die,  that  friends  may  live. 

Be  valour's  high  prerogative. 

To  us,  the  ruling  power  of  heaven. 

This  noblest  proudest  fate  has  given  ; 

To  us,  who  'mongst  the  honor'd  dead 

For  our  lov'd  Grecia's  freedom  bled# 

Hence  fame's  reward,  hence  glory's  bloom 

Unfading  flourish  on  our  tomb. 

REV.   R.    BLAKD.^ 

•  Nondum  illi  flavum  Proserpina  vertice  Crinem 
Abstulerati  Stygioque  caput  daiunaverat  Oreo* 
Ergo  Irb  crocels  per  caelum  roscida  pennis 
Devolat  &  supra  caput  aslitit :  Hunc  Ego  Diti 
Sacrum  jnssa  fero  teque  isto  corpore  solvo. 
Sic  ait  ec  dextra  criuem  secat :  omnis  &  una 
Bilapsus  calor  atque  iu  veotos  vita  reces&it. 

Tirgil,  iEneid.  lib.  4i  ▼•  d9C» 
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ODE 


TO  SENTIMENT. 


Dauohtbr  of  dulness !  canting  dame  ! 
Thou  night-mare  on  the  breast  of  joy, 
Whose  drowsy  morals,  still  the  same. 
The  slupid  sooth,  the  gay  annoy  ; 
Soft  cradled  iu  thy  sluggish  arms, 
£'cn  footpads  prate  of  guilds  alarms, 
And  pig-tail'd  sailors  sadly  queer, 
Affect  the  melting  mood,  and  drop  the  pitying  tear. 

When  first,  to  tickle  Britain's  nose, 

Hugh  Kelly  raised  his  leaden  quill. 
Thy  poppies  lent  the  wish'd  repose. 
And  bade  the  gapins  town  be  still. 
Poor  Comedy  !  thine  opiate  lore 
With  patience  many  a  day  she  bore. 
Till  Goldsmith  all  thy  hopes  dismayed. 
And  drove  thee  from  the  stage  by  Tony  Lumpkin's  aid. 

Scar'd  by  thy  lanthorn  visage,  flee 

Thalia's  offspring  light  and  merry. 
Loud  laughter,  wit,  and  repartee. 
And  leave  us  moralizing  Cherry. 
They  fly,  and  carry  in  their  line, 
Grimaldi,  Goomt,  and  CoAmt^tne, 
To  Sadier'i  Wells^  by  Dibdik  taken. 
With  him  they  vow  to  dwell,  nor  find  thenudvet  forsaken. 
VOL.  vii.  me 
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Soliloquy,  witli  clamorous  tongue^ 

That  brings  the  lord  knows  what  ta  view, 
And  Affectation  pert  and  voung, 
Sweai'ing  to  Tove-^the  lord  knows  who. 
Still  roxxfid  tho  fiiidpi^bt  cauldron  caper : 
Warm  Charity,  with  Newland*s  paper, 
And  baby  Bounty  not  unwilling 
To  give  to  mother  dear,  her  new  King  Georg^i  shillings 

Oh  gently  o'^  the  modern  stage. 

Fair  preacher,  raise  thy  deaf 'ning  din ! 
Not  with  th'emetaphoric  rage. 
That  guides  the  sword  oiHarkqtdn : 
(As  erst  thou  did'st  the  town  amuse) 
Whh  tender  bailifis,  generous  Jews, 
Socratic  hosiers,  praying  sailors. 
Chaste  harlots,  lettered  clowns,  and  duel-figbting  tail<^i» 

Forbear  thy  handkerchief  of  brine, 

Some  gleams  of  merriment  admit ; 
Be  tears  in  moderation  thine, 
'     To  water,  not  to  drown  the  pit. 

But  if  with  streaming  eyes  askew, 
Thou  still  wilt  blubber  five  acts  through. 
Have  pity  on  a  son  of  rhyme, 
Usurp  the  play — 'tis  yours — but  spare  the  pantomime, 

J. 


EPIGRAM. 


HOW  TO  PUT  I>OVVN  SUNDAY  PAPERS.— ADDRESSED 

TO  MR.  WILBERFORCE. 

Would  yo«  take  from  these  papers  tbefr  poison  awayv 
And  induce  all  the  public  to  slight  'em ; 

No  need  of  harsh  measures ; — Fll  tell  you  lh«  way, 
Engage  for  one  Sunday  to  write  'em  I 
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TO 


Ma*MHMMMi9^ 


HASt  thou  forsakciiy  then^  my  side^ 
And  given  to  hopeless  woe  my  heart  f 

The  sacred  knot  our  love  hiud  tfed^ 
i  fondly  thought  no  force  cottld  pirt 

I  thought  though  all  the  world  forsook  me^ 
In  sternest  nood  though  fortune  frown'd^ 

Though  want,  though  madness  overtook  atf^ 
That  fiuthfal  still  would'st  thorn  be  Coond. 

Spite  of  my  sorrows  I  was  blest^ 
To  think  there  surely  would  remain^ 

One  bosom  where  ray  head  might  rest. 
One  voice  to  calm  my  throbbing  brato^ 

The  dear  delusion  now  is  ended  ! 

And  O  what  pangs  my  soul  distress^ 
Of  deep  surprise,  and  anguish  blended. 

The  power  of  words  can  ill  express. 

So  feeb  the  mariner,  who,  steering 
His  tranquil  course  o'er  summer  seas. 

While  not  a  cloud  is  round  appearing. 
And  gently  blows  the  favouring  braMe, 

Perceives  with  horror,  and  with  wonder^ 
His  vessel,  wont  the  storm  to  brave. 

His  treacherous  vessel  burst  asunder. 
And  plunge  him  in  a  watery  grave.' 

»eS 
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TO  MR.  C GE. 


Midway  the  hill  ofbcience,  after  steep 

And  rugged  paths  that  tire  the  unpractis'd  feet, 

A  grofvt  extends ;  in  tangled  mazes  wrought. 

And  filled  with  strange  enchautmeiit :  dubious  sbapet 

Flit  tbroug)i  dim  glades»  and  lure  the  eager  foot 

Of  youthful  ardour  to  eternal  chase. 

Dreams  hang  on  every  leaf:  unearthly  forms 

Glide  through  the  gloom ;  and  mystic  visions  swim 

Before  the  cheated  sense.     Athwart  the  mists^ 

Far  into  vacant  space,  huge  shadows  stretch 

And  bcera  realities;  while  things  of  life, 

Obvious  to  sight  and  touch,  all  glowing  round^ 

Fade  to  the  hue  of  shadows — Scruples  here. 

With  lilmy  net,  most  like  the  autumnal  webs 

Of  floating  gossamer,  arrest  the  foot 

Of  generous  enterprise  ;  and  palsy  hope 

And  fair  ambition  with  the  chilling  touch 

Of  bicklv  hesitation  and  blank  fear. 

Nor  seldom  Jndoienct^  thebe  lawns  among, 

I'ixes  her  turf-built  scat ;  and  wear  the  garb 

Of  deep  philosophy,  andmuseful  sits, 

In  dreamy  twilight  of  the  vacant  mind, 

Sooth'd  by  the  whispering  shade;  for  soothing  soft 

The  shades;  and  vistas  lengthening  into  air, 

With  moon-beam  rainbows  tinted — here  each  mind 

Of'fi^er  mould,  acute  and  delicate. 
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^  •    • 

In  its  high  progress  to  eternal  truth 

Rests  for  a  space,  in  fairy  bowers* entranced; 

And  loves  the  soften'd  light  and  tendei*  gloom ; 

And,  pamper'd  with  OH^st  unsubstantial  food. 

Looks  down  indignant  on  the  girosscr  world, 

And  matter's  cumbrous  shapings.     Youth  beloved 

Of  science— of  the  muse  beloved,  not  here, 

Not  in  the  mase  of  metaphysic  lore. 

Build  thou  thy  place  of  resting !  lightly  tread 

The  dangerous  grouinly  on  noble  aiuis  intent ; 

And  be  this  Circe  of  the  studious  cell 

Enjoy'd,  but  still  subservient.     Active  scenes 

Shall  soon  with  healthful  spirit  brace  .thy  mind:  '-^ 

And  fair  exertion,  for  bright  fame  susta^n'd^ 

For  friends,  for  country,  chase  each  spleen-fed  fog . 

That  blots  the  wide  creation — 

Kow  heaven  conduct  thee  with  a  parent's  love ! 


EPITAPH 


Ye  chosen  few  of  Pity's  soft-ey'd  train. 
Whose  sympathetic  tears  unbidden  flow, 

Whose  hearts  re-echo  to  each  plaintive  strain  j- 
And  sadden  at  the  melting  tale  of  woe ; 

Approach  with  reverence  this  sacred  place. 
Check  not  the  sigh,  nor  stop  the  trickling  tear, 

The  trickling  tear  will  notyouir  checks  disgr^e^ 
For  swpet  Luui$a'§  angel  form  lies  here. 

1777.    ^         ''^  ..    •     . 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

TO   »0fttV9». 


Gopx>E9S»  wbo9e  eyer-Tvyug  wingi^ 
Still  9ba4e  this  favoured  natioQ, 

^t  whisk  down  continental  Un^ 
In  w))inisical  it>t9.tion: 

Thee  oft  inyoke^  the  rural  squire. 

To  bid  the  circling  frost  retire. 
To  join  the  hunt  hajf-frantjc : 

And  thee  the  hardy  tar  ipiplores, 

V^hen  outward  bound  from  Brilaiu's  shores 
He  ploughs  tsbe  huge  Atlantic. 

The  wandering  Scot»  the  gfpiy  lass* 

Without  thy  aid  would  falter  ^ 
And  WiMor  lights  )us  flame  of  gas. 

At  thy  brightrburning  altar : 
Should'st  thou  desert  his  lecture  room, 
The  shades  of  night,  in  Stygian  gloom, 

IVould  bnry  all  his  trouble ; 
And  BoreaSy  with  discordant  yell, 
Charge  at  foil  gallop  down  Pall  Mall^ 
And  dissipate  tne  bubble* 
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^Necessity  before  thee  flies 

In  calimanco  breeches. 
And  Oppodtiom  dims  thine  eyes 

With  parly-colour*d  speeches ; 
Rough  Honesty  disdains  to  wait 
Where  mobs  besiege  thy  Jeroe  gate. 

Nor  courts  thy  hand  with  fawning; 
Skilled  in  thy  meretricious  wiles. 
True  Policy  will  scorn  thy  smiles, 

And  treat  with  smiles  thy  scorning. 

IV. 

Than  Gallia's  self-elected  king. 

Dread  goddess !  canter  faster, 
Should  he  attempt  his  herds  to  bring 

To  feed  on  British  pasture-^ 

0  lead  him  safely  from  St.  Cloud, 
To  join  his  tierce  invading  crew, 

In  numerous  camps  at  Calais: 
Then  bid  the  herd  of  swine  advance, 
Down  headlong  from  the  coast  of  France, 

To  Neptune^  oozy  palace. 

V. 

But  since  big  words  will  break  no  bones, 

Prevent  (to  make  things  even) 
The  Ins  and  Outs  from  throwing  stones. 

And  wounding  poor  St.  Stephen. 

1  hate  this  skirmishing  and  pique, 

This  tug  of  war— »wher6  Greek  meets  Groek-^ 
Both  sinning,  both  complaining. 

Retire,  ye  self-destroying  hosts. 

And  banish  this  affmr  afp^ts^ 
For  open  bold  campaigning. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON, 


BOOK  L  QDE  XXXVIIT. 


Pff^cos  odi,  pueVf  apparatus  ;  ^c. 


Here,  wattcr>  Fll  dine  in  this  box, 
Tve  look'd  at  your  long  bill  of  fare, 

A  Pythagorean  it  shocks, 

To  view  all  the  rarities  there. 

I'm  npt  overburlhen'd  wjth  cash, 

Roast  beef  is  the  dinner  for  me, 
Then  why  should  I  eat  calipash. 

Or  why  should  I  eat  calipee  ? 

Your  trifles,  no  trifle  I  ween. 

To  customers  prudent  as  I  am  : 
Your  peas  in  December  are  green. 

But  Tm  not  so  green  as  to  buy  'era* 

With  venison  I  seldom  am  fed. 

Go  bring  me  the  sirloin  you  ninny  ; 

Who  dines  at  a  guinea  a  head. 

Will  ne'er  by  his  head  get  a  guinea, 

J. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  n.  ODE  L 
TO     MB.     KEMBLB. 

Motum  ex  Metelio  amsule  civicwnt  ijfC* 


Ik  battles  provokM  by  the  blood-tainted  Thane^ 

Wheii  tempests  assail  aged  Lear, 
When  fortune  deserts  the  poor  lunatic  Dane, 
la  Richard  the  cruel  or  Hotspur  the  vain, 

O  !  when  shall  your  equal  appear  ? 

The  wreath  of  applause  what  philosopher  scorns  ? 

^Tis  a  crown  of  the  sweetest  moss-roses : 
But  when  it  the  brow  of  an  actor  adorns. 
The  public  oft  mix  a  few  good-natur'd  thorDS, 
To  tickle  his  ears  when  he  dozes. 

Awhile  to  your  Theatre  now  bid  adieu ! 

Fly,  fly  from  the  tumult  and  riot ! 
Attempt  Qot  your  truncheon  and  staff  to  renew, 
But  give  them  to  Townsend  to  help  to  subdua 

The  foes  to  new  prices  and  quiet« 

toTf  hark  vvhat  a  discord  of  bugles  and  bellsi 
What  whistling  and  springing  of  rattles. 
What  screamipg,  and  groaning,  and  hissing  and  yells. 
Till  mad-headed  Masiimam  his  victims  compels 
T9  scuffles,  rmosp  riots,  and  battles ! 
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And  now  from  the  barracks  of  Bow^reetf  good  lack  f 

A  band  under  Tawnsend  and  Sayen^       ,  [thwack 
Wave  high  their  gilt  stafl^,  while  the  dull  sounding 
Falls  frequent  and  thick  on  the  enemies'  back. 
Or  visits  their  pate  with  a  merrytoa'd  crack. 
In  aid  of  King  John  and  the  players. 

The  Billinsgate  Muses  indignant  te  find 

Cataianiy  and  fiddlers  from  Paris, 
Usurping  their  place,  in  revenge  have  combiu'd» 
To  kick  up  this  dust  in  the  popular  mind. 

So  fatal  to  Kemble  and  HarrUm 

What  surly  Brovm  Bear  has  not  gladly  received 

The  misei%  who  old  prices  stick  to  ? 
At  Bovystreet  what  knight  is  not  sorely  aggrie/d 
Where  Christians  are  cross'd,  unbelievers  bellevM, 

O  story  mirabUe  dicta. 

To  mix  in  this  warfare,  regardless  of  fear, 
What  'prentice  or  clerk  is  unwilling; 
From  Smithfield  and  Wappingwhat  heroes  appeal^, 
Who  fight,  I  acknowledge,  for  all  they  hold  dear. 
When  the  object  of  war's  the  last  shilling? 

What  fists  of  defiance  the  pugilists  wield ; 

What  Jews  have  not  had  bloody  noses? 
What  victim  of  law,  who  to  Mainwaring  y'lelih. 
But  gladly  forever  would  leave  Cold-Bath  Fields^ 

To  fight  here  pro  aris  etfocis  f 

But  gently,  my  Muse ;  hush  your  angry-ton'd  lyre, 

From  rows  so  disgraceful  remove. 
And  seated  at  home  by  your  own  parlour  fire, 
(iCt  beauty  and  claret  your  numbers  inspire 

To  melody,  laughter,  and  love, 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON^ 


BOOK  IL    om  IV« 


Ife  sit  anciUa  tibi  amorpudorif  SfC* 


Av  AcTaEss !  well,  I  ovn  'tis  true. 
But  why  should  that  your  love  subduef 

Or  bid  you  blush  for  PoUy  f 
When  all  within  is  s^nse  and  worth. 
To  care  for  modes  of  life,  or  birth. 

Is  arrant  pride  and  folly. 

A  PoUjff  ia  a  former  age, 

Besign'd  the  Cautaiu,  and  the  Stage, 

To  shine  as  Avon's  DuchM  : 
Jkrhy  and  Craven  since  have  shown. 
That  virtue  builds  herself  a  throne. 

Ennobling  whom  she  touches. 

In  each  new  pantomime  that's  hatch'd. 
The  Columbine  is  quickly  snatch'd, 

To  wed  some  wealthy  suitor : 
Tif^AUfor  Lavcy  the  fForldTs  weU  kit. 
Who  calculates  the  care  or  cost» 

Wl^eti  PaasioB  is  the  tutor* 
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AVhy,  yill  the  Worlds  a  Stage,  and  we 
Its  pantomiinic  pageantry, 

Change  places  and  conditions : 
Fortunes  the  magic  Harlequin^ 
Whose  touch  diffuses  o'er  the  scene. 

Fantastic  transpositions. 

Your  Polljf  in  her  veins  may  bear 

The  blood,  perchance,  of  Ixindon's  Mayor, 

Who  smote  the  King's  revilor: 
Whose  mace  a  monarch's  life  secures, 
But  slays  an  ancestor  of  yours^ 

In  knocking  down  fVat  Tyler. 

She.  who  is  artless,  chaste,  refin'd, 
Disinterested,  pure  in  mind, 

UnsoiiM  with  vice's  leaven, 
H^s  that  nobility  within. 
Which  Kings  can  neither  give  nor  win, 

Her  patent  is  from  Heaven. 

Discard  your  doubts — your  suit  prefer, 
You  dignify  yoursdf  not  her, 

By  honourable  passion : 
And,  if  your  noble  friends  should  stare. 
Go,  bid  them  shew  a  happier  pair, 

Among  the  fools  of  Fashion. 


EPIGRAM. 

ON  SOME  ELEGIES  ON  A  LAP  DOG. 

Poor  dog,  whom  Rival  Poets  strive       , 
To  celebrate  in  plaintive  strains; 

If  t/tuu  hudst  howl  d  so  when  alive^ 

Thou  hadst  been  beaten  for  thy  pains* 
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BOOK  L  EPIST.  XVIIL  VERSE  XCVI.  to  the  End. 
BY   TnS   LATB   BEV*  OILBEET   WAKEFIELD. 


Midst  all  thy  cares,  some  hours  of  respite  find^ 
With  stores  of  science  to  enrich  thy  roind ; 
Her  votaries  ask,  those  votaries  only  know, 
How  clear  and  calm  the  stream  of  life  ^uust  flow  ; 
Lest  fears  and  fruitless  hopes  destroy  thy  rest, 
Or  craving  passions  rankle  in  thy  breast ; 
Afk  them,  if  learning  virtue's  robe  impart,   ' 
Or  nature  weave  the  tissue  in  our  heart ; 
What  boundaries,  ask,  care's  wide  excursions  end ; 
What  lore  will  make  llice  to  thyseh  a  friemi? 
If  that  pure  bliss,  composed  atieciions  know, 
In  the  rank  soil  of  wealth  and  grandeur  grow ; 
Or  in  the  still  sequestered  vale  alone. 
Where  winds  the  path  unnotic'd  and  unknown-. 
Sooth'd  by  the  waves,  that  cool  Mandela's  swain, 
'Midst  the  full  glories  of  my  rural  reign ; 
Say,  friend  !  what  thoughts  engage  my  bosom  there? 
What  the  fond  project,  and  the  secret  prayer? 
Without  one  wish  to  make  my  substance  more, 
Tho'  time  impair  the  pittance  of  my  store. 
E'en  thus  my  future  days,  if  Heaven  should  give 
Those  future  days,  I  to  myself  will  live. 
May  year  by  year  of  food  its  portion  find. 
And  books,  thtt  uobltr  banquet  of  the  mind ; 
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Lest  my  loose  purpose,  sway'd  by  fortune's  power^ 
Float  on  the  balance  of  each  wavering  hour ! 
For  life,  and  life's  support,  to  Jove  I  pray ; 
Those  his  high  will,  or  grants,  or  takes  away. 
Those  if  he  give,  myself  supplies  the  rest, 
CjirbM  passions,  fix'd  resolve,  and  tranquil  breast. 

Dorchester  Gaol^  July  13,  1800. 


LINES 


Trim  Lord  Mekombe  {DodHngton)  to  Dr.  Youngs  writ* 
ten  not  long  before  hU  Lordship's  death, 

KiKB  companion  of  my  youth,  • 

Lov'd  for  genius,  worth  and  truth. 
Take  what  friendship  can  impart, 
Tribute  of  a  feeling  heart, 
Take  the  Muse's  latest  spark, 
Ere  we  drop  into  the  dark. 
>         He  who  parts  and  virtue  gave, 
Bade  thee  look  beyond  the  gravet 
Genius  soars,  aud  virtue  guides 
Where  the  love  of  God  presides. 
There's  a  gulf  'twixt  us  and  God  ; 
Let  the  gloomy  gulf  be  trod  ; 
Why  stand  shivering  on  the  shore, 
Why  not  boldly  venture  o'er  ? 
Where  unerring  virtue  guides, 
Let  us  brave  the  winds  and  tides ; 
Safe,  through  seas  of  doubts  and  fears. 
Rides  the  bark  which  virtue  steers. 
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DIRGE, 

Over  tU  6rme  if  tm  old  JMati, 

WEITTBir   IN  OCTOBBIt,  ISOT* 


% 


• 


Be  hushM  ye  winds  that  scatter  wide 
The  faded  glories  of  the  year ; 

Serene*  in  Autamn's  latest  pride^ 
Thou  evening  sunbeam  gently  here. 

And  o*er  this  heap  of  mouldering  cky 
Affection's  pious  dews  be  shed ; 

His  course  well  run,  well  clos'd  his  day. 
Here  peaceful  rest  his  aged  head ! 

The  tears  that  tell  a  nation's  woe, 
Wjien  heroes  fiiU,  or  monarch's  die. 

Are  not  so  true  as  those  that  (low 
To  bless  tha  graves  where  good  mea  lie. 

O  ye  of  independent  mind, 

From  pride  and  sordid  passions  free, 
Of  spirit  gentle,  meek,  resign'd, 

Weep  here — for  such  a  one  was  he ! 

Ye  whom  misfortune,  want,  and  pain^ 
Thro'  life's  sad  vale  of  tears  attend  ; 

Who  seek  for  pity,  oft  in  vain. 
Weep  here — for  you  have  lost  a  friend* 
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A  nobler  soul  did  ne'er  depart 

From  worldly  strife  to  endless  rest ; 

A  worthier  and  a  kinder  heart 

Ne'er  glow'd  within  a  Briton's  breast. 

Yet,  called  to  meet  the  all-gracious  Power, 
Why  weep  that  hence  that  soul  was  home  f 

The  sunshine  of  his  parting  hour   . 
BetokenM  his  eternal  mom. 

V. 


EPITAPH  ON  HOMER- 

FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  ALCiEUS  OF  MESSENI. 

The  visionary  dream  of  life  is  o'er, 
The  bard  of  Heroes  sleeps  oii  los' shore; 
Fair  los'  sons  their  lamentations  pay, 
And  wake  the  funeral  dirge,  or  solemn  lay. 
O'er  his  pa|e  lifeless  corpse  and  drooping  head 
Nectarcan  sweets  the  weeping  Nereid's  shed, 
And  on  the  shore  their  slumbering  favourite  laid 
Beneath  the  towering  mountain's  peaceful  shade. 
Nor  undcserv'd  their  care.     His  tuneful  tongua 
Achilles'  wrath  and  Thetis'  sorrows  sung; 
His  strains  Laertes'  son  in  triumph  bore. 
Thro'  woes  unnumber'd,  to  his  native  shore. 
Blest  isle  of  los !  cm  thy  rocky  steeps 
The  Muses'  star,  and  Graces'  offspring  sleeps. 

B£V.  a.  BLAND. 
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STANZAS 


T9  my  TriemUf  Mr,  and  Mr$.  Charlti  Synmums,  tm  fhi 
Anmvartary  of  their  Wedding  Day. 


Well  may  the  wretches  who  complain, 
And  clank  the  matrimonial  chain» 

Wish  to  oblivion  to  consign 
The  fated  honr,  when  hands  alone, 
Not  blending  hearts,  were  joinM  in  one. 

Pale  victims  at  Ambition's  shrine. 

The  torch  of  Hymen  soon  expires 

Lighted  at  any  oth^r  fires 
Than  those  which  feed  the  lamp  of  love : 

Nor  ever  in  her  baleful  hand 

Erynnis  shook  a  fiercer  brand 
Than  such  a  spurious  torch  will  prove. 

But  they  who  to  the  altar  led, 

Like  you,  from  purest  motives  wed, 
Ne'er  blot  this  day  with  sorrow^s  tear : 

Nor  lours  upon  their  haggard  brows^ 

For  broken  or  extorted  vows, 
Of  much-H>ffended  Heaven  the  conscious  fear* 

Bless'd  pair,  whom,  side  by  side. 

No  jarring  interests  divide; 
No  painful  shackles  gall  or  bind. 

But  wreaths  like  those  with  which  the  lov^ 

Yoke  to  their  mother's  car  the  dove»-« 
United  only,  not  confined. 
VOL.  vxi.  f  f 
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Around  your  happy  pillow  gfows^ 

Without  a  thorn,  tore's  blushing  rose* 
Which,  pluck'd,  has  not  a  power  to  wound  |^ 

Not  yours  that  unsubstantial  joy 

Which  will,  if  only  tasted,  cloy  ^ 
Jor  love,  by  chaste  desire  is  crowned* 

ft.  FBWTOK,  BS^ 


SONG. 


Pbithss,  sweet  fair  one,  why  so  coy, 
Hence  with  that  frown  of  cold  disdain. 

Beauty  like  thine  was  formed  for  joy, 

And  mirth  and  gentleness  should  fill  thy  traimi 
Let  meaner  beauties  study  to  give  pain, 

'Tis  nobler  far  to  build  than  to  destjroy. 

Tune  then  thy  heart  to  gentle  love, 

With  smiles  my  fondest  vows  receive, 

£ach  anxious  care  shall  far  remove, 

To  love  and  mutual  joys  alone  well  live, 
Joys  only  heavenly  charms  like  thine  can  ^v% 

Joys  only  constant  hearts  like  mine  ca^  prove. 

1777. 
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THE  ISRAELITE  IN  LOVE- 


A  SONG. 


Or  my  moniesh  I  make  cent  per  centf 
And  can  cheat  in  the  way  of  my  trade  i 

But  alas  I  I  can  ne'er  be  content, 
For  the  love  of  a  fair  Christian  maid- 

She  is  brighter  than  silver  or  gold^ 
She  is  fairer  than  any  Biank  note ; 

When  first  I  her  charms  did  behold. 
My  moniesh  I  almost  forgot. 

Since  without  her  I  scarcely  can  11  ve. 
If  she  would  but  consent  to  my  wish  j 

Every  thing  in  this  world  I  would  giv< 
Excepting  mine  own  propertiesh. 

What  though  I  cai\  tell  the  d *d  lies, 

for  raising  the  price  of  the  stocks ; 

With  disdain  my  embraces  she  flies, 
And  my  passion  she  scornfully  mocks. 

Alas !  there's  no  end  to  my  woe ; 

111  haste  from  the  world  in  despair  ; 
No ;— now  I  think  better,  V\\  go^ 

To  'Change  Alley,  to  end  all  my  care« 

Cambridge^  1796. 

rfft 


435 


SONNET. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MIL  WARTON. 


SENT   TO  THB   RBV.    DR.  WARTOK,   BT  ▲   FRIEND. 


Say,  shall  the  Muse  o'er  the  falKn  hero's  bier 
The  eternal  monument  of  glory  raise. 
Swell  the  loud  Psean  of  harmonious  praise, 

And  high  Ambition's  banner'd  trophies  rear. 

While  silent  flows  the  tributary  tear, 

Which  to  her  favourite  son  she  sorrowing  pays, 
Unstrung  her  useless  lyre,  and  mute  her  lays  ?— 

But,  hark  !  a  strain  divine  now  strikes  mine  ear : 

The  sacred  bard  his  independent  fame. 

Shall  from  his  own  immortal  verse  receive! 

Soon  dies  the  warrior's  and  the  statesman's  naine> 
His  aid  if  no  recording  poet  give ; 

But  wreaths  of  endless  bloom  shall  Warton  claim. 
While  wit,  while  learning,  and  while  fancy  livr» 
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SONNET, 


Cu£SRL£ss  my  roady  and  long  and  lone  the  way, 
As  on  1  waudcr'd  thro'  the  vale  of  life, 
Not  undisturb'd  by  cares,  nor  for  the  strife 

Of  jarring  crowds  well  meet;  and  when  the  ray 

Of  Love's  mild  torch  beam'd  forth  its  radiance  pure^ 
Its  radiance  pure  beam'd  only  to  disclose  v 

A  dark  drear  scene,  a  gathering  cloud  of  woes, 

Which  tho'  philosophy  might  teach  t'  eudujre, 

She  knew  not  to  avtiid.     O  lov'd  !  O  fair ! 

Thy  gentle  influence  cheer*d  the  gloomy  shade ;    . 
£v'n  as  the  angel,  Hope,  thou  cam'st  to  aid, 

And  Love  his  clear  torch  wav'd  amid  the  air. 

Cheering,  as  to  the  fearful  sailor's  sight, 

Etreams  the  far  beacon's  blaze  amid  the  stormy  night. 


M 


P6NNET, 


$TiJLft  6t  ifivkt  silence !  thee  I  hail 
"With  wonted  jcy^  when  in  the  western  sky 
The  parting  sun  has  cjos'd  his  ^Iden  eje^ 

And  on  th^  mountain^  top,  and  dewy  rale. 

The  breeze  of  evening  slumbers :    When  at  rest 
The  hours  that  track'd  the  flaunting  car  of  da7| 
And  one  alone  remains,  with  pensive  ray 

To  cheer  the  pathway  of  thy  woodland  gUest* 

^or  surely  blest  is  he,  who  now  can  turn 
From  vanity  and  noise>  with  thee  to  stroll^ 

Jn  sweet  seclusion,  there  content  to  learfi. 
That  thou  canst  frame  to  rapture  every  sei^ie^ 

^d  by  communion  still,  attune  the  sou) 
Tp  Meditation'9  softest  influeuce. 

Jth  Qcf.  180r.  1,  ?,  4, 
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SONNET 


TROM  THE  FRENCH  OF  JOACHIM  DU  BELLAY. 


With  rank  academic  the  scholar  we  grace. 
The  lawyer  a  seat  on  the  woolsack  obtains, 
The  clerical  courtier  a  bishopric  gains, 

And  the  soldier's  reward  is  in  honours-  and  lace. 

For  riches  the  merchant  contends  in  the  race, 
The  fees  of  his  office  the  placeman  retains. 
By  his  wages  the  lackey  is  paid  for  his  pains. 

And  on  foreheads  poetic  the  laurel  we  place. 

Then  why  dost  thou  murmur,  my  friend,  and  coraplaii^ 

That  the  flavours  of  fortune  thou  never  couldst  gain  ? 
Wouldst  thott  scramble  for  honours,  or  hoard  up  the 
pelf, 

Other  means  than  the  muse's  delights  must  be  sought  ( 

For  is  not  thy  labour  repaid  as  it  ought. 
When  labour  with  pleasure  compensates  itself? 

W.  R« 
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SONNET 


TO  THE  RED-BREAST, 


Yes,  my  sweet  bird  !  the  dull  decaying  year 

Much  needs  thy  music,  for  the  sons  of  spring 

Sit  in  the  silent  shade  with  flagging  wing, 
And  still  Creation  waits  with  anxious  ear 
Thy  ever<-pleasing  song.    Thou  seem'st  to  me 

The  cherub  Consolation  at  the  bed 

Of  withering  Age,  when  summer  friends  are  fled, 
Cheering  his  hours  with  heavenly  minstrelsy, 
like  the  declining  year,  I  too  have  known 

The  sweet  spring-time  in  cloudless  beauty  fair. 
And  winter's  storms  may  find  me  left  alone, 

Unscreened  and  naked  as  the  leafless  tree : 
Thrice  happy  then !  would  heaven  in  mercy  spare. 

One  friend  as  constant  and  as  true  as  thee. 

J)ec,  3, 1507.  J.  B.  A, 
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SONNET. 

RECOLLECTION  OF  AN  ABSENT  LOVER. 
FROM   THE  SPANISH   Or   XL  CONDX   SS   KOEOKii. 


Bright  ebon  threads,  that  vainly  try  to  hide 

A  cheek  of  roses,  and  a  neck  of  snow ; 
Or,  thrown  with  happy  negligence  aside, 

The  beauteous  forehead's  dazzling  whiteness  shew; 
Eyes  where  the  flames  of  young  Desire  abide. 

And  sable  eye-brows,  Love's  resistless  bow ; 
Though  distant  far»  still  on  my  faithful  breast 
Indelible  is  every  chajm  impress'd ! 

And  you  ye  dimples  sleek,  by  accents  formed 
Of  playful  laughter,  breath'd  through  pearly  rows. 
Whose  gentle  murmurs  seem  to  sooth  mine  ear  I 

If  by  this  fleeting  image  only  warm'd 
My  agitated  soul  its  senses  lose. 
How  shall  1  bear,  indeed,  to  see  and  hear ! 


449 


SONNET 


WEITTEV   WHEV   ABROAD. 


mim 


Herjc,  vhere  the  azure  sky  no  lowering  knows, 
Where  milder  gales  breathe  o'er  the  favoured  land. 
Where  the  rich  vintage,  annual,  meets  the  hand ; 
Here,  where  the  sweetly*perfumed  orange  blows, 
And  native  myrtle,  without  culture,  grow^ 
Where  yellow  Tagus  rolls  his  golden  sand, 
And  decks  with  verdure  all  th'  adjacent  strand  ; 
Why  can  my  restless  heart  find  no  repose  I 
Is  it  in  fondness  for  my  native  shore 

That  northwards  still  I  turn  my  longing  eyes ; 
No — ^yet  her  stormy  coast  and  bleak  winds^  roar--' 

Far  beyond  other  softer  climes  I  prize, 
1  bum  to  view  my  Anna's'  tharms  once  more ; 
Hence  roll  these  tears,  hence  swell  these  sttugglmg 
sighs  1 

from  ike  Banks  of  the  Ouse. 
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60NIiET 

ON  A  KISS. 
^T  THE   tATE  MR.  SIX,  JUV.  01  CANTXRBVET. 


Offspr^ito  of  Lore,  first  born,  whom  young  Desire, 

Invited  often  by  a  wanton  smile. 

Snatches  inflamed,  and  trembles  all  the  while. 
Trembling  with  awe,  with  passion  all  on  fire. 
No  common  Muse  thy  praises  will  require. 

What  bJiss  from  coral  lips  to  bear  the  spoil  I 

The  bees  in  spring  with  less  delightful  toil 
Suck  op'ping  blossoms  ere  their  sweets  expire* 
While  on  the  vermil  altar  thou  art  lying, 

like  some  fair  offering  sprinkled  o'er  with,  dew. 

Amidst  the  fire  of  pure  aflfecdon  dying, 
'lliee  oft  the  votaries  of  Love  renew ; 

Rekindle  oft  the  holy  flame  with  sighing, 
A4d  swear  by  thee  their  mutual  passion  true* 


4   • 
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SONNET 

ON  THE  SAME. 
BT   THE  SAME. 


Sweet  pledge  of  JiOve,  and  early  fruit  of  Joy ! 
The  wounded  breast  with  balmy  neciar  healings 
The  secret  mind  by  gentle  touch  revealing. 

Sweet,  unembitter'd  by  the  wayward  Boy, 

His  hourly  sport,  his  never-tiring  toy, 

Cemented  souls  with  mutual  rapture  sealing, 
Soft  summoner  of  ev'ry  tender  feeling. 

Though  sensual,  pure,  and  rich  without  alloy ! 

Such  is  thy  pow'r,  as  when,  her  skill  displaying, 
Or  to  beguile  disquietude  of  heart, 

Through  mazy  notes  with  fairy  finger  straying. 
Some  virgin  maken  the  wakeful  iv'ry  start. 

This  to  the  strings  the  soft  alarm  conveying. 

Fills  with  harmonious  tremor  ev'ry  part* 
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SONNET, 


WRinEN  ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  SWALE. 


In  the  mild  west  when  sinks  the  purple  day, 
And  hush*d  in  silence  sleeps  the  winding  vale, 
A  pensive  listener  to  the  murmuring  Swale, 

Through  the  steep  woods  that  crown  its  banks  I  stray, 

Where^  absent  to  the  world  and  all  its  care, 
Reckless  of  sorrows  past  and  ills  to  come, 
I  meditate  beneath  the  o'er  arching  gloom. 

While  the  still  grandeur  of  the  solemn  air 

Bathes  my  rapt  soul  in  happiness  serene. 
And  every  sense  in  extacy  is  lost : 
And,  ah  !  on  life's  tumultuous  sea  though  tost. 

For  soon  I  quit  the  pleasunsbrcathing  scene. 
Still  shall  kind  Fancy  paint  the  ideal  feast, 
And  with  this  vision  charm  my  soul  to  rest* 
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SONNET. 


XT  --^ 

No  more  the  skies  serenely  blue  appear, 

Which  late  with  joy  the  peaceful  peasant  viev'd ; 

Nor  thro'  his  meads,  where  bloom'd  the  flow'ry  food. 
Due  to  the  labours  of  his  patient  steer. 
He  muses  grateful :  but  with  drooping  ear 

Low  sinks  the  corn,  by  furious  storms  subdu'd ; 

And  o'er  pale  earth  eternal  vapours  brood, 
To  blast  the  promise  of  the  plenteous  year. 
Such  is  the  life  of  man :  his  cheerful  way 

Awhile  the  cloudless  sun  of  hope  illumes ; 
Light  joy  and  pleasure  wing  the  festive  day, 

Secure  he  roves  'mid  bow'rs  of  sweet  perfumes : 
But  soon  his  disappointed  eyes  survey 

The  toilsome  road  o'ercast  with  black'ning  glooms* 

1795.  £•  HAMX.E1. 
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SONNET. 


SwBST  is  the  hour,  when  stealing  shadows  closm 
The  fiEice  of  things,  and,  as  the  sober  light 
Slow  fadeSi  the  pleasant  fields  retire  from  sight. 

And  weary  Nature  sinlu  to  mute  repose. 

By  fits  the  sheep-bell  sounds,  or  heifer  lows ; 
Till  all  is  silent,  and  the  queen  of  night 
Slow  from  the  darlc  blue  hear'n  appears  more  bright^ 

And  o'er  the  world  her  silver  mantle  throws. 

Far  in  the  gloom  of  some  romantic  wood, 

Where  sounds  no  mortal  step,  the  sage  sublime. 

Rapt  in  high  musing^  feeds  on  solemn  themes  ; 

^mmortal  life,  the  first  eternal  good, 

Pure  friendship's  laws,  th'  unfathom'd  depth  of  tim^ 

By  turns  all  mingle  with  his  soaring  dreams. 

179^*  B.  HAMLET* 
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SONNET. 


How  ofty  Cornubiai  to  my  longing  soul 
Thy  barren  heaths  and  simple  cots  arise ; 
Where  soib  ungenial  scorn  thy  milder  skies. 
Nor  streams  majestic  thro'  thy  valleys  roll : 
For  ev'n  those  sullen  hills,  whose  frowns  controul 
The  shuddering  thoughts,  before  the  pilgrim's  eyet 
Calling  dread  shapes,  my  filial  bosom  sighs 
To  climb  once  more,  of  all  my  cares  the  goal* 
Hail  naked  rocks !  with  huge  and  shapeless  stones 

Overspread,  of  Druid  pomp  the  wild  remains  ; 
Its  native  soil  the  warm  empassion'd  breast 
Still  full  of  painful  pleasing  longing  owns  ; 

Ev'n  bleeds  to  view  its  pale  and  leafless  plains. 
Seats  of  pure  infant  joy  and  blameless  rest, 

179^.  E.  HAMLET. 
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O  Frixitd  !  wlien  smiling  skies  and  Zephyrs  ca11| 
Forbear  in  towns,  the  blooming  hour  to  lose$ 
Nor  Nature's  pure  and  simple  charms  refuse 

For  costly  banquets  or  the  midnight  ball. 

Yet  here  no  stately  tow'rs,  no  storied  hal1| 
But  twilight  groves,  where  rooming  bards  may  mtitei 
Fair  sunny  hills,  and  fields  of  various  hues. 

And  streams,  that  down  the  sloping  valley  fall, 

from  £larth  to  Heav'n  the  soaring  spirit  raise: 
And  the  sw^t  lovelorn  bird,  that  all  night  long 

In  shadowy  ^hickets  pours  the  plaintive  strain, 

Melts  the  warm  soul  to  passion  with  het  song  t 
Yet  poor  these  charms,  and  dim  the  smiling  dayS^ 

While  bx  my  friend^s  euliv'ning  looks  remain. 

1793.  B.  ttAiitat. 
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'Tis  sweet  to  view  in  safety  from  the  shore 
A  vessel  rolling  bki  the  stormy  moiii,        '       '  • 

Pleas'd  to  escape  ourselves  the  dang^ittotli  itMir, 
Not  that  we  triumph  in  ataolher's  {Mtili.   ' 

Th  sweet  when  loud' conflicting  caiinoiii  po>«r 
Their  ghastly  rage^  to  view  the  gleamy  plkiin. 
Where  neighing  steeds  toss  high  the  boating  man^j 

And  trample  warriors  gasping  in  their  gore* 

But  sweeter  far  the  tranquil  heights  to  gain 
Of  Wisdom,  raisM  above  the  madding  ci^wd? 
Thence  to  look  down  on  all  their  tumults  viiiii 

And  needless  fears,  as  through  the  maze  they  stray 
Of  Error,  lost  in  Superstition's  cloud, 
Where  darkling  still  they  roam,  and  find  no  day. 

1795.  %.  nAULUt. 
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*)NNT&r* 


A  TfiotJ8Airx»  grief$  o'ercast  GUI'  fleeting  dtty : 
On  most  disease  and  chilling  want  attend* 
pirn  the  few  joys  the  &tes  in  pity  send. 
And  veil  in  clouds  the  sun^s  all-gladd'ning  ray^ 
With  hopeless  passion  now  we  pine  away  *, 
Now  o'er  the  bier  of  some  departed  friend 
With  swelling  heart  disconsolate  we  bend ; 
Those  looks,  that  roicei  which  chear'd  our  anxious  way« 
Warm  Memory  paints  in  all  her  glowing  hues; 
From  her  each  hour  of  social  joy  receives 
A  double  charm  :  yeit  luird  by  hope  we  rest. 
Nor  shed  for  ever  pale  affliction's  dews^ 
And  e'en  the  fond  regret*  which  pleasute  leaved  . 
Is  not  unplcasing  to  the  tender  breast* 

1795.  M.  UMUUt. 
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SONNET 


TO  THE  MUSE  OF  SONNET. 


S  w£ET  Muse  of  Sonnet  I — if  one  Muse  there  be^  ' 
Who  deigns  o'er  sonnetteering  to  preside. 
Haply  do  thou  my  pen  descriptive  guide. 

Whilst  I  relate,  concemmeut  much  to  me. 

How  she — of  women  far  the  dearest  she  i — 
In  all  the  glow  of  beauty's  vaunted  pridci 
Still  hath  my  suit  relentlessly  denied : 

She,  sighs  and  songs,  and  vows  and  tears,  hath  parried  ; 
Me  though,  I  ween,  she  loves ! — The  Fates'  decree 
Nor  firmly  binds,  nor  sets  us  wholly  free. 

How  then,  say  some,  hath  lovt;  like  thine  miscarried  i 
We  sigh'd,  we  vow'd  ;  when,  in  a  luckless  hour, 
Just  as  she  felt  and  own  d  affection's  power, 

Some   friend    her    whispcr'd — •*  Why,    the   man    is 
Biarried !" 
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HERVOR  ANt)  ANGAlSrtm^' 

Jin  Odcy  Imitated  from  0a  autient  ScaU,.  Author  of  a 
Book,  itU^Udfierviiirer  Saga^  PMuked  6y  ^Olaus 
VereUw, 

BT    THR    LATB   K9V.   BACTSIIAW    StKVftVS,   O^. 


THE  ARQU^ENT. 

Hervor,  standuig  M  tke  tomb  of  Angantyr,  by  her  iMgical  Incan- 
tatious,  calls  up  the  spirit  of  b«r  dead-  father,  9v4 .  demands  the 
«iichaiited  sword,  Irojag*  wliich  had  been. buried  w^tb  him. 


Waknadu  Angantyry 
Wekor  tbig  Hervor»  &e« 


HBKVOU« 


Awake!  my  father  froia  the  dead; 

From  thy  dark  and  dreary  bed 

Awake  t-*It  is  thy  ehiUt  mat  cries, 

SvAFUs'  dau^ter  bids  thee  rise ; 

Bids  thee  from  thy  tomb  of  heli^ 
.   (Answering  to  my  mutter'd  spell) 

Bids  thee  from  ihv  hallow'd  side 

Give  that  sword  the  warriors  pride, 

Whose  hardiest  strength  and  keenest  power, 
'  Forg'd  by  *  dwarfish  hands  of  yore, 

Gave  an  empire  firm  and  free. 

To  thy  fathers  and  to  thee: 

*  Hie    gladius  Tocafur  opus  fabrile  Nanorum.      Notandaia 
autem  veteres   per  Naaos  non  irttettexisse  Monsira  bumatia   iu 
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•  (  * 


By  mj  hfUnet's  sable  crt^st, 

MJlM'coal  'df  toaffHil  wear^ 
By  my  svord^  in  sharpness  drest«  ^ 

Fiery  >h1eM,  and  bloody  sp^t  '^ 

From  ally  *heith  ev^fy  *'  rbot  colm^reiti 
HEitvoa  breaks  your  iron  rest.  .  ^  •  « 

What  are  Andgrym'b  90ns  no  n^ore, 
Vers'd  sp  well  in  mischiefs  fore  f 
Mute  are  ETVoafa  cMUfem  fJl, 
Unresponsive  to  my  pall  ? 
Then  let  my  cui;$ey  of  blasting  power. 

Within  your  ribs  unhallowVi  light; 
O  let  dorruption's  tainted  shower 

'Pierce  you  in  yopr  beds  of  iiigHt; 
Unless,  with  ea^  tft  my  commands, 
Ye  give  the  sword  th^t  dwarfish  bands 
Caird  tp  life,  and  bi^de  to  )iv^, 
And  the  be^  of  glory  giviB, 

Daughter!  thou  wbose powerful  spell 
Opes  the  dreary  jaws  of  hell. 
Muttering  thus  those aqcenu  dread. 
What  miscbiefii  wait  thy  despjorate  head  I 
Madness  sure  thy  fool  oppresi'd 
Thus  to  break  my  sealed  rest. 
No  father  led  pneto  my  grave, 
No  frici^  the  tears  of  pity  gaye; 

d^fectu  debiic  quantitatb  pecoanda  aut  'gibbo  deformata,  sed 
.^  quoddnn?  saxicolarpin  et  imioticQlaruiii  Genfu  ar^i%um  periude 

ac  Cyclopes  perquamgnanim- 

Hicct»  Tbetannis  Literatwrn  JUatc^. 
*  The  warriors,  who  had  signalued  themseiTei  m  battle^  wer% 
honoured  by  their  friends,  at  their  decease^  with  a  monameDtal  t^e^ 
Dianted  upon  their  graves^  to  perpetiute  their  ineiiiory. 


m 


i:..:aVft^9»' 


V 


) 


Cease  tby  vain,  thy  impious  lies. 
Nor  Odiv  mQce  sbalt  grant  thee  sleep, 
While  TiE^ritf^'rficfrd^  %  slvoot^er  iMMp:  :> 
And  would'sttfabu,  sire,l*mAie«€Otiya  '■  '  • 
Thine  only  dKlIf  tbe  inetiiui  14  \\vtl  « ; 

"ANOASrtrrfm;  '•  "• ' '  ■ 

List!  Heevor,  ]Ai:h)k  )ny  pVophc^t  tp9^e 

The  words  of  .fj^^^e  fj^te  lim^it  .,       .  ,    .  ^ 

List!  and ii^$f^e  tjif  ^tpry  Vo{d«.  ^      .    *"^ 

TiaFiNG,  curst  with  terrour  strong 

Thy  present  quest,  a  c6min|;  bane, 

Shall  thydearest  buda-  dettr^,  - '  T 

Thou  shalt  weep  3tky  oftpring  slain : 

Till,  lAesi'd  by.  time,  a  tutune  boy 

To  thieeihalV  rise,  a  future  joy ; 

HsiDEEX  nam'd  his  men  fimong, 

To  him  shall  Tievi^q's  might  belong. 

By  my  spell  (^:Pm»c.fOmeTf    .        .  / 

Breathing slowAA-^oleiMfaunilf   • 

O'er  this  bwiQMlt  M9  Cmii^4»        ...    , 

Neverbelbyflfi«||r|f«|t9l'4.I  ., ,  iT 

Never  taste  the  genial  hour ! 

Till  Angavtta  fS^e%e  sword. 

>jip4ifwrE^ . . ,  ^ ,.. 

Maid!  thou pwn^it ^Jjo^^ soul. 
Which  no  fmi^e  ii^Ei  appall ;  j 
Who  lead'st  thy  toot's  unhallowed  tread 
O'er  the  mansions  of  the  dead ; 
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Who  at  this  gbo^Iy  hour  of  nightt  , 
Arin'd  with  ^pear  of  maj^p  tni^t^    .    '  . 
With  helmed  head,  and  iron  tttole,'  ' 
Oiie'st  the  door  of  OdiVa  ball. 

.'     '■      •  :.  .it 

HSRVOft, 

Courage  oqcq  I  thoi^bt  was  thioc* 
Ignorant  of  ypur  boasted  hall ; 
Give  me,  from  your  dreary  shnne. 
Give  the  sword,  ag^n  I  call ! 
The  sword  that,  driving  deep  and  far,. 
Hates  the  coat  of  mailed  war ; 
Forged  by  dwarfish  blinds  of  yore, 
jGive  the  swordi  or  sleep. uo  more! 

A.K6ANTTa. 

Hbrtor's  quest,  Hialmab'b  bane. 
Beneath  my  weary  limbs  is  lain 
All  wrapped  in  fire.    No  maiden  mild. 
Would  touch  a  sword,  the  Fury  a  child. 

IIEBVOR. 

I  will  touch,  and  I  will  take 
The  sword,  however  large  its  make  > 
However  sharp,  I  scosn  to  ie^r. 
Give  me  but  the  swo>d  to  bear  t    • 
And  sure  those  feeble  fires  are  vain, 
Tbi^t  play  around  the  warrior  slain ! 

AKQAKTTa* 

Foolish  girl !  whose  empty  pride 
Has  led  thy  eyery  s^s^  aside ; 
Ere  thou  meet,  thro'  vengeful  jre, 
The  deadly  flames  of  hi^ioVd  fire^ 
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Conceal'd  no  more^  the  sword  I  g}ve. 
Take  it,  virgin,  uke  and  Kvc. 

•  ■ 

Ofispring  of  the  heroic  iiot' ! 
Praises  deck  this  deed  of  thine  ! 
Prince !  more  joy  thy  gifts  convey 
Than  jf  all  Noewat  met  my  sway. 

AHOAIITTR* 

Foolish  girl  whose  empty  pride 
lias  led  thy  every  sense  aside; 
Foolish  girl !  how  vain  thy  joy  I 
TiftViNtt  shall  thy  sous  destroy. 

BERVOH. 

My  seamen  wait  my  glad  return, 
My  feet  desire  another  plain. 
Father  !  small  is  my  concern,     ^ 
IVhen  or  how  my  sons  are  slain. 

AKOAHTTa. 

Take  and  keep  HiAtMAR's  fate. 
Hold  it  long,  and  long  enjoy ; 
Thousand  deaths  around  it  wait, 
Edg'd  with  poisons  to  destroy ; 
Many  a  man  of  martial  might 
TiRPiKG  has  consign'd  to  night. 
And  many  a  soul  of  living  power 
TxEFixo  shall  again  devour. 

BXEVOE. 

I  will  keep  and  I  will  take 

The  sword,  however  laife  its  make, 


Thou  haH  ^eq>  ao4 1  .If  ill  hfi^y.  r;.    ..    ', 
Nor  ever  from  thy  iprou,^k}ep       . : ,  v  ,  i    . :  •  I' 
Thy  bloody  ghost  shall  hear  me  ^plaiii 
When  or  how  my  sdhs'WeiV  slaio. 

Fare  thee,  ^re  thee,  daug\)ter«  well  I 
My  hand,  ottedje^t  to  .t)ij(  spell,  /  . 

With  deadfy  forcfe',  and'  winged  speed, 

Has  dcstin'd  herara'tM(elwto  bleed; 

And  if  a  manly  be4r.t*bf). thine,  . 

Warmth  to  war,  and  strength  to  slay ;  « 

TiRFiNo  shall  to  thiee. consign 

Andorym's  wre^tj^  and  Avdortm'^  syva)v 

IIEB^VOR. 

Farewell !  and  rest  each  holy  shade, 
,  Ye  manes  of  my  fathers,  rest ! 
No  spells  your  dread  repose  invade. 
Beneath  your  sacred  roots  comprest ! 
1  must  go,  and  1  must  fty, 
This  dreary  earth,  this  angry  sky, 
Warn  me  hence ;  for ^1  around 
Funereal  flashes  'flaipie  the  ground. 


EPIGRAM 

ON  A  REFORMER,  WHO  AFFECTS  THE  CHAjB^CTER 

OF  CATO. 

When  legal  coercion  deep  Cafo  pronounces       ^ 
A  despotic  systepd  which'Y-^'on  renodncfis,  : 

Conclude  him  Hot  itiad :' f>r'the  khkTe  hfts  goodxause, 
Who  so  well  deserves  hanging,  to  rail  against  laws. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  IL  ODE  VIIL 
TO     MAS.     CLABK£« 

Ulla  rijwrit  tUd  pefcratif  S^c* 


If,  aided  by  Sir  Vicary  Gibbs, 
The  Fates,  indignant  at  your  fibs, 

Had  made  your  cash  one  pound  leu; 
]f  as  each  accusation  rose, 
A  pimple  had  usurp'd  your  nose, 

I  might  believe  them  groundless* 

But  now,  the  grand  enquiry  o'er. 
You  blaze  upon  us  more  and  inore. 

For  public  life  grown  fitter— 
To  Westbourne-flace  all  parties  go-« 
At  lovers'  perjuries,  you  know. 

Great  Jove  himself  will  titter. 

Whether  a  widow  or  a  wife. 
Who  cares  ?  admit  your  private  lif^ 
Than  Erebus  were  fouler  ^ 


ft  • 

•  i 


• 


The  public  is  indiffinent  quite. 
Whether  upon  a  certain  night 

You  iiept  wiih  mc  or  Dawkr» 

Psha !  Vemir  Vtvgly  at  trioks  like  theiey 
Her  nymplis,  whatever  tdcir  degrees, 

Will  cheat  when  they  arc  able. 
Yes,  when  cotmmirioM  are  the  baity 
E'en  Duhokk  hermits  emulate 

The  SoHtoH  in  the  fable. 

New  lovers  swell  your  list ;  the  old 
Still  make  yuur  suit*  all  potent  gold 

Unwilling  to  abandon : 
Revolving  time  may  view  agAin, 
Bowing  obsequious  in  your  train, 

Some  future  Captain  Sandtm, 

Your  charms  appal  The  raatroti'mildi 
Her  bluc-eyM  Jacky,  darling  chikl ! 

From  Clarke  and  Cupid  saving. 
TIic  prudent  parsimonious  sire 
Trembles  to  sec  his  son  admire 

Your  mezzotint  engraving. 

The  blushing  bride  your  name  reviles. 
And  in  yourfascinatiiig  wiles 

Anticipates  disaster. 
Too  blind  the  precipice  to  view. 
Whoever  keeps  a  Ciarkt  like  you, 

Will  find  the  Clarke  the  master. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  IL  ODE  IX. 

TO   A   YOUVO   WIDOW. 

Non  temper  imbm  nMhu  Hqidn^  ^. 


Not  for  ever  bleak  November 
Chills  the  gay ly- dancing  hours; 

UoUins  time,  dear  girl,  remember, 
Docks  the  bright  parterre  with  flowers. 

Ice  the  Serpentine  may  cover. 

Oaks  their  leafless  boughs  display ; 

What  care  I  ?  the  winter  over, 
Soon  shall  follow  laughing  May* 

Why  should'st  thou,  all  joy  denying. 
Still  in  tears  thy  'kerchief  steep  ? 

Pale  Aurora  hears  thy  sighing, 
Setting  Phoebus  sees  thee  weep. 

Clad  in  bombazecn  and  camblet, 
Gertrude  wept  a  monarch  dead, 

See  her  soon,  i'orgettine  Hamlet, 
Take  his  brother  to  her  bed. 

Dido,  torn  from  poor  Sichxils, 

Thus  repining  sought  relief; 
^  Anna  !  don't  you  think  Xneae 

Might  contrive  to  keal  mjf  grief  f^ 
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lliy  good  man  in  sleep  reposes, 
Soon  thou  wilt  another  choose ;. 

Widow's  Weeds  ail  tlim  to  roses,- 
When  a  comply  suitor  woos. 

Give  the  hours  to  joyous  greeting. 

Vulgar  sorrows  for  above ; 
Youth  and  beauty,  O  how  fleeting  i 

O  how  fleeting  woman's  love ! 

Let  us  sing  the  song  yuu  relish, 
Who  at  Srigkim  bears  tht  bell. 

Walking  Barday^  racing  Mellishf 
Fun,  and  vm  la  bagattUe  ! 

Tears  from  Pluto's  dark  dominroii 
Cannot  now  thy  husband  keep ; 

If  they  could,  'tis  my  opinion. 
Those  brighjt  eyei  would  cease  to  weep. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  n.  ODE  XV. 

NEW  BtJILDINGS. 
Jam  pauca  arairojugera  regies^  SfC* 

St,  George's  Fields  are  fields  no  more, 
The  trowel  supersedes  the  plough ; 

Huge  inundated  swamps  of  yore 
Are  cfaaoged  to  civic  viUas  now. 


The  whistling  plane,  the  builder's  hod. 
Wide  and  moF^wjde  extending  stilly 

Usurp  the  violate  W,     '    '  ^ 
From  Lambeth  Marsh  to  Balaam  HUU 

Pert  p<^laz99;y9w  trees,  watfr  tubs,  .  •   ^ 
No  more  at  Ciapham  meet  the  eye ; 

But  velvet  lawns,  •  Acacian  tknibs. 
With  perfume  greet  the  passer  by. 

Thy  carpets,  Persia,  deck  our  floon, 
ChiuU  curtains  shade  the  polish'd  pane, 

Viraodaa  guard  the  darken  d  doors, 
Whefo  dunning  Phoebus  knocks  in  vain. 

Not  thus  acqtiir'd  was  Gbksbam's  hoard. 
Who  founded  London's  mart  of  trade ; 

Not  such  thy  IHe,  GHmalknfi  I0T&, 
Who  Bon^s  recalliag  peal  obeyM. 

In  Mark  or  Mncin^  Lan^  confined. 
In  cheerful  toil  they  pas^M  the  hours ; 

Twas  theirs  to  leave  their  wealth  bchiud. 
To  lavish,  while  we  live,  is  ours. 

They  gave  no  treats  to  thankless  kings. 
Many  their  gains,  their  wants  were  few, 

They  built  no  house  with  spacious  wings 
lo  give  their  riches  pinions  too. 

Yet  sometimes,  leaving  in  the  lurch 
Sons,  to  luxurious  hA\y  prouc, 

Their  funds  rebuilt  the  parish  church : 
Ob  I  pious  waste,  to  us  unknown ' 

We  from  our  circle  never  roam. 
Nor  ape  our  sires'  eccentric  sins, 

Out  charity  beguy  ^  home. 

And  mostly  ends  where  it  begins  I 
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FCTURltY. 


"  Ten  01,  yt  dead ;  will  none  of  yov  in  pitr 
«•  To  those  y<m  left  l»ehiiid  dlttloie  toe  secret  f 
«•  O !  that  tome  coartaont  ^UMt  would  Uab  it  out !'' 

Bkir'i  Grave* 


Rise,  spectres,  rise !  some  pitying  ghost  appear, 
Aud  pour  the  grave's  dread  secret  in  mine  ear ! 
Ye  live,  ye  live !  Yes,  by  the  generous  glow 
Of  Virtue  struggling  through  a  night  of  woe ; 
By  the  fell  tyrant  on  his  blood-stain'd  throne  ; 
By  nameless  wretchedness  that  dies  alone ; 
By  lovely  Hope  who  sooths  the  parting  sigh  i 
By  Faith  bright  beaming  from  the  death-nxed  eye. 
Ye  live !  From  forth  the  narrow  dark  abode 
The  spirit  steals  some  viewless  unknown  road;-^ 
Then,  each  fond  tie  to  earth  and  matter  broke 
By  the  free  soul,  disdainful  of  the  yoke, 
Shall  it  not  soar  on  vigorous  pens  away 
Beyond  the  ken  of  thought  and  golden  eye  of  day  f 
Or,  by  fierce  flames  from  mortal  dross  refined, 
Shall  it  not  mingle  with  the  mass  of  mind, 
Absorbed  and  lost  the  old  familiar  store 
Of  treasuring  Memory's  many-coloured  lore  ? 
Or  does  this  self,  this  conscious  self,  remain 
Awake  to  human  joys,  to  human  pain  ? 
Hangs  the  fond  mother  o'er  her  orphan's  head  ? 
Cheers  the  loved  spouse  the  widow  s  sorrowing  bed  ? 
In  airy  watch  do  guardian  spirits  stand, 
And  guide  our  taultering  steps,  an  angel  band  f 
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Or,  senseless,  hushed  in  lone  sepuchral  gloonii 

Sleeps  the  regardless  tenant  of  the  tomb, 

^ill  the  dread  blast  shall  rouse  the  silent  earthy 

And  joyful  Nature  start  to  sdcond  birth. 

All  nations  waken  from  the  awful  trance^ 

And  realms  and  times  in  wondering  ga^e  advanoei 

While  Memory's  voice  renews  its  tuneful  sound. 

And  marshals  all  the  tribes  of  earth  around, 

Bids  fresh  reviving  scenes  salute  their  eyes, 

And  friends  with  friends  to  virtuous  bliss  arise? 

Cease,  curious  thoughts !  too  thick  the  shades  of  night 

Veil  the  dread  future  from  our  anxious  sight ; 

The  boldest  thoughts  here  urge  their  course  in  vain^ 

Nor  pass  one  bulwark  of  the  drear  domain^ 

Then,  when  the  last  faint  panting  heaves  my  heart 

And  weary  life  stands  fluttering  to  depart. 

One  beam  of  joy  shall  warm  my  trerabiin^  soul 

And  Doubt's  dun  clouds  to  awfiil  distance  roll, 

Truth's  angel  form  my  fleeting  spirit  own, 

And  spring  to  clasp  her  in  the  world  unknown. 

rM    '.   i';ii,-rrrfs 


EPITAPH  FOR  OPIE. 

The  forms  which  Nature  doom'd  to  fail. 
Thy  stronger  hand  would  bid  endui 

The  hour  of  her  revenge  is  come<^«* 

Still  thy  creations  shall  prevail. 
To  thee  an  equal  date  insure, 

And  save  thee  from  oblivion's  tomb. 
VOL.  nu  B  h 
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EPIGRAM, 

WrUim  by  PoHiian  on  the  premature  Death  ef  Smonettaf 
a  Florentine  Lady  rfumcammou  Beaaty  attd  rare  Accom* 
piishmeni^  beiaoed  by  Omlkmo  de  Medki» 

TBAV8LATXD   VROM   THE  LATIV. 


When  loyely  on  her  sable  bier 

The  cone  of  Simopetta  lay. 
And  beauty's  Queen,  still  hoWing  near, 

Bedeck'd  with  charms  the  lifeless  clay^ 

Sly  Love  a  heedless  momoit  found. 
When  all  were  sunk  in  tcuder  woe, 

A  thousand  arrows  scattered  round, 
And  bade  a  thousand  bosoms  glow. 

In- soft  amazement  each  began 

To  feel  unknown  sensations  rise ; 
Instant  the  sweet  contagion  ran, 

As  flashed  mild  light'uings  from  her  eyes* 

*^  She's  mine,''  th'  exulting  stripling  cried, 
**  See  Love  triumphant  over  Death  ; 

^*  She's  mine ;  still  conquers  on  my  side. 
Though  Fate  has  suck'd  her  honied  breath." 

He  spake,  and  sigh'd ;  for  ah  !  the  sound 

Of  triumph  ill  accorded  here ; 
Soft  Pity  shed  her  influence  round, 

And  Nature  claim'd  the  tender  tear. 

8.  ELSDAU* 
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SONG  ♦. 


How  comes  it,  neighbour  Dick, 
That  yoUy  with  taste  uncommoo. 
Have  serv*d  the  girls  this  trick. 
And  wedded  an  old  woman  ? 

Each  belle  condemns  the  choice 

Of  a  youth  so  gay  and  sprightly  ;  ^ 

But  we,  your  friends^  rejoice 

That  you  have  judged  so  rightly. 

Though  odd  to  some  it  sounds 
That  on  threescore  you  ventured  : 
Yet,  in  ten  thousand  pounds 
Ten  thousand  charms  are  center'd. 

Beauty^  you  know,  v/i\\  fade. 
As  does  the  shoit-liv'd  flow'r ; 
Nor  can  the  fairest  maid 
Ensure  her  bloom  an  hour. 

But  wisely  you  resign, 
For  sixty,  charms  so  transient ; 
As  the  curious  value  coin 
'  The  more  for  being  antient. 

Observing  hence,  by  you. 
In  marriage  such  decorum, 
Still  wiser  youths  shall  do 
As  you  have  done  before  ^em« 

* 

^  For  two  different  accounts  of  the  occasion  vpon  which  thh 
Song  was  writteot  sec  Supplement  to  the  Gentleman's  MagaziBe» 
for  1796,  p.  1066. 

H  h2 


4/6» 

WHh  joy  your  spouse  shall  9ti& 
The  fading  beauties  round  her ; 
While  she  nerself  shall  be 
The  self-same  thing  you  found  her* 

Oft  IS,  the  roarriage-state 
With  jealousy  attended; 
And  heBce,  through  foul  d)&bate, 
Are  Boptial  joys-  suspended* 

But  you  with  Quch  a  wife 
No  jealous  fears  are  under^ 
She's  youis  alone  for  life-^ 
Or  much  we  all  shall  wonder. 

Her  death  would  grieve  you  sore>. 
But  let  not  that  torment  you  ; 
My  life,  she^ll  see  fourscore, 
If  that  will  but  content  you. 

On  this  you  may  rely. 
For  the  pains  you  took  to  win  her,. 
She'll  ne'er  in  child-bed  die, 
Unless  the  Devil's  in  her. 

Some  have  the  name  of  hell 
To  matrimony  given  ; 
How  fieilsely  you  can  tell. 
Who  find  it  such  a  heav'h. 

Each  day  of  yours,  and  night, 
Is  crown'd  with  joy  and  gladness^ 
While  envious  virgins  bite 
Their  hated  sheets  for  madness* 

With  spouse  long  shave  the  bliss 
You'd  miss'd  in  any  other; 
And  when  you've  bur/d  this,. 
May  you  have  such  aj^pther- 
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AN  ELEGIAC  ODE 

To  the  Memory  of  Sir  Joishua  Reynolds^  htePresideni  of  the 

Royal  Academy, 

BY  THE    &£V.   JOHN    WHITEUOUSE. 


>Alterius  sic 


Altera  poacit  opem  res»  et  Conjurat  amic«« 


ADVERllSEMENT. 

In  the  poem  here  submitted  to  the  public,  it  has  been  attempted 
to  delineate  some  of  the  principal  paintings^  on  which  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds's  reputation  as  an  artist,  must  chiefly  rest.  The  author 
was  induced,  as  an  admirer  of  the  art  in  general,  and  more  paiw 
ticularly»  of  the  late  worthy  president's  style  of  colouring  and 
design,  to  pay  some  little  tribute  tP  his  memory.  Nor  is  it  easy  to 
do  justice  to  the  merits  of  one.  who  being  the  first  painter  of  end* 
nence  that  this  country  has  produced,  has  by  his  excellent  instruc- 
tions, and  professional  skill,  formed  an  Englbh  historical  school  of 
painting,  which  bids  fair  to  rival  those  of  Borne  and  Florence  in 
their  best  days.  The  writer  would  have  esteemed  himself  verj 
happy,  had  it  been  in  his  power  to  convey  to  the  mind  in  this  short 
sketch,  some  of  those  great  and  sublime  ideas  which  the  paintings 
of  Sir  Joshua  Eeynolds  are  so  peculiarly  calculated  to  excite* 

I. 

Come,  Genius,  from  thy  star-clad  throne  sublime^ 

Where  far  above  the  wrecks  of  Time 

Thou  sitt'st ;  thy  banners  wavins  high 

Amidst  the  blaze  of  immortality! 

O  thou,  whose  aid  both  bards  and  painters  claim. 

Who  wak'st  in  human  breasts  the  hallowed  flame 

Whence  to  young  Rapture's  eye  , 

Beau^  unveils  her  form  divine ; 

Where  thron'd  with  Nature  and  the  Nine, 

Foremost  of  all  the  heavenly  throng, 

Thou  hear'st  the  magic  tones  of  soiu-subduing  song ; 
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11. 

Come,  mourn  tby  son :  and  lay  aside 
Thy  azure  mantle's  flowing  pride ; 
The  radiant  vestments  that  infold 
Thy  graceful  form  with  waving  gold ; 
Where  hues  of  brighter  lustre  glow. 
Than  Iris'  varied  woof  can  show : 
Ko  more,  when  meck-ey'd  evening  pours 
Her  wild  hues  o'er  a  thousand  shores^ 
Gaze  on  the  painted  clouds,  that  pass 
On  the  light  pinion  of  the  gale  ; 
Nor  there,  where  like  pellucid  glass. 
Ocean's  calm  breast  reflects  the  gleaming  sail : 
Nor  at  the  blush  of  dawn, 
Along  the  level  lawn, 

Sport  with  the  Oreads  in  their  twilight  bowers ; 
Nor  by  the  green  hill's  side. 
Or  where  the  Naiads  glide 

Enaraour'd  stray,  nor  wreath  thy  brow  with  flowers : 
Though  clad  in  Beauty's  changeful  hue. 
And  in  Aurora's  dewy  fragrance  bright ; 
Lorraine,  to  set  their  charms  to  view, 
Dipp'd  his  gay  pencil  in  the  fount  of  light. 
And  with  a  flying  sketch  the  breathing  landscape  drew : 
Genius  of  Painting !  cease  to  trace 
Thy  forms  sublime  of  finished  grace; 
Thy  bright  resplendent  robe  forego. 
And  veil  thee  in  the  garb  of  woe : 
The  dim  cloud  now  be  o'er  thy  shoulders  thrown. 
The  mists  of  Night  be  o'er  thy  bosom  spread  ; 
Pour  to  the  passing  gale  thy  plaintive  moan. 
And  be  the  tear  of  bitter  sorrow  shed  ! 
Genius  of  Painting !  now  thy  loss  deplore, 
SiuceHe,  thy  best belov'd-i-since Rktnolds  isnomore* 
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HI. 
For  say  of  those,  on  whom  the  crown 
Thou  hast  bestow'd  of  high  renowu^ 
Which  from  the  Muse's  hallo w'd  grovQ 
Fancy's  fairy  hancls  have  wove ; 
(Fairer  than  in  days  of  yore, 
'The  palm  that  Pisan  victors  wore. 
Oft  as  the  chariot's  rapid  speed 
Adjudg'd  the  high -contested  meed ;) 
Say,  in  this  far-ftion'd  western  isle. 
That  own'd  but  late  ihy  favouring  smile, 
Who  e'er  like  him  thy  power  display'd. 
And  flung  contrasted  light  and  shade. 
With  such  inimitable  grace  and  force, 
While  Envy  sicken'd,  as  she  mark'd  his  course  ; 
Or  who  of  Albion's  sons  have  brought 
To  such  perfection  that  enchanting  art ; 
Or  to  the  canvass  could  impart. 
Such  bold  expression,  and  impassion'd  thought? 
What  potent  touch  could  o'er  the  whole 
Breathe  such  enchanting  energies  of  soul ; 
Or  bid  to  live,  in  nature's  colouring  warm. 
The  hero's  stately  port,  the  virgin's  matchless  form? 

IV. 
Twas  his  to  group  the  historic  plain. 
To  call  dim  Horror  from  his  dungeon  drear, 
To  wring  the  tortur'd  breast  with  Pain, 
With  Pity  thrill,  or  shake  with  Fear ; 
And  from  the  lofty  Epic  Muse 
The  magic  scene  of  wonder  chuse : 
In  many  a  hue  divine  portra/d, 
Lo,  on  the  funeral  pyre  where  Dido  lies  i  * 

Paintiogs.    *  The  death  of  Dido. 
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H^f  warm  blood  bathes  the  reeking  blade. 
And  death's  pa^e  image  swims  before  her  eves; 
The  twilight  shades  of  woe  that  staip  her  cheek. 
The  mighty  master  of  the  pencil  speakf 

V. 
Him  Dante's  daring  genius  led 
Where  Ugoliko's  vision  dread  ♦ 
The  palsied  soul  with  horror  shakes  ! 
^is  done !  see  from  yon  cell  forlorn. 
Her  cheeks  with  many  a  fqrrow  worn. 
And  gleaming  from  her  hollow  eyes 
The  dark-red  wrath  of  wintery  skies. 
Famine  with  hideous  scpwl  awakes; 
And  with  the  rattling  whirlwind's  sounds 
Thrice  bar^  yon  dungeon's  gloom  profound. 
Mark,  'midst  the  colouring's  wild,  pathetic  glare. 
The  dying  father  o'er  his  children  ^ear. 
Hang  in  dumb  woe,  the  semblance  of  despair! 
Choak'd  the  deep  sigh !  congeal'd  the  struggling  tearf 
While  Death  advancing  stern,  with  leaden  pace. 
Shadows  the  glaring  eye,  and  veils  the  pallid  &ce. 

VI. 

But  lo,  amidst  yon  blaae  of  glory  f 
From  the  bright  skies  of  fairy  Fiction  brought, 
How  Fancy's  breast  enraptur'd  glows, 
As  o'er  th^  canvass  Painting  throws 
The  illusions  of  poetic  thought! 
Where  fam'd  in  Grecian  story, 
The  undaunted  Infant  grasps  his  speckled  foes ! 
In  vain  their  threatening  crests  they  rear, 
|u  yain  destruction  waits  their  course ; 

•  Count  Ugolino  starved  to  dea^h  with  his  children, 
t  The  infan^  Hercules. 
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Compressed,  and  vanquished  by  auperior  force. 
They  wreath  their  fiery  folds,  and  yawn  their  souk  in  aifr 
.Swept  in  a  flood  of  light  along. 
Through  many  a  labyrinth  of  transparent  shade. 
By  various  pas^ons  rous'd,  the  attendant  throng 
Here  wrapt  in  wonder,  there  by  fear  dismay'd 
Clad  in  sublime,  harmonious  hues,  impart 
Enchantment  to  the  eye,  and  pathos  to  the  heart. 

VII. 
From  Sif  AKESPEAii's  bold,  dramatic  song, 
In  Fancy  and  Expression  strong 
The  mighty  artist  s  pencil  drew  [crew. 

The  fairy's  wondering  form,   the  VIZARD'3  yelliiig 
liO !  'midst  the  terrors  of  the  storm  * 
That  wildly  flash  around  him,  fierce  Macbeth 
Encounters  many  a  griesly  form. 
And  high  amidst  them  waves  his  shadowy  blade; 
While  Hecate  through  the  murky  air. 
Seated  in  her  magic  chair, 
(Of  human  bones  the  hoary  texture  made) 
Mutters  her  wayward  spells,  and  prophecies  of  deaths 
As  o'er  the  heath  the  yellow  Harpies  run 
Their  charms  astonished  Nature  feels ; 
Black  vapours  blot  the  noon-day  sun, 
And  Hell  alarum*d  wakes,  and  clamours  at  their  heelps 
The  dead  shake  off  their  deep  repose. 
And  massy-bolted  Ades  open  throws 
Her  brazen  gates ;  whence  issuing  slow. 
The  spectrerforms  of  monarchs  go. 
With  many  a  blood-polluted  stain 
Wave  their  thin  robes;  their  steps  beneath, 
With  shaggy  crest,  and  serpent-train, 
Afonsters  abhorred  their  hideous  volumes  wreath : 

f  Bfacbetb  and  the  weird  lister^  &c. 
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From  the  dull  realms  of  unsubstantial  night, 

They  crawl  upon  the  day,  and  blast  the  gazer's  sighL 

VII. 
In  such  aerial  colouring  drest 
Immortal  Akg£LO  express'd 
His  wild  creation :  Fancy  by  the  hand 
Oft  led  him  through  her  empire  wide, 
And  bade  him  trace  her  shadowy  baud ; 
Bade  him  on  Rapture's  pinion  soar, 
Invention's  daring  heights  explore. 
Traverse  her  boundless  tracts,  and  regions  undcscried ; 
And  o'er  the  impassion'd  canvass  throw 
Forms  that  breathe,  and  hues  chat  glow ! 
To  Reynolds  next  she  gave  her  free  design, 
Her  pencil's  graceful  tints,  and  energy  divine. 

IX. 

Awe-struck,  as  when  heaven's  bliss  unfolds 
To  dying  saints,  the  astonish'd  eye  beholds 
Yon  visionary  splendors  bright !  * 
Where  half  amidst  the  keen  eft'ulgcnce  lost, 
On  wings  of  ecstacy  the  angelic  host 
Ride  on  the  sable  clouds,  and  charm  the  ear  of  Night : 
The  sunny  radiance  of  their  plumes 
The  canvass  far  and  wide  illumes, 
And  burn  the  clouds  beneath  amidst  the  excess  of  light: 
While  Mercy  from  the  Eternal  throne  [known. 

Her  beaming  looks  unveil'd,  and  made   her  wonders 
In  vestments  of  cerulean  die, 
Religion  oft,  of  birth  divine. 
Shall  greet,  at  Truth's  unsullied  shrine, 
The  forms  tliut  genius  bade  to  bloom. 
The  immortal  oti'spring  of  the  sky  1 

♦  The  Nativity. 
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Where  Hope  amidst  the  stormy  hlast 

Rests  on  her  firm-fixt  anchor  fast,  i 

And  Faith  that  triumphs  o'er  the  tomh; 

With  Charity's  unchanging  glow  benign: 

A  radiant  Virtue  wing'd  !  to  whom  is  given 

To  ope,  with  golden  key,  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven. 

'   X. 

Not  such  yon  scene  of  horror  dread  *, 
Where  Bbaufort  side-ways  on  his  bed,  < 
Turns  him,  with  anguish  all  aghast ! — 
While  Conscience  summons  up  the  past, 
Lo !  how  his  eyes  with  terror  roll ! 
With  listening  ear,  the  fiend  unblest 
Plants  i^een  Remorse's  daggers  in  his  breast^ 
And  Guilt  sits  heavy  on  bis  soul: 
Convulsive  struggles  catch  his  parting  breath. 
He  grasps  the  sheets  with  pain,  and  grinning^  yields 

to  death. 

XI. 

Hail,  Reynolds,  to  thy  just  design. 
The  grace,  the  grandeur  of  thy  line! 
Whose  daring  energy  of  soul. 
Just  glanced  on  parts,  to  cacch  the  whole. 
The  many-coloured  Muse  whose  power 
Presided  o'er  thy  natal  hour, 
On  thee,  with  partial  fondness  smilM ; 
And  laid  thee  oft  in  holy  trance. 
And  bade  Perfection's  train  advance. 
And  breath*d  around  thy  head  her  visions  wild. 
Thy  rapt  ear  drank  the  lore  she  taught, 
Her  hues  divine  thy  pencil  caught. 
With  her  thou  oft  with  musing  step  hast  stra/d. 
Or  with  the  shadowy  tribes  of  fairy  Fictio|i  play'd* 

^  The  death  of  Cardinal  Beanfiirt 
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XII. 
Fanned  by  loose  Zephyr  there  was  seen  * 
Infantine  Love  of  placid  mien. 
With  lips,  like  rose  buds,  moist  with  dew, 
And  radiant  eyes  of  glossy  blue ; 
While  HoPB  the  smiling  babe  caress'd, 
And  nurs'd  the  prattler  on  her  breast. 
Obedient  to  the  pencil's  power, 
With  swimming  step,  and  sweet  tiiajestic  state 
The  Queen  of  smiles  on  whom  the  Graces  wait,  f 
Oft  left  the  Idalian  bower; 
Or,  on  her  rosy  couch  reclinM, 
Her  tresses  waving  in  the  wind ; 
Some  Cupid  as  by  chance  he  strayed 
Amidst  the  thick  embowering  shade, 
Woo'd  her  unseen ;  as  oft  with  dalliance  coy. 
And  looks  of  soft  desire,  she  won  the  enamoured  boy. 

XIII.  ' 

In  Nature's  living  semblance  fair, 
As  if  her  very  self  was  there, 
The  faithful  fohtrait  long  shall  stand 
A  witness  of  the  master's  hand  ; 
Who  knew,  with  skiil  sublime  to  trace 
Expression's  soul,  and  Beaut/s  grace ; 
The  undaunted  Warrior's  fix'd  regard. 
The  Sage,  the  Patriot,  and  the  Bard. 
Youth's  vivid  blush,  impassion'd,  warm, 
And  Innocence  in  Childhood's  form, 
.passing  the  common  bounds  of  Art, 
Each  Character  his  pencil  took ; 
pelineated  the  air,  the  look, 
And  imag'd  to  the  eye  the  language  of  the  heart ; 

*  Hope  nursing  Love,  f  Venus. 
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To  distant  times  transanitting  down 
Those  whom  most  Albion  boasts  to  own. 
The  honour'd  sons  of  Science,  Valour,  Wortb^ 
Patrons  of  human  kind,  and  ornaments  of  earth. 

XIV. 
O'er  the  sad  shrine  where  BxYNauMft  altept^ 
The  Genius  of  his  Country  weeps  ! 
In  sable  pomp  above  his  head 
The  shadows  of  the  night  are  spread  ; 
Wild  are  his  looks  I  behind  him  caat^ 
His  mantle  to  the  howling^blast 
Unfurls  its  swe^py  folds  :  around 
0*er  all  the  consecrated  grooadi 
Aerial  forms  of  pensive  mien, 
That  shun  the  busy  glare  o(  day, 
Shall  oft,  with  lingering  footsteps  stray,  fscme: 

And  wave  their  gleaming  wings,  and  gild  the  solemn 
There  Virtue,  daughter  of  the  sky. 
Shall  lift  the  groveling  soul  from  earth. 
To  bid  it  claim  its  heavenly  birth. 
And  turn,  by  Reason's  lamp  its  steady  eye. 
Where,  'midst  the  regions  of  empyreal  light. 
Sit  her  enthroned  sons  in  dajszUng  order  bright. 

XV. 

And  hark,  in  solemn  cadence  clear, 
A  voice,  mcthinks,  from  yonder  walU 
In  Music's  melting  accents  calls. 
And  thus  it  meets^  my  ra^isk'd  ear  ; 
*  Not  Fortune's  gem,  nor  Beauty's  flower. 
The  glittering  pageants  of  an  hour. 
With  Glory's  bright^  meed  may  vie. 
The  wreath  of  immortiJity  1 
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Merit  survives  the  grave ;  sublimC 
She  buiWs,  in  mockery  of  Time, 
On  Truth's  eternal  base  5 
Whence,  whilst  her  hallowed  altars  bla«e, 
A&cends  the  sacrifice  of  praise, 
A  he  full  symphonious  quire  of  all  the  human  mce.* 
1792. 


EPITAPH. 

FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  LEONIDAS  OF  TARENTUAL 

Farewell  my  child ! — In  manhood's  bloom 
Thou  sleep'st  within  the  silent  tomb, ' 
Ere  twenty  fleeting  springs  have  slied 
Their  roseate  honours  on  thy  head. 
Henceforth  upon  thy  early  "bier 
ni  daily  shed  the  gushing  tear, 
And  waste  in  sighs  the  tedious  stage 
That  closes  life's  sad  pilgrimage. 
For  ah  !  no  more  the  orient  ray 
Soft  glitt'ring  on  the  ocean's  spray ; 
No  more  the  mead,  with  flowrets  drest. 
Can  waken  rapture  in  my  breast. 
Come  then,  my  child,  and  let  me  share 
In  death's  dread  hour  thy  constant  care, 
And  let  me  from  life's  sorrows  free. 
Sink  in  the  grave  and  rest  with  thee. 

REV.   R.  BLAKD. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON 

BOOK  n.  ODE  XVL 
Otium  Divas  rogat  in  patentif  ^e* 

TO  GEOROfi  COLMANy  THE  TOUKOER,    ESQ* 


The  youth,  from  his  indentures  freed. 
Who  luounts  astride  the  flying  steed. 

The  Muses'  haunt  to  follow  : 
Wilh  terror  e^es  the  yawning  pit. 
And  for  a  modicum  of  wit 

Petitions  great  Apollo. 

For  wit  the  quarto-building  wight 
Invokes  the  Gods ;  the  jilt  in  spite 

Eludes  the  man  of  letters : 
Wit  thro'  the  wirv-wove  margin  glides. 
And  all  the  gilded  pomp  derides 

Of  red  Morocco  fetters. 

Vain  is  the  smart  portfolio  set, 
The  costly  ink-stand  black  as  jet. 

The  desk  of  polish 'd  level ; 
The  well  shorn  pens  to  use  at  will, 
Tis  no  great  task  to  cut  a  quiil 

To  cut  a  joke's  the  devil ! 
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Happy,  for  raral  business  fit» 
Who  merely  tells  his  mother  wit. 

In  humble  life  tie  settles : 
Unskiirji  in  repartee  to  shine. 
He  ne'er  exclaims — *^  Descend  ye  Nine/' 

But  when  he  plays  at  skeftles. 

They  who  neglect  their  proper  homv 
To  dig  for  ore  in  Greece  or  Rome, 

Are  poor  Quixotic  vandals ; 
Europe  was  over  run  by  Goths, 
But  why  should  we,  like  foolish  moths. 

Buzz  round  the  Roman  candles. 

Care  swarms  in  rivers,  roads,  and  bogs, 
Unfricaseed,  like  Pharoah's  firop; 
.  We  cannot  all  be  merry ; 
It  roams  thro'  London  streets  at  large, 
And  now  bestrides  a  Lord  Mayor^s  barge. 
And  now  a  Vauxhall  wherry. 

The  man  who  no  vertigo  feels, 

When  borne  aloft  on  Fortune's  wheels, 

But  at  their  motion  titters ; 
Emerging  from  a  sea  of  strife. 
Enjoys  the  present  sweets  of  life, 

r^or  heeds  its  future  bitters. 

Poor  Tobin  died,  alas !  too  soon. 
Ere  with  chaste  ray  his  Honey  Moon 

Had  shone  to  glad  the  nation : 
Others,  I  will  not  mention  who, 
For  many  &year  may,  (entre  nous) 

Outlive — their  own  damotatioa. 
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Who  creep  in  prose^  or  soar  in  rhymc^ 
Alike  must  bow  the  knee  to  time^ 

From  Massinger  to  Murphy ; 
And  all  who  flit  on  Lethe's  brink, 
Too  weak  to  swim,  alas !  must  sink- 
Tom  Dibdin  or  Tom  Durfey. 

Fortune  to  thee  two  Muses  gave. 
One  ddaimairey  the  other  grave } 

You  hospitably  screen  'em : 
For  stilly  O  man  of  virtue  rare, 
Altho'  the  love  of  both  you  share. 

You  VLtyex  sleep  between  'em. 

She  gave  thee  to  a  summer  stage, 
'Gainst  opera  chiefs  the  war  to  wage 

With  bodies  lean  and  taper* 
I  list  beneath  thy  Muse's  wing. 
Who  would  not  rather  hear  her  sing, 

Than  see  her  sister  caper  ? 

My  Muse  is  of  the  ostrich  sort. 

Her  eggs,  of  Fortune's  gale  the  sporty 

She  in  the  sand  conceals  'em ; 
By  no  intrusive  wanderer  found, 
'Till  watchman  Phcebus  walks  his  roundi 

And  with  his  ray  reveals  'em. 

But  should  the  god's  far-darting  ray, 
Destroy  her  feeble  lines  to  Ci^y^ 

She'll  breed  again  to-morrow :  / 

These  trifles  ne'er  her  mind  annoy, 
Who  never  knew  a  parent's  joy, 

Ne'er  felt  a  parent's  sorrow. 
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Nan  utii^tdf  nee  Unm/erttf 
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Stahd  clear !  and  letarpoet  fljr ! 

Oni^ir  wing'lyriCy 

Thai  satiric, 
ril  mount,  like  Gamerin,  tbe  sky, 
Nor  mope  in  Orub^street  garret : 
Tho'  lowly  boro,  I'll  fear  discard, 

My  amorous  odes 

To  gay  abodes 
Sball  be^r  me,  like  a  merry  bardf 
To  sing  and  tipple  claret. 

Eiiroird  among  the  black*leg  race^ 

}^o  longer  man,  • 

A  milk  white  swan 
Aloft  my  airy  course  I  trace. 

And  mount  o'er  London  city— - 
On  wing  of  foolscap,  wire-wove^  glaa'd, 
Thro'  margin  wide 
Serene  I  glide, 
Whil'st  long-car'd  citizens  ama2*d, 

Cry  *•  bravo*'  at  my  ditty. 
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Trotting  thro*  Pindus'  fiow'ry  path, 

In  Scottish  reels    . 

I'll  shake  my  heels, 
I'll  dip  at  Brighton,  sip  at  Bath, 

And  doff  my  suit  of  sables ; 
Invited  to  each  tavern  club, 

From  muddy  Bow 

To  Saville  Row.; 
I'll  leave  the  Diogemc  tub. 
For  Alexandrine  tables. 

Tho'  all  the  while  my  proper  self 

Is  snug  at  home. 

My  pen  shall  roam, 
A  modish  tour  in  quest  of  pelf, 

(My  pride  the  scheme  unravels) 
1*11  visit  Egypt,  Florence,  Greece, 

And  then  return 

Thro'  Basle  and  Berne, 
The  London  booksellers  to  fleece. 
And  sell  John  Bull  my  travels. 

Of  comedies  HI  write  a^ew. 

The  vile  reviews 

I'll  ne'er  peruse, 
I'll  edit  bards  I  never  knew : 

With  none  I'll  change  conditions. 
Like  Harlequin,  the'  far  more  plumps 

My  tricks  HI  play. 

Then  hey !  away ! 
Bounce  at  a  single  leap  I'll  jump  ' 
Thro^  half  a  score— -editions! 

S. 
ii2 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

THE  METROPOLIS. 

BOOK  in.  ODE  VI. 

Dtlicta  majorum  immeritus  lue$f  SfC^ 


O  London  !  the  crimes  of  your  fathers  you'll  mouniy 
Old  Beelzebub  yawns  for  your  people. 

Unless  you  that  heathen  extinguisher  burn, 
That  smothers  your  churches — a  steeple. 

Henceforward  in  Rowland's  conventicle  groan, 

Abolish  your  hot  Sunday  dinners ; 
Go  double  your  methudist  meetings,  then  own 

The  saints  are  a  match  for  the  sinners. 

Your  Israelites,  lost  in  the  mazes  of  pelf, 

Prefer  a  pork  griskin  to  manna ; 
And  Anacreon  Moore  has  condemn'd  to  the  shelf. 

His  namesake,  the  pious  old  Hannah. 

Your  chapels,  where  carpets  and  eloquence  reign. 

Are  surely  for  Satan  a  fit  field ; 
There  organs  and  anthems  have  banish'd  the  strain. 

Of  Wesley,  of  Watts,  and  of  Whitfield. 

Old  Bunyan,  his  budget  of  sins  at  his  back, 

Exhausts  on  the  rabble  his  fury 
In  vain — they  forsake  the  celestial  track. 

To  haunt  Covent-GanJen.and  Drury. 
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O  Liberty !  parent  prolific  of  crimes, 

Thy  spirit  of  discord  the  apple, 
Has  blackcn'd  the  press,  am!  infected  the  times, 

And  spread  from  Pall-Mall  to  Whitechapel. 

The  back-boarded  girl,  who  can  scarce  point  the  toe 

Now  laugh  at  decorum  as  stupid ; 
With  pantomime  graces  affects  Parisot, 

And  plays  with  the  arrows  of  Cupid* 

When  married,  her  bacchanal  husband  to  baulk, 

New  lovers  at  dances  eng^e  her ; 
She  trips  to  Vauxhall,  and  adores  the  dark  walk, 

And  flirts  with  the  bright-booted  major. 

In  prudence  an  iufani,  in  vice  an  adult. 

With  features  by  art  rcnder'd  florid. 
She  sits  in  the  boxes,  with  quicunque  vult 

Depicted  at  large  on  her  forehead. 

Not  such  were  the  times  when,  the  church  to  protect. 

Old  Calvin  admonish'd  the  nation ; 
Condemned  all  the  world,  save  himself  and  his  sect. 

And  dealt  by  wholesale  in  damnation. 

Return,  golden  days,  when  the  orthodox  few 

In  flames  might  an  heretic  dish  up ; 
Or  mangle  a  martyr,  4r  strangle  a  jew, 

Or  roast  before  breakfi^t  a  bishop. 

Then  London  apprentices  rose  with  the  lark, 

v(Ere  Luxury  open'd  her  flood-gate) 
Nor  broke  their  indentures  each  night  in  the  dark — 
Their  souls  never  stra/d  beyond  Ludgate. 

Our  fathers,  I  ween,  were  a  sad  wicked  crew. 

Their ^ons  only  add  to  the  evil; 
And  if  the  next  age  shall  be  worse— eatre  nous, 

Old  Kngland  must  go  the  dtvil ! 

J. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  in.  ODE  V1L 

I 

« 

TO  MB9. 


IKai'^  Tanny  check  that  falling  tear ; 

The  northern  circuit  over. 
Soon  shall  thy  WUly  homeward  steer, 
With  ardour  greet  his  wedded  dear^ 

And  live  with  thee  in  clover. 

Tho'  forc'd  from  town  to  town  to  rove, 

For  thee  he  wears  the  willow  ; 
True  as  the  mild  mate-widow'd  dove, 
And  nightly  with  the  tear  of  love 
Bedews  a  sleepless  pillow. 

Flora  meanwhile,  with  flirting  skill, 

Would  fain  with  thee  change  places, 
With  Cupid's  shaft  attacks  him  still, 
Hoping  to  clasp  thy  constant  }ViU 
In  contraband  embraces* 

With  many  a  sad  and  sly  remark, 
She  moves  him  to  compassion  ; 
Tells  him  of  OimyUy  Moorish  spark, 
Thrown  in  a  dungeon  deep  and  dark, 
For  slighting  iara*$  pa&sipn« 
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She  tells  of  Joseph  Andrews^  dead 

To  pleasure,  senseless  looby ! 
Who  quarrell'd  with  his  butter'd  bread. 
And,  urg'd  by  Parson  AdamSf  Aed 

The  love-sick  Lady  Booby, 

Vain  her  endeavours  to  create 

A  matrimonial  riot! 
Deaf  as  the  haddock  on  his  plate. 
He  hears  the  wily  ikir  one  prate, 

And  eats  and  drinks  in  quiet. 

But,  Fanny f  pmy  beware  of  Jackf 

For  gallantry  his  trade  is ; 
Lest,  swerving  from  decorum's  track. 
You  take  more  pleasure  in  his  clack, 

Than  suits  with  married  ladies. 

Tho'  none  like  him  can  dance  a  reel. 
Head,  knees,  and  elbows  shaking ; 

Or  o'er  the  Serpentine  can  steal 

Like  Mercury,  with  flying  heel. 
Ice  bending.  Sabbath  breaking : 

Shut,  shut,  your  door,  at  eight  o'clock, 

Nor  walk  down  Piccadilly; 
Firm  as  the  surge-repelling  rock, 
His  rude  assailing  passion  mock, 

And  think  on  absent  Willy.  j. 

EPIGRAM. 

REASON  FOR  THICK  ANCLES* 

''  Harrt,  1  cannot  think,"  says  Dick, 
**  What  rosikes  my  ancles  grow  so  thick  ?" 
•'  You  do  not  recollect,"  says  Harry, 
♦*  How  great  a  calfihty  have  to  carry  V 
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STANZAS. 


BY   W.  HATLET,    BSQ. 


I  E  gods  V  cried  a  Bard^  with  a  classical  oath. 
Who  had  order'd  the  busts  of  Pope  and  of  Prior ; 
That  on  each  side  pf  Seward>  who  rivals  them  both« 
They  might  properly  honour  that  queen  of  the  lyre. 

*<  O  Jove !  (he  exclaimed)  if  I  wielded  thy  thunder, 
I  would  frighten  the  sculptor  who  ruins  my  hope ; 

Sure  never  did  artist  commit  such  a  blunder! 
He  has  sent  me  a  Newton  instead  of  a  Pope. 

**  In  the  wonders  of  nature  he  ever  was  versed  ; 

But,  alas  !  with  the  Nine  he  had  little  alliance ; 
Andy  though  to  the  bottom  ,of  comets  he  pierced. 

He  ne'er  sounded  woman,  that  much  deeper  science. 

<'  But  away,  old  astronomer !  'tis  not  thy  post ! 

Here,  (exclaim'd  the  vex'd  poet)  take  Newton  away ;" 
When,  (O  wonderful  speech  !)  in  the  tone  of  a  ghost. 

The  meek  modest  head  thus  petitioned  to  stay  : — 

**  Dear  irascible  bard,  be  a  little  more  just, 

Kor  thy  sculptor  accuse  of  a  careless  transaction  ; 

111  the  shape  of  a  cold  and  insensible  bust, 
I  am  drawn  to  thy  house  by  the  laws  uf  attraction. 
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**  The  sages  and  bards  judge  but  ill  of  a  brother/ 
While  matter  encumbers  the  spirit  of  each*; 

All  the  children  of  science  are  jnst  to  each  other. 
When  they  soar  out  of  human  infirmity's  reach. 

**  £'en  on  canvas  fair  Seward  has  virtue  to  draw 
^A  philosopher's  soul  from  the  regions  of  bliss  ; 

To  contemplate  her  genius,  may  charm  him  who  saw 
All  the  secrets  sublime  of  the  starry  abyss. 

*^  Then  on  me,  I  beseech  you,  this  charge  to  confer; 

Of  Seward's  attendants  I  justly  am  one ; 
The  fond  student  of  light  may  well  wait  upon  her 
«  .  Whose  fancy  has  all  the  rich  hues  of  the  sun !" 


INSCRIPTION  ON  THE  TOMB  OF  LEONIDAS. 

FROM  THE  CREEK  OF  LOLUUS. 

On  Phocis'  shores  the  cavern's  gloom 
Irobrowns  yon  solitary  tomb. 
There  in  the  still  and  silent  grave 
Repose  the  spirits  of  the  brave ; 
Who,  when  the  Persian  from  afer, 
Poured  on  their  shores  the  storm  of  war. 
At  Freedom's  call,  with  Spartan  pride, 
For  their  loved  country  fought  and  died. 
Seek'st  thou  the  place,  where  'midst  the  dead 
The  hero  of  the  battle  bled  ? 
Ton  sculptur'd  lion  crouching  near 
Points  out  Leouidas's  bier. 

mEV«   E,  ELAND. 
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A  SPOUSAL  HYMN, 

OE  AN  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  MAJESTY  ON  HIS 
MARRIAGE.    1761. 

BT   JAMES  SCOTT,  3f •  A* 

Fellow  af  Trinity  College,  Cambridge. 


S*v  vfAWUutn  ^9^nri  yofAm*  ^SOHTL V f • 
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As^  when  diffused  in  solemn  trance 

Her  dear  delight  the  Latmian  shepherd  lay, 

Fond  Cynthia  came  with  light'ning-glance. 
And  o'er  his  bosom  streamed  her  virgin  ray ; 
bo  come,  O  gentle  Muse,  if  e'er  aright 

I  pay  my  vows,  if  e'er  implor'd 
One  scanty  beam  of  thy  celestial  light ; 
Proof  to  the  iiiuekworm  miser's  golden  hoards 

Nor  envious  of  the  statesman's  fair  renown, 
The   warrior's   death-bought   wreath,    and   monarch's 
thorny  crown. 

Come,  guardian  of  my  natal  hour, 

That  bad'st  me  cbuse  the  still  sequestcr'd  grove, 

The  pathless  mead,  and  wood- bine  bower. 
Where  placid  Cares,  and  pensive  Pleasures  rove  ; 
Where  oft  by  moon-light's  silent,  solemn  glade, 

Pale  Passion  musing  loves  to  stray. 
And  hand  in  hand,  by  Melancholy  led. 
In  thoughtful  loneness  wear  herself  away ; 

O  come,  in  all  thy  radiant  charms  confest. 
And  fire  with  glowing  zeal  my  fond,  devoted  breast ! 
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I  ask  not  flowerets  fresh  and  gay. 

From  Pindus  culled  to  please  the  vainly  great ; 

No  silken  strain,  no  tinsel  lay, 
.To  cloke  some  public  knave  from  public  hate ; 
No,  Virgin,  no— fair  Freedom's  vestal  flame 

Pervades  my  soul ;  for  Her  I  twine 
The  votive  wreath,  for  Her  thy  hallowed  name 
Invoke,  O  make  thy  choicest  treasures  mine ; 

Breathe  inspiration  through  each  generous  line, 
Thy  genuine  form  impress,  and  stamp  the  work  divine  ! 

Then  shall  thou,  George,  the  song  approve, 
O  British-born  !  O  Freedom's  sacred  heir ! 

O  thou,  whom  all  the  Graces  love, 
Religion's  boast,  and  Virtue's  darling  care ! 
Fain  would  the  Muse  attempt  thy  various  praise, 

But  ah  in  vain  ! — thro'*  Ida's  bowers 
With  dubious  foot  the  astonished  woodman  strays; 
Where  shall  his  work  begin  ? — Ye  sylvan  powers 

Direct  the  blow ;  here  oaks  aspiring  rise. 
There,  Monarchs  of  the  grove,  tall  cedars  prop  the  skies. 

Say  shall  the  Muse  thy  patriot-sire 

Recall  to  view  ?  Tell  now  with  conscious  state  ' 

She  saw  the  god<-like  Prince  retire 
To  glorious  exile,  like  Tinloleon  great? 
Glad  beard  the  voice,  ^*  Avaunt,  ye  wretched  train, 

"  Shall  I  my  country's  cause  betray? 
*'  Betray  my  soul,  my  God,  for  sordid  gain  ? 
*'  Perish  the  thought ! — Ye  slaves  of  gold  away  !— 
"  In  venal  courts  though  base  corruption  reigns, 
'^  Know  Liberty  shall  breathe  through  Kcw's  indicant 
«  plains." 
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He  spoke,  and  lo  the  reptile  crew 
Struck  dumb  with  wonder  fled  ! — Hail  sacred  sourc6f, 

Where  George  his  patriot  morals  drew : 
Prosper,  ye  heavenly  powers,  their  genial  course ! 
O  bid  them  branch  into  a  thousand  rills, 

A  thousand  streams ! — Where'er  they  flow, 
Whether  all  glistening  down  the  loftier  hills. 
Or  through  the  still,  and  humbler  vales  below. 

Let  health  pursue,  no  noxious  weeds  be  found. 
But  flowers  immortal  ribe  fresh-breathing  sweets  around ! 

Prophetic  wish!— See  Discord  flies, 
With  all  ber  rebel  rout,  her  hell-born  train  1 

See  Faction  falls,  and  Party  dies. 
They  die  fell  serpents,  in  his  dawning  reign : 
Thus  sure  presage  of  many  a  glorious  deed. 

Blest  omen  of  immortal  fame, 
The  Son  of  Jove,  when  near  his  infant  head 
Devouring  snakes  in  poisonous  volumes  came, 

Graspt  in  his  brawny  arms  the  scaly  foes, 
Smiled  on  the  danger  past,  and  sunk  to  soft  repose. 

And  now  again,  with  careful  hand, 
Her  goodly  plants  fair  Science  joys  to  rear ; 

And  now  again  all  blooming  stand 
The  beauteous  progeny  of  art ;  they  fear 
No  killing  frosts,  no  thick  unkindly  dews, 

Such  as  from  Belgian  plains  arise ; 
The  genial  clouds  iheir  pearly  drops  diffuse, 
And  shower  increase  of  sweetness  from  the  skies ; 

The  youthful  Sun,  in  his  meridian  throne, 
Beams  with  indulgent  ray  his  fostcriAg  influence  down. 
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Hail  favoured  Isle !  blest  seat  of  Fame ! 
For  conquedng  arms,  and  peerless  arts  renown'd ! 

Hail  migbVK  George,  thy  darling  name 
Oft  shall  the  Muse  with  honest  joy  resound  : 
Not  that  abstemious,  prudent,  just,  and  wise, 

Thy  every  deed  fair  virtue  guides ; 
Nor  that  thy  thoughts  with  holy  ardour  rise 
From  earth's  low  base,  where  vice  and  passion  bides. 

To  Heaven's  bright  mansions,  there  their  sweets  dis* 
pense. 
Grateful  as  hallowM  fumes  from  breathing  frankincense. 

Ay  me  so  great,  so  bold  a  flight 
Beseems  not  shepherd-swain,  in  lowly  mead 

Far  from  preferment's  giddy  height. 
Condemned  alas!  an  hireling  flock  to  feed! 
Yet  will  I  sing  how  thy  discerning  eye 

The  boisterous  sea  of  life  surveys, 
Where  toiling  sore  the  sons  of  merit  lie 
Till  called  by  thee  their  weary  heads  they  raise ; 

What  minute  drop,  but  cheribhed  by  thy  care 
A  costly  pearl  becomes  of  matchless  beauty  rare. 

Charm  then  your  pipes,  ye  shepherd  swains. 
And  bid  the  hills  and  dales  the  bong  repeat. 

Your  Patron,  your  Augustus,  reigns ! — 
fiut  hark  with  undulation  soft  and  sweet. 
What  melting  music  steals  upon  the  car ! 

Am  I  deceived,  or  doth  a  choir 
Of  winged  Cupids  fan  the  buxom  air 
'Till  Silence  smiles :  while  from  their  silver  lyre 

Harmonious  numbers  flow,  whose  dulcet  breath 
Would  recreate  a  soul  beneath  the  pangs  of  death  I 
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I  did  not  err,  ft  clioir  of  Love^ 
Sublime  in  air  attune  the  enchanting  lay ; 

They  leave  Idalia's  blooming  groves, 
And  Cypria's  myrtle  shades,  where  jocund,  stray 
The  Graces,  Smiles,  and  Hours,  where  Nature's  cars 

Profusely  kind  allures  the  sight. 
And  wraps  the  sense  in  bliss :  ye  virgins  fair 
Of  Britain's  Isle,  sweet  daughters  of  delight, 

Receive  the  cherub  throng,  to  you  they  fly 
With  welcome  tidings  fraught,  blest  harbingers  of  joy. 

Lo !  lo  she  comes  from  the'  Albine  shore, 
Your  maiden  Queen,  adorned  with  peerless  charsM ; 

Like  Phoebe,  when  by  Taurus  hoar 
Enaraour'd  Alpheus  strove  with  eager  arms 
To  grasp  the  fair :  ah  fond,  and  hapless  boy  i 

Ah  cruel,  wayward  Dame !— in  vain 
He  breathed  his  amorous  soul,  for  all  too  coy, 
Swift  as  the  Roe  she  sought  the  distant  plain ; 

Left  him  to  pour  in  tears  his  plaintive  theme, 
'Till  changed  by  love  and  grief  he  melted  to  a  stream* 

See  where  from  Ocean's  pearly  bed. 
Whose  huddling  waters  pass  unwilling  by, 

She  comes  with  easy  modest  tread, 
'Midst  echoing  crouds^,  and  rapt'rous  shouts  of  joy: 
"Twas  thus,  the  life-resembling  *  tablet  shows, 

In  youth  and  beauty  fresh  and  gay 
The  Paphian  Goddrts  from  the  waves  arose, 
While  dolphins  gambol'd  through  the  watry  way. 

Old  Neptune  smil'd,  the  sea-green  sisters  sung. 
And  all  the  rocks  around  with  15  triumph  rung. 

'  The  famous  picture  of  Venus  by  Apellet^ 
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But  ah  what  Daedal  hand  can  trace 
The  glowing  beauties  of  her  air  and  mien.; 

The  lively  sweetness  of  her  face. 
And  eyes  where  wisdom's  azure  beams  axe  S9tn  f 
Her  bosom  fraught  with  honour's  maiden  trtt»ur^. 

Unblemished  faith,  mtid  modesty, 
Eternal  love,  unsoiFd  by  baser  pleasure. 
And  constant  truth,  and  spotless  chastity. 

Where  thoughts,  that  angels  might  admire^  are  bred^ 
And  flames  of  holy  zeal,  by  pure  religion  fc^? 

Hail,  Virgin,  hful,  divinely  blest. 
By  heaven  endowed  with  all  that's  good  aud  {reat  { 

O  Flower  of  Virtue,  in  whose  breast 
Imperial  Reason  dwells  in  royal  state ! 
There,  there  she  sits  as  queen  on  ivory  throne, 

The  vassal  passions  round  her  stand, 
In  suppliant  guise  her  rightful  power  they  own. 
And  hear  her  still  small  voice,  her  soft  comraaid  : 

Far  from  the  pure,  and  unpolluted  shrine 
£ach  base  affection  flies,  each  haggard  nurse  of  sin. 

Leave  then,  ye  sisters,  leave  the  *  Spring 
Whose  hallow'd  waters,  flow  through  Minyas'  land  i 

Conduce  to  Britain's  blooming  King 
This  all-accomplisht  work  of  nature's  hand : 
'Tis  your's  imperial  Kymphs,  whate'er  is  sweet. 

And  fair  and  splendid  to  bestow ; 
On  you  attend  Wealth,  Wisdom,  Beauty^  Wit ; 
Nor  seated  on  Olympus*  laughing  brow 

Will  choirs  celestial  move  till  you  advance. 
Nor  share  the  ambrosial  feast,  nor  lead  the  sprightly 
dance. 

*  The  river  Cepliisus  in  BtFotia,  on  whose  banka  the  Grqcct 
were  thought  to  reside.    Find.  Olymp.  14w 
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And  thou,  O  Queen  of  soft  desires, 
Whose  radiant  smiles  dispel  the  gloom  of  care, 

And  kindling  Friendship's  purest  fires, 
Chase  from  the  soul  Suspicion,  Doubt,  and  Fear, 
Those  grisly  forms :  O  come,  bewitching  power, 

Come,  fently  o'er  the  bridal  bed 
In  genial  Jews  thy  choicest  pleasures  shower ; 
Such  as  ic  Arcady's  voluptuous  shade 

*  Lycaeas  felt,  when  stretch'd  on  Maia's  breast 
An  imageof  himself  the  enraptur'd  God  imprest. 

Nor  thou,  Lucina  chaste  and  fair, 
Nor  thov^  sweet  gepius  of  the  nuptial  bower. 

Be  absent ;  on  the  royal  pair 
Profuse  cf  joy  your  kindly  blessings  pour ! 
O  haste,  ye  Guardians  of  the  sacred  rites^ 

Whos«  aid  prolific  power  supplies, 
So  shall  Britannia  bless  their  pure  delights. 
When  fitture  Georges,  future  Charlottes  rise; 
By  whom  reflected  distant  times  shall  find  [mind  ! 

The  mother's  matchless  charms,  the  father's  virtuous 


EPIGRAM 

ON  THE  MAUSOLEUM  OF  AUGUSTUS. 

FROM    THE    LATIN    OF    MARTIAL. 

Fill  hij^Ii  the  bowl  with  sparkling  wine, 
Cool  the  bright  draught  with  summer-snow. 
Amidst  my  locks  let  odours  fUiw, 

Around  my  temples  roses  twine. 

See  yon  proud  emblem  of  decay, 

Yon  lordly  pile  that  braves  the  sky  ! 
It  bids  us  live  our  little  day. 
Teaching  that  gods  themselves  may  die* 

♦  Jupiter. 

EEY.   R.  BLAKP. 
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ON  WOMAN. 


IROM  THE  CUEffiSK  OF  EUBTOIffi^ 


O  J0PITB&^  adored  in  prayer  I 
Shall  I  speak  ill  of  woiaaiiiair} 

Mo,  rather  let  me  perish ! 
For  she,  of  all  by  us  possess'd^ 
Is  surely  far^  by  far  tne  best. 

And  what  we  most  should  cherish* 

* 

Wiat  tho'  Medea  was  so  basei  ^ 
Fenelope  was  full  of  grace, 

In  her  you  find  no  evil : 
Jkettis  too,  Tm  bold  to  name 
^Gainst  Clytemnestra,  faithless  dame 

Who  was,  'Us  true,  the  devil. 

Perchance  some  one  may  Phctdra  note, 
Of  whose  black  crime  the  Grecian  wrote. 

Yet  there  was  one  right  good — aye,  twen^« 
But  who?  ah  me!  of  thought  bereft, 
Fve  not  another  good  one  left, 

But  bad  ones  more  in  plen^ ! 

VOL.  TIX.  X  k 
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ODE  TO  POPULARITY. 


BT  THE   lATB   B.  CVMBXBLAV1>,  BSQ. 


0  POPULARITY,  thoQ  giddy. thing. 
What  grace  or  profit  dost  thou  bring  f 
Thou  art  not  honesty,  thoa  art  not  nme ; 

1  cannot  cannot  call  thee  by  a  worthy  namew 
To  say  I  hate  thee,  were  not  true. 
Contempt  is  properly  thy  due ; 

I  cannot  love  thee  and  despise  thee  too» 

Thou  art  no  patriot,  but  the  veriest  cheat 

That  ever  trafficked  in  deceit; 

A  state  empiric  bellowing  loud 

Freedom  and  frenzy  to  the  mobbing  crowds 

And  what  car^st  thou,  if  thou  canst  raise 

Illuminations  and  huzaas, 

Tho'  half  the  city  sink  in  one  wide  blaze  ? 

A  patriot !  no,  for  thou  dost  hold  in  hate 
The  very  peace  and.  welfare  of  the  state ; 
When  anarchy  assaults  the  sovereign's  throne 
Then  is  the  day,  the  night,  thy  own ; 
Then  is  thy  triumph,  when  tlie  foe 
Levels  some  dark  insidious  blow. 
Or  strong  rebellion  lays  thy  country  lofr^ 
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Thou  canst  affect  humility,  to  hide 

Some  deep  device  of  monstrous  pride  ; 

Conscience  and  charity  pretend. 

For  compassing  some  private  end ; 
And  in  a  canting  conventicle  note 
Long  scripture  passages  canst  quote. 
When  persecution  rankles  in  thy  throat* 

Thou  hast  no  sense  of  nature  at  thy  hearty 

No  ear  for  science,  and  no  eye  for  art. 

Yet  confidently  dost  decide  at  once. 

This  man  a  wit,  and  that  a  dunce ; 
And  (strange  to  tell !)  however  unjust. 
We  take  thy  dictates  upon  trust : 
For  if  the  world  will  hie  deceived,  it  must. 

In  truth  and  justice  thou  hast  no  delight  f 

Virtue  thou  dost  not  know  by  sight ; 

But  as  the  chemist  by  his  skill 

From  dross  and  dregs  a  spirit  can  distil. 
So  from  the  prisons  or  the  stews, 
Bullies,  blasphemers,  cheats,  or  Jews, 
Shall  turn  to  heroes  if  they  serve  thy  views* 

Thou  dost  but  make  a  ladder  of  the  mob. 
Whereby  to  climb  into  some  courtly  job; 
There  safe  reposing,  warm  and  snug, 
Thou  answerest  with  contemptuous  shrugs 
**  Miscreants,  begone !  who  cares  for  yoQ, 
Ye  base-boni,  bawling,  clamorous  crew. 
You've  serv'd  my  turn,  and  vagabonds^  adieu  V* 
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HOItACB  IN  LONDON^ 

BOOiC  ItL  Oitt  IX. 

Awiff  gNdhti  tmM  tM^  41ft • 

Anoilic  dane !  when  leaffofd  witk  hmv 
Tour  tweedU  dum  and  <wce$r  At, 

Charm'd  each  besotted  ninny, 
I  thoQdit  not  of  tiito!tonB  of  iPMlioe^ 
Nor  joined  iviHi  VtoPEltl  hi  tbs  daM^ 

Lb  Clairb  or  AHorotnri. 

Catalan  I. 

Whilst  I  possessed  the  golden  fleece^ 
Nor  you^  like  him  of  ancient  Greece, 

StuffM  your  dull  ears  with  cotton^ 
All  other  syrens  on  the  shel^ 
E'en  stately  Billivotov  herself 

Was  in  toy  fttme  forgotten. 

TATIiOR* 

In  vain  my  whiten^  boards  to  grace^ 
Her  8kif|>ing  pantomimic  race^ 

Indulgent  GaUia  profifers : 
Alas !  dear  Catalan i  fled, 
My  benches  blush  all  rosy  red. 

And  empty  are  my  coffi^is*' 


^1 

CATALAHI. 

Vo«ng  Haii&is  now  deliunds  my  «id. 
To  win  me  he  a  price  h^s  paid. 

More  liberal  than  rational. 
For  poundsy^r  tkonstpulf  I  engage 
To  sing  one  (Reason  <m.  his  stage — 

Nicknam'd  by  me  the  national, 

TATLOIt* 

Kay,  plight  again  with  me  your  trotft. 
Dear  jDalUak^  discard  that  youth ; 

Smit  with  Italian  singers^ 
He,  amorous  Sampson^  soon  I  dread^ 
Will  pull  a  new  house  o'er  his  head~ 

I  know  fae'U  burn  his  fingers* 

CATALAN  I. 

Tho'  vou  ajre  but  a  slippery  wight. 
And  he  in  niodidi  garments  dight. 

Looks  and  behaves  quite  prettily-^ 
I  scorn  you  both — my  purse  is  full- 
So  now  dear  credulous  Johm  Buli^ 

Adieu !  Fm  off  to  Italy. 


HORACE  IN  IJQNDON. 

BOOK  m.  ODE  XIU. 
O  foM  Blan^usiigf  splauUdior  vitro f  Spe. 


O  BaiaeTOv  !  thou  friend  of  the  town-jaded  lass. 
Thy  waters  when  calm  are  transparent  as  glass. 

But  not  quite  sp  fit  for  reflectum  I 
When  next  with  the  lads  of  the  Qutle  I  dine, 
rU  toast  all  thy  charms  in  libations  of  wine. 

Dear  scene  of  my  fondest  affection. 
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A  new-wadded  yQuth  (I  won't  mention  his  n^ine) 
Shall  bring  thee  toMnorrow  his  termaoBiit  dame. 

Well  pleas'd  on  thy  shrine  to  e»3t  her. 
^18  forehead  unfurnisVd  two  antlers  shill  gr%ce» 
And  his  bride  shall  increase  the  gay  amorous  iracOf 

Whose  characters  bleed  on  %  altar. 

VThen  hot-headed  Phoebus  affords  us  no  shade. 
Thy  /t6iyry  stretches  its  cool  colonnade 

To  charm  us  with  npVels  jind  ftbles. 
There  poupded  (ike  c^tle  we  li;it  tp  the  tunes 
PerformM  by  the  band  of  the  Prince's  Pragpftu, 

And  g^use  at  the  dome  of  his  stables. 

If  right  I  opine,  my  poetical  graces 

Shall  make  thee  the  proudest  of  watering  placee^^ 

How  charming  the  fun  and  commotion. 
When  down  a  steep  place,  with  our  tresses  chsheveli'df 
A  huge  herd  of  swine  we  all  tumble  be-devil'd, 

Head  over  heels  into  the  ocean  1  j^ 


HORACi;  IN  LONDON, 

BOOK  IIL  ODE  XVL 
Jnclusam  Danaen  turris  ohenea^  SfCn 


■»-^ 


J3t  triple  walls  and  brazen  towers, 
And  frowning  parapets  sustained, 

Tho*^  Magdeburg  defied  the  powers 
Of  war,  and  every  foe  disdiMn'd  s 
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* 

Yet  won»  like  Danae,  by  gold, 

Her  pride  succunibSy  her  gates  unfold. 

She  sells  the  ravisher  her  venal  charms. 

And  finds,  (alas  too  late !)  destruction  in  his  arms. 

Almighty  gold,  to  thy  control, 

Man  is  the  ever-yielding  slave ; 
As  thy  behests  transform  his  soul. 

The  true  are  fabe,  the  timid  brave. — 
By  thee  the  Prussian  king  betray'd, 
Saw  his  fair  realms  in  rum  laid ;  « 

By  thee»  Napoleon  bought  his  iron  crown,  [down* 

By  thee,  the  lance  was  tipp'd,  that  dash'd  his  rivals 

Yet  why  should  mortals,  Jblind  to  fate. 
For  thee  exchanse  their  peace  and  rest ; 

And  madly  gorge  thy  fatal  bait, 
Until  it  rankles  in  the  breast. 

Wealth  has  a  long  and  hideous  train 

Of  terror,  doubt,  disease,  and  pain. 

While  o'er  the  lowly  unambitious  head, 
'  TheHeavenlypowers,  unask'd,  their  silent  blessings  shed. 

Slave  to  no  love  of  pomp  or  place. 

And  rich  because  my  wants  are  few, 
I  scorn  the  struggling,  greedy  race, 

Who  fortune's  gifts  incessant  woo. 
Far  happier  in  my  humble  lot, 
My  modest  wealth  and  quiet  cot. 
Than  if,  possessing  an  exhaustless  store, 
!My  discontented  heart  petition'd  still  for  more*^ 

liet  nobles  vaunt  their  high  degrees. 
Their  stars  that  clothe  an  aching  heart ; 

LiCt  merchants  toss  o'er  golden  seas. 
And  tremble  lest  the  waves  should  part  ^ 


so* 

They  know  not  that  my  cot  and  field 

To  me  such  tranquil  jiltasures  yield, 

Aa  they  in  splendid  mansions  ne'er  possess'd, 

Tho"  born  of  royal  stock,  or  nurs'd  on  fortunes  breast. 

What  tho'  no  gilded  domes  be  mine. 

No  crested  carriage  wait  my  call, 
Ho  goblets  foam  with  Gallic  wine, 

No  gaudy  servants  crowd  my  hall  i 
The  lord  of  all  this  empty  wealth, 
Stranger  alike  to  peace  and  health, 
Woulil  gladly  see  his  dearest  treasures  spent, 
fo  buy  my  little  cot  embellish 'd  by  content.  h. 


HORACE  JN  LONDON, 

BOOKm.  ODEXXVL 


Op  old  it  form'd  my  chief  delight, 
On  Saturday's  revolving  night, 

The  opera  pit  to  enter — 
To  praise  Graumi  nas  my  aim. 
And — because  others  did  the  wme, 

Cry  *'  Brtno,"  at  a  ventun. 
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6uch  sports  no  longer  I  purine  s 
Farewell  Italians  stage !  Adieu 

Ye  gnuid  ballet  beholdersj 
My  opera  hat,  its  uses  gone^ 
Borne  other  peg  shall  hang  upon 

Than  that  between  my  snoulden. 

Henceforth^  inspii^d  with  honest  rage, 
I  leave  old  Rome's  degenerate  stage. 

To  Flavio  and  his  doxies : 
There  booby  baronets  may  sit. 
Romp  with  the  girls  that  throng  the  pity 

And  then  salute  the  boxes. 

O  thou  whose  impulse  rules  complete. 
From  London  Wall  to  Baker  Street ; 

All  mortal  cares  forgotten ; 
This  CataUm  fever  kill^ 
J^estore  the  town  to  sense,  or  fill 

Its  ass's  ears  with  cotton. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  IIL    ODE  XXX. 
▲  poet's  MODBSTTt 

t,^^  wQinMimaUum  me  perenniue^  4*^, 


Mt  work  is  estabUsh'd — ^pale  Envy,  be  still. 

My  fame  is  not  now  to  be  undone, 
I  rank  with  the  first  of  the  sons  of  the  quill, 
£ven  elegant  Horace  of  Strawberry-Hill 
Must  uow  yield  to  Horace  in  London* 


^  "S06 

Blow,  Boreas^  blow,  tumble  tontnts  of  rain. 

How  tough  18  the  hide  of  the  vitty ; 
The  seasons  may  dance,  hands  across  tnick  agaioy 
They  never  can  injure  my  permanent  strain, 
Nor  blot  out  a  line  of  my  ditty* 

I  rather  suspect,  when  Fm  lockM  in  a  hearse, 

My  friends  will  consider  me  dead, 
O  no!  from  that  circumstance  never  the  worse. 
My  &r  better  half,  not  my  wife,  but  my  verse, 

Will  pop  up  its  flourishing  head. 

Posterity  long  shall  be  proud  of  my  name. 

Than  Parian  marble  far  whiter : 
When  fashion  shall  die,  and  Ephemeral  fame 
No  longer  shall  trumpet  the  charms  of  the  dame. 

Who  lowered  the  Osnaburg  mitre. 

My  odes  shall  be  sung  from  the  mouth  of  the  Noi^, 

Old  Thames  shall  the  stansa  prolong. 
From  Westminster-bridge  to  fair  Twickenham's  shore^ 
Where  pleasure  and  beauty  shall  rest  on  the  oar. 
At  eve  to  attend  to  my  song* 

If  beauty  applaud  mc,  let  pedantry  foam, 
I'm  proud  of  the  plan  I  have  hit  on. 
To  make  the  old  bard  when  transplanted  from  Rome, 
lieave  learning  and  classic  allusio|is  at  home, 
And  talk  the  free  language  ojf  Britain. 

I  care  not  a  fig  what  the  critics  may  say, 

My  fame  is  too  firm  to  be  undone, — 
Then  hold  up  your  head,  pretty  muse,  from  this  day, 
And  crown  with  a  chaplet  of  laurel  and  bay. 
The  forehead  of  Horace  in  London  I 
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LINES 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  THAliES  AT  ErON. 


Scene  of  my  boyish  yean !  there  is  a  charm 
Inwoven  with  each  shade  of  circumstance 
That  marks  our  infant  pleasures ;  every  sight. 
And  every  sound;  the  tree,  the  field,  the  stream. 
Like  friends  long  severM,  seize  upon  the  heaK  ; 
And  joys  almost  forgotten,  reas8«;me 
A  shape,  and  twine  around  thi*  memory ; 
Till  dreaming  fancy  paints  tht  m  more  than  joys. 
Scene  of  my  boyish  years !  I vbot  disown 
These  natural  feelings.    Let  i«ie  rest  awhile 
Here  on  this  grassy  bank:  bene«^th  these  elm8# 
Whose  high  boughs  murmur  wito  the  leafy  sound 
That  sooth'd  me  when  a  child :  when  truanMike, 
Of  the  dull  chime  that  summoned  me  afar 
Nought  heeding,  by  the  river-wave  I  lay 
Of  Liberty  enamoured,  and  the  Muse, 
Fairest  of  rivers !  I  have  seen  the  Rhine 
Roll  its  blue  waters  wide,  midst  sunny  vines, 
Now  dashing  to  the  noon,  now  dark  revoiv'd 
Midlt  forest  glooms,  while  mouldering  abbey  toweni 
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And  rocks,  bow'd  awftil  o'er  the  sulieo  flood ; 
Yet  owns  my  heart  th;/  pastoral  imagery 
Fairest  of  rivers !  flowing  calm  and  dear. 
Midst  thy  green  islets,  while  the  swan  divides 
Thy  silver  wave,  and  the  swift-gliding  sail 
Recedes  in  distance  midst  thy  winding  shores* 
As  yon  grey  turrets  rest  in  trembling  shade 
On  thy  transparent  depth,  the  days  long  past 
Press  on  my  fond  remembrance ;  when  averse 
From  sporty  I  wandei^d  on  thy  loneliest  banks ; 
lYhere  not  a  sound  disturbed  the  quiet  air 
But  such  as  fitly  blends  with  silentness ; 
The  whispering  sedge — the  ripple  of  the  streani^^ 
Or  birds^faint  note ;  and  sot  a  human  trace^i 
Save  of  some  hamUt  spire,  in  woods  immerst^ 
Spake  to  the  sight  of  earth's  iuhabiters ! 
Tlien  have  I  r\uh'd  prone  from  the  topmost  bank» 
And  given  my  limbs  to  strugde  with  the  stream. 
And  midst  thy  waters  felt  akeener  life. 
Healthful  thy  milky  temperature  cf  wave 
Reviving  Thames !  associate  with  delisht 
Thy  stream  to  thrilling  fiincy  flows,  when  faint 
1  languish  in  the  sun.blaxe ;  and  with  thee 
Ingenuous  friendships,  feats  of  liberty 
That  reck'd  not  harsh  control*  and  gravely  sweet 
The  toik  of  lettered  lore,  and  the  kind  spile 
Of  him,  who  even  upbraiding  could  be  kind. 
On  sooth'd  remembrance  throng.     Some  heaviness 
Blends  with  my  joyful  spirit,  as  I  pause. 
To  bid  thee  Thames  farewell ;  the  years  of  youth 
Return  no  more ;  and  sad  Reflection  sighs 
To  know  that  youthful  gaiety  of  heart, 
And  youthful  innocence,  no  more  return. 

CBABLB8  A.  BLTOV. 
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THE  PRAISE  OF  SULPICIA, 

ADDtlESSED  TO  MARS  UPON  HIS  CALtlNDS. 

Occasioned  by  her  hemg  wteommtndy  ofjutmented  in  her 

dres$. 

YROM   TIBULLU8. 

BY  f.  N.  C  BfUN0y»  ESQ. 


Great  Mars,  Sulpicia  deckM  in  pomp  appears ! 

To  grace  your  festival  that  pomp  die  wears* 

Come,  (if  you're  wise),  from  heaven  to  view  her  charms; 

Venus  awhile  will  spare  vou  from  her  arms. 

But  ah,  beware  while  all  amaz'd  you  stand. 

Lest  the  spear  fall  inglorious  from  your  haiicl* 

When  Love  would  make  Immortal  hearts  his  prize. 

Mis  flame  he  kindles  at  Sulpicia's  eyta. 

Her  every  act,  her  every  motion  trace ; 

Each  act,  each  motion  has  a  secret  grace. 

Graceful  her  locks,  that  careless  flow  behind  ; 

Graceful  alike  in  plaited  .braids  confin'd. 

How  much  she  charms  us  in  a  snow-white  dress  ! 

Nor  rob'd  in  purple  does  she  charm  us  less* 

Vertumnus  thus,  in  heaven's  supreme  abode. 

In  thousand  forms  appears, — in  each  a  God* 

To  her,  whatever  theTvrian  arts  supply 

^he  softest  fleeces  of  the  choicest  dye) 

Alone  is  due  ;  let  rich  Arabia  yield 

To  her  the  harvest  of  her  spicy  field. 
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Be  hers  the  precious  gems,  and  golden  stoiv^ 
The  spoil  of  tawny  India's  eastern  sbore^ 
Her  on  this  sacred  day,  ye  muses  praise ; 
To  her  thy  sounding  lyre  bright  Phoebus  raise. 
Long  may  her  praises  with  this  day  be  joiu'd  ; 
A  nobler  theme  than  her  ye  cannot  find. 

1769. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  HIS  OWNT  TOMR 

FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  USONIDAS  OF  TAKEllfTUMr 

List  all  ye  swains,  whose  thirsty  flocks 

In  silence  wander  o'er  these  rocks^ 

And  oh !  let  my  sad  spirit  shaie 

Your  constant  loTe^  your  tender  care* 

In  parching  summer  s  fervid  heat 

May  your  young  lambs  a  requiem  bleat ; 
^  Whilst  on  the  rocks  the  shepherd  swain 
'In  mournful  murmurs  swells  his  strain. 

To  my  lone  shade  in  early  spring 

Ye  pilgrims  grateful  offerings  bring ; 

And  o'er  my  solitary  grave 

With  reverence  pour  the  milky  wave ; . 

Then  rifle  every  flow'rct's  bloom, 

To  deck  the  turf  that  forms  my  tomb  ; 

For  think  not  that  when  life  is  fled, 

Ko  hopes  or  fears  affect  the  dead  { 

E'en  then  their  shades  your  care  approve,  ^ 

And  own  with  gratitude  your  love. 

EBTt  lU  BI#AirXI» 
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STANZAS. 


While  the  madly  raging  nations 

Rush  on  to  furious  fight, 
X\\  seek  the  silver  moonbeam. 

And  wander  by  its  light. 
Beneath  yon  hanging  ruin. 

Where  the  screech-owl  sits  on  higb^ 
ni  forget  the  clangous  trumpet. 

And  the  shout  of  victory  ! 

Vile  is  the  field  of  slaughter, 

And  vile  the  trade  of  blood  ; 
Hence!  parasites  and  tyrants. 

Ambition  is  i^our  god ! 
To  me  the  silent  nightfall. 

And  curfew's  soothing  knell. 
And  sound  of  distant  waters. 

Delightful  stories  tell*     ^ 

What  time  the  chflling  shadows 
Creep  o'er  the  dusky  dale, 

What  time  the  distant  mountain 
Puts  on  his  thickest  veil. 

What  time  the  poet's  phrenzy 
Darts  from  his  radiant  eye, 

ril  despise  the  clangous  trumpet^ 
And  the  shout  of  victory ! 
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Yet  dare  the  sons  of  rapine 

E'er  seek  my  country's  shote^ 
And  peace  with  holy  anthems 

Delight  my  dale  no  more ; 
Oh,  then^  with  every  Briton, 

To  shield  my  home,  Til  fiy 
To  hail  the  clangous  trumpet. 

And  the  shoot  of  victory ! 

London*  W.  4. 


ODE 

To  the  Jurkiwio  aueried  tie  Con$iituiionaI  Bigkti  of  tit 
Ski^fed,  om  the  State  Triabf  m  1794. 


Amidst  a  venal  age, 
Ye  who  have  stemmed  corruption's  torrent  tide, 

And,  fir'd  with  noble  rage. 
Have  curb'd  injustice,  and  insulting  prides 

The  great,  the  good,  the  brave. 
To  yoo  shall  raise  the  tributary  lay  ; 

And  even  the  titled  slave, 
Struck  with  a  secret  awe,  unwilling  homage  pay» 

Justice  shall  bless  the  hour. 
With  shouts  of  myriads,  when  your  firm  decree, 

UnawM  by  lawless  power, 
Once  more  bade  Albion's  happy  isle  be  fiiee* 

Now  from  her  long  repose 
At  length,  behold  Britannia's  genius  rise, 

Triumphant  o'er  her  foes. 
To  bless  with  all  her  charmS|  a  nation's  longing  eyes* 


513 

See  from  her  leaden  throne 
The  fiend  Imposture^  with  deep  ruin  hurl'd^ 

By  mighty  Truth  o'crthrown, 
The  scorn  and  wonder  of  the  admiring  world : 

See  Truth  with  powerful  ray 
Tlirough  clouds  of  error  and  detraction  rise, 

And»  bursting  into  day» 
Holds  his  majestic  course  unwearied  through  the  skies. 

Still  let  the  venal  bard 
To  power  his  songs  of  gratulation  pay^ 

And  for  his  base  reward 
To  deeds  of  war  and  havoc  tune  the  lay* 

The  Muse,  to  Freedom  dear^ 
To  Freedom's  sons  the  votive  song  shall  raisei  ^ 

And  still  with  zeal  sincere 
Shall  Independence  fire,  and  Truth  direct  her  lays. 

Freedom,  to  thee  we  owe 
All  that  adorns,  or  dignifies  mankind ; 

From  thy  fair  fountain  flow 
The  purer  spirit,  and  the  nobler  mind. 

Long  may  that  holy  fire. 
That  warm'd  a  Hampden's  or  a  Sidney's  breast^ 

Britannia's  sons  inspire. 
Ere  yet  fair  Freedom  sink,  by  Gothic  force  opprest. 

Soon  may  her  happy  reign 
Chase  from  the  earth  Oppression's  monstrous  broody 

And  all  the  impious  train 
Of  Anarchy,  the  fiend  that  thirsts  for  blood  ; 

Soon,  soon  may  discord  cease ; 
Nor  War,  and  Havoc,  waste  the  affrighted  plain ; 

But  Freedom,  join'd  with  Peace, 
Wide  o'er  the  peopled  earth  extend  their  blissful  reign. 

Cambridge.  u 

VOL.   Vll.  Ii  1 
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EPISTLE 

To  Thomas  Mtmfid  Tcdipi,  Esq.  on  Ui  Trw^ls  tn  Fr<m9$t 

Stoiizerkmdy  and  liaiym 

BY  THE   LAT£   RST»  JOHX   WAXi7B9,S^  A'li* 


^TV 


O  Mi^By  or  fancied  power,  whoever  tbou  art, 
Dear  to  the  feelings  of  my  £&itliful  bearti 
Who  to  th'  autumnal  grove  and  summer  mead 
My  willing  steps  a  thousand  time«  ha9t*led^ 
B4est  in  whose  loye  I  spent  the  careless  day 
While  youth  and  time  slid  unperceiv'd  awayf 
If  bold  at  length  a  loftier  task  to  dare. 
Now  to  the  lines  of  tented  camps  repair: 
Tho'  the  artillery  of  each  rampir'd  wing 
To  thy  scar'd  thought  unusual  wonder  brings 
And  tho'  the  gleaming  front  alarm  from  far. 
And  all  the  dread  habiliments  of  war; 
Yet,  gentle  virgin,  still  thy  care  shall  be, 
Tho'  far  from  peace  they  wander  and  from  thee,. 
The  mind  of  virtue  and  the  soul  sincere; 
Nor  fear  to  go,  for  Ifalbot  meets  thee  there. 

How  rare,  O  Talbot,  is  thy  lot,  to  live 
Blest  with  each  gift  that  bounteous  heaven  can  givtji 
With  fortune,  health  ;  with  youth,  a  manly  mind 
By  education's  genuine  lore  refin'd  I 
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That  guardian  genius,  who  thy  conduct  gifides, 
Smil'd  cm  thy  birth,  and  o'er  thy  life  presides. 
To  Oxford's  towers  thy  young  impatience  led. 
And  bound  the  wreath  of  science  round  thy  head* 
Soon  came  the  wish  that  won  thy  willing  heart. 
To  mark  thro'  Europe  each  politer  art* 
First  to  thy  view  fair  France  her  charms  displayed, 
Her  vales,  her  plains,  her  hills  in  vines  array'd ; 
Her  vine-clad  hills,  where  Nature,  smiling,  pours 
A  gay  profusion  and  exhaustless  stores ; 
Her  vi  lie-clad  hills,  wher^  every  rouse  might  sing. 
And  poets  wanton  in  perennial  spring. 

Such  were  the  scenes  thit  charm'd  thy  amorous  sight, 
Those  fields  of  joy,  those  gardens  of  delight !        > 
Then  peace  and  plefnty  whisper'd  in  the  gales, 
And  stretch'd  for  OaHia's  shore  the  friendly  sails. 
Then  Britain's  rocks  overhung  the  stormy  main, 
And  ev'n  loud  ocean  roll'd  ^wixt  in  vain* 
But  lo,  proud  Power,  more  fierce,  more  dreadful  far, 
At  length  unlocks  the  brazen  gates  of  war. 
Yields  to  the  steeds  of  Havoc's  car  the  reins. 
And  giant  Horror,  fatal  fiend  !  unchains. 
Whose  thirsting' Vengeance  in  this  dark  sojourn 
For  five  long  lustrums  heaven  had  doom'd  to  mourn: 
The  fatal  fiend  in  thunders  rushes  forth 
Fierce  as  the  tempests  of  his  native  north, 
Climbs  the  tall  clifis,  and  waves  with  horrid  hand 
His  black  broad  banner  o'er  the  bleeding  strand. 
The  angry  beacon  fires,  with  silent  dread 
Beheld  far-blazing  on  the  mountain's  head, 
Th'  expanded  bosom  of  the  deep  deforms. 
Roars  in  each  surge,  and  swells  the  sounding  storms. 
Commerce  and  Science,  hapless  maids!  no  mbre 
Mount  the  swift  bark,  and  sail  from  shore  to  shore : 

Ll2 
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They  seek  their  ports;  alas,  in  vain  i  for  there 
Dwells  death  with  war,  and  femine  with  despair : 
Their  towns  they  seek ;  but  there  with  sad  sorprise 
They  mark  the  towering  battlemenfs  arise: 
Last  to  their  fields,  with  hopea  of  peace,  they  ffyp 
Till  camps  and  castles  strike  th'  astonish'd  eye; 
There  for  the  woodland  sliade  and  chrystal  flood. 
They  mark  the  groves  of  steel,  and  streams  of  blood : 
The  Harmonies  unstring  their  useless  lyres. 
And  Art's  fair  empire  o^r  the  realms  expires* 

But,  O  my  strains,  to  milder  themes  retum. 
Not  yet  the  flaming  tides  of  battle  bum ; 
In  ffentler,  happier  scenes,  while  yet  we  may. 
Awhile  forget  tne  dangers  of  the  day. 
Each  boast,,  each  beau^r  of  the  Gallic  shore 
With  curioMs  search,  while  yet  we  may,  explore* 

Soon  to  thy  sight  majestic  Paris  rose, 
Where  Seine,  Burgundian  stream,  triumphant  flows- 1 
Serenely  smiling  at  his  sacred  bide 
Sec  Science,  tended  by  the  Arts,  reside  \ 
Then  ^twas  thy  care  a  people  to  survey^ 
Ingenious,  courtly,  volatile,  and  gay: 
Theirs  is  the  land,  where  youthful  Fashion  strays. 
Where  Luxury  her  silken  pride  displays. 
Where  Pleasure  reigns, — but  Freedom  is  not  found. 
The  plant  that  only  blooms  on  British  ground : 
Plant  of  celestial  growth  what  honours  thine— 
Thy  flowers  immortal,  and  thy  root  divine  ! 

But  hence  we  haste  to  seek  the  wintry  plains. 
The  land  of  old  Helvetia's  hardy  swains, 
Whose  arms  the  Julian  legions  long  withstood. 
And  bath'd  the  chains,  that  Rome  had  forg'd,  in  blood. 
They  ne'er,  with  hands  in  kindred  wounds  imbrued, 
Th'  imperial  eagle's  dreadful  track  pursued 
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0*er  heaps  erf  dead,  with  whom  they  once  were  frcn?, 
(Sad  reliques  of  expiring  liberty!) 
But  scill  the  smiles  that  Caesar^s  brow  display'd. 
With  sullen  frowning  majesty  repay'd. 
Like  thera,  their  rough  descendants,  fam'd  in  arm<-^ 
Whom  the  same  soul  of  dauntless  valour  warms, 
Still  to  the  charge  advance  with  martial  rage, 
But,  ah  !  no  more  in  freedom's  fields  engage : 
Intent  no  more  their  country's  rights  to  save. 
With  palms  inglorious  crown'd,  and  meanly  brave. 
From  their  own  Alps  and  native  mountains  far, 
They  wake  the  rage  of  mercenary  war. 
And  bend,  as  onward  sweeps  their  Pyrrhic  dauce, 
The  Corsic  neck  beneath  the  yoke  of  France. 
Guide  of  their  march,  Ambition  lifts  her  eye. 
And  waves  her  glittering  orifiamb  on  high. 
Meanwhile  the  faithless  Gaul  with  proud  command, 
Invades  the  rights  of  sinking  Switzerland ; 
Iil-fat(^d  realm  !  adorn'd  by  freedom's  reign. 
By  courage  arm'd,  by  nature  fenc'd,  in  vain  ! 
To  vanquish  Rome,  with  conquests  nobler  claim. 
O'er  your  rude  rocks  the  son  of  Carthage  came. 
But  baser  Bourbon's  avarice  of  sway. 
That  stoops  with  false  protection  to  betray, 
With  fraudful  arts,  and  vengeance  more  severe. 
Halts  on  the  rock,  and  plants  her  standard  there. 

At  length  must  Rome  th'  instructive  tour  complete. 
The  seat  of  arts,  of  empire  once  the  seat. 
Hail,  kov'd  Italia :  on  thy  classic  ground 
Still,  nurs'd  by  peace,  the  liberal  arts  abound. 
Here  Architecture's  regal  roofs  arise, 
And  taller  temples  meet  their  kindred  skies. 
Here  Music  breathes  her  heavenly  airs  around, 
While  Painting  lives^  and  listens  to  the  sound. 
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But  ;8ay9  doth  life  tnfpire  that  ancient  band. 

Or  the  bold  fancy  of  the  sculptor's  haiid  ? 

See  Jove  and  thunder  shake  the  Olympian  throng. 

Soft  Venus  smile,  and  stern  Alcides  frown ; 

See  where  young  Ammon  storn^  proud  Persii^'s  w^«, 

And,  great  in  death,  unconquer'd  Julius  fallsl 

Tho'  from  false  fame  their  forms  id^l  sprung. 

In  drej^ms  created,  and  in  fable  sung» 

Or  to  the  silence  of  the  tomb  convey^ 

Their  mortal  frames  in  dust  are  long  depay'd ; 

^ere  still  the  lasting  lineaments  we  trace, 

Nor  can  the  waste  of  time,  the  immortal  traits  deiape. 

But  oh,  my  faint  unequal  lays  desp^^ 
To  speak  tl^e  praise  of  Italy  the  fair: 
Those  v^lcs  where  fam'd  Florentiap  Arno  flows. 
Those  groves  and  plains  of  plenty  and  nepose. 
Whose  rich  perfnmes  ambrosial  scents  diffuse. 
Whose  fruits  nectareous  flame  with  golden  hues ! 
Such  are  the  scenes  that  Europe's  garden  yields, 
Rival  of  old  Elysium's  fabled  fields. 
Smit  with  surprise,  behold  the  painter  stand, 
And  his  true  pencil  fai)  the  roaster's  hand! 
The  chisel  oft  its  patient  stroke  suspend, 
While  Art  and  Nature,  rival  queens,  contend  | 
Music  awhile  in  wond'rous  magic  bound 
Forgets  her  power  of  soul-enchanting  sound: 
But  soon,  impatient  to  be  silent  long. 
Declares  her  transportjn  a  flood  of  song, 
With  louder  voice  resumes  her  siren  strains, 
And  joins  the  general  chorus  of  the  plains. 

And  yet,  O  Talbot,  may  their  charms  no  more 
Withdraw  thine  eve  from  Albion's  peaceful  shore  ^ 
No  more  detain  thee  from  thy  native  is]e» 
]Blest  with  thy  couiitry's  fond,  m^terna)  smile. 


519 

For  thee  the  nyitiphs  of  Cambrians  vales  shall  briug 

The  fruits  of  Autumn  and  the  flowers  of  Spring, 

For  thee  the  vine  adorn  each  green  alcove, 

For  thee  the  orange  bliish  in  Margam's  breathing  grove. 

Here  shalt  thou  find  the  plants  exotic  rise 

Whose  vernal  bloohi  with  soft  Italia  vies, 

Shalt  find,  if  truth  their  rival  charms  compare. 

Hills,  vales^  and  groves,  and  gardens  full  as  fair. 

Yon  hill,  these  groves,  thk  garden's  cool  cascade^ 

Where  erst  in  youth  thy  fond  affection  strayVi, 

Of  thy  long  absence  from  their  shades  complain^ 

And  court  thee  to  their  solitudes  again  : 

Return  (they  seem  with  silent  voice  to  say), 

Protract  no  longer  thy  unkind  delay; 

Leave  the  gay  courts  of  Paris  and  of  Rome, 

And  bring  their  taste,  their  arts,  and  learning  home. 

If  still  thy  long-reluctant  heart  refuse, 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  no  uhpartial  muse, 
Lo,  soft  Compassion  woos  thee  to  her  arms. 
And  sore  Distress  thy  pitying  breast  alarms ; 
Distress,  that  weeps,  and  points  to  yonder  plain. 
Oft  heard  by  thee,  but  never  heard  in  vain : 
See,  to  their  sheds  lihe  trembling  peasants  fly. 
Black  thunders  roll  tempestuous  o'er  the  sky ! 
See,  from  the  clouds  th'  impetuous  floods  descehd ; 
In  vain  the  walls  and  fieiithless  roofs  defend ; 
Th'  unsparing  deluge  sweeps  the  rnin*d  plain, 
And  wafts  their  lost  possessions  to  the  main : 
On  whom  shall  they  now  fix  their  gloomy  eyes  f 
On  thee — the  grateful  multitude  replies.  ^ 

Thy  sires  in  senates  and  in  fields  renown'd. 
With  olive  wreaths  and  war-won  laurels  crown'd. 
True  to  theif  prince,  and  champions  of  the  laws. 
They  fought  and  conquer'd  in  their  country's  cause ; 
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Oft  round  their  warrior  lords  the  hardy  swains 

Took  arms,  and  march'd  embattled  on  the  plains ; 

For  still,  at  liberty's  inspiring  call, 

A  train  of  heroes  pour'd  from  Margam's  hall. 

Now,  all  alone,  all  silent  in  the  grave 

Repose  the  good,  the  eloquent,  the  brave : 

Their  fame,  their  worth,  their  memory  Time  invades^ 

And  Fate  surrounds  them  with  her  tenfold  shades. 

From  the  dark  vault,  where  each  great  Mansel  lies 

On  thee  we  turn  our  all^xpecting  eyes ; 

Thee  from  their  tombs  the  sacred  dead  implore 

Their  steps  to  follow,  and  their  fame  restore. 

Hard  is  th^  task  (a  task  for  few  design'd), 

But  heaven  hath  blest  thee  with  a  noble  mind : 

A  mind  that  prompts  the  generous  tear  to  flow. 

And  melting  feels  the  pang  of  kindred  woe ; 

That  sacred  deems  the  bounds  of  right  and  wrong. 

And  with  abhorrence  shuns  the  guilty  throng  ; 

That  knows  with  hate  demerit  to  pursue. 

And  glories  to  reward,  whene'er  rewards  are  due. 

To  thee  hath  heaven  the  sacred  task  consigned, 
To  introduce  the  arts  that  bless  mankind, 
To  seat  the  liberal  arts  on  Cambria's  shore. 
The  arts,  to  Cambria  little  known  before. 
Led  by  thy  hand,  majestic  Sculpture  deigns 
To  leave  the  Tuscan  for  Glamorgan's  plains : 
8ee,  Architecture's  graceful  form  appears. 
And  all  the  desart  with  her  presence  cheers ! 
The  gothic  glooms  her  near  approaches  flee. 
And  leave  the  shades  to  science  and  to  thee. 

Whatever  thy  lot  assigned  by  partial  fate, 
Fix'd  in  a  public  or  a  private  state ; 
To  gain  in  senates  well  deserv'd  applause, 
And  rise  fi  patriot  in  thy  country  s  cau^ ; 
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To  lead,  if  Britain  call,  and  George  commandi 
In  future  fields  thy  brave  domestic  band ; 
Or  the  dear  blessings  of  a  social  life, 
A  blooming  off:>pring  and  a  tender  wife : 
Whate'er  thy  purpose,  in  whatever  degree, 
Still  virtuous  fame  shall  thy  great  object  be. 
So  may  the  Powers,  propitious,  ever  shed 
Their  choicest,  noblest  influence  on  thy  head : 
So  shall  thy  brows  with  palras  of  peace  be  crown'd. 
So  sbalt  thou  live — lov'd,  honor'd,  and  renown  d. 


EPITAPH. 

ON  HERACLITUS,  AN  EJLEGIAC  POET. 

FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  CALLIMACHUS. 

Ak  D  art  thou  gone,  O  friend  beloved  f 

Hence  heaves  this  sigh,  hence  flows  this  tear. 

And  hence  by  sad  remembrance  mov'd 
1  love  to  linger  at  thy  bier. 

For  still  by  Memory's  faithful  ray 

Those  scenes  of  childhood  cheer  my  breast, 

Where  we  have  view*d  the  parting  day 
And  watch'd  the  weary  sui>  to  rest. 

Thou'rt  gone,  but  still  around  thy  tomb 
Unhurt  by  death's  relentless  sway, 

Thy  tuneful  songsters  cheer  the  gloom, 
Aod  poor  the  tributary  lay. 

JIIKF.  R«  9LA1ID. 
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ODE 

ON  Tlt£  D£ATH  OF  SIR  JOHN  MOORE. 

fro  patria  pugnare^  homme  libera  dignisrimum ;  vincerif 
ftUciMf  mori  atUem^  honor ^  gloria^  triumphm. 


Shout  o'er  the  warrior's  grave ! 
Shed  no  tear  o'er  him !— soldiers !  there. 
Pile  the  plum'd  helm^  and  bannered  spear. 

In  honour  of  the  brave : 
He  gain'd  his  crown ; — he  fought  and  won. 
His  fame  was  full ;  the  warrior's  gone. 

He  earnM  a  glorious  grave ! 

Spent  with  famine,  worn  with  toil. 
Struggling  o'er  Spain's  devoted  soil^ 

Fighting  his  desperate  way, 
Thro'  many  a  desart  wide  and  wild. 
Mountain  on  mountain  endless  pil'd,  ' 

He  led  his  bold  array. 

Forc'd  with  a  chief's  unshrinking  eye^ 
To  see  his  silent  heroes  die, 

Far  from  their  native  shore ; 
Without  a  human  sigh  to  part 
The  gallant  brothers  of  his  heart. 

Never  to  see  them  more ! 
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Burning  with  thwarted  power  and  pride, 
in  many  a  deed  of  murder  dyed. 

Her  hosts  tho'  Gallia  pour ; 
Boiling,  like  tempest,  surge  on  surge, 
Tho'  rushing  thousands,  thousands  urge 

To  whelm  the  Briton  o'er ; 

Where  dark  and  thick  the  battle  glowt^ 
Where  the  blood  in  torrents  flows. 

The  steady  leader  stands : 
Column  and  line,  and  squadron  deep, 
-fi welling  the  slaughter,  heap  ou  heap, 

Before  the  British  bands. 

Where  the  red  artillery  flashing. 
Bayonet  against  bayonet  clashing. 

Horse  and  horseman,  plung'd  in  gorei 
Crushing  in  the  portal  strife, 
Struggling  for  the  parting  life. 

Deepest  swell  the  battle-roar ; 

Where  the  fiery-volum'd  cloud, 
Broadest  hangs  its  sulphurous  shroud,. 

He  spurs  his  charger  on : 
His  soul  on  flame ; — his  parting  cry, 
^^  Death,  Death,  or  slorious  victory  !* 

His  fame  was  full  Tube's  gone ! 

Britons !  weep  not,  tho'  his  head 
Cold  on  the  crimson  earth  is  laid ; 

Tb'  unconquerable  will, 
Th'  immortal  mind,  shall  hover  o'er 
^he  standard  that  he  led  beforci 

4^4  love  and  lead  it  stilK 
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Weep  not !  tho'  a  coq)8e  he  lies. 
Heroes  like  himself  shall  rise, 

On  Britain's  eye  again  ; 
Rous'd  by  his  deeds  to  marshal  on. 
To  future  fields  of  proud  renown. 

Our  gallant  British  men. 

Bold  companions  of  his  fiime ! 

Think  of  your  chieftain's  deathless  name, 

And  learn  of  him  to  die : 
Like  him  in  glory's  high  career, 
Your  country  8  trophied  banner  rear, 

And  fall  in  victory. 

Bold  companions  of  his  grave ! 

Your  country^s  richest  wreath  shall  wave,. 

In  pride  and  sorrow  o'er  your  tomb; 
And  the  sad  infant  on  the  knee, 
Shall  lisp  the  dear-bought  victory, 

In  ages  yet  to  come* 

MEMORIA. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  TOMB  OF  HESIOD, 
FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  ASCLEPIADES. 

Sweet  bard  of  Ascra!  on  thy  youthful  head 
The  Muses  erst  their  laurel  branches  spread, 
When  on  the  rugged  summit  of  the  rocks 
They  saw  thee  laid  amongst  thy  sultry  flocks  : 
E'en  then  to  thee,  o'er  fair  Castalia's  wave 
Their  sacred  pow'rs  unbounded  empire  gave; 
By  this  inspird  thy  genius  soar'd  on  high. 
And  rang'd  the  boundless  azure  of  the  sky. 
With  joy  transported  view'd  the  blest  abodes, 
And  sang  the  ecstatic  raptures  of  the  gods. 

EEV.   R.  BLAND. 


525 
STANZAS 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  EDWIN* 
Compoted  m  a  Gravcm 

BY  W.  CASSy  J  UN. 


A  PENSIVE  Strain  be  thinCi  sweet  lyre ! 

Awhile  the  frdlic  lay  forego— 
Notes,  that  young  pleasure's  throng  admire. 

Would  ill  befit  a  theme  of  woe. 

O  let  each  wildly  warbling  chord 
To  sorrow's  softest  tones  give  birth. 

For  he,  whom  pity  would  record. 
Lies  pillow'd  on  the  lap  of  earth  \ 

Departed  soul !  than  whom  more  dear 
None  hath  this  woe-fraught  bosom  known^ 

Ma/st  thou  the  dirge  of  friendship  hear. 
And  claim  the  tribute  for  thine  own ! 

Claim  it  by  that  congenial  love, 

Which  prompted  erst  our  daily  theme. 

By  all  the  joys  ^twas  ours  to  prove 
Amid  the  shades  of  Academe. 

By  all  the  hopes,  that  fancy's  power 
Gave  in  our  youthful  hearts  to  beat. 

That  vision'd  e/ry  future  hour 

filest,  and  as  heavenly  moments  sweet« 
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Intidious  tirae !  ah  why^ 

Those  dear  enckantins  spells  destroy ! 
Ah  why  withhold  so  smul  a  boon— ^ 

To  revel  in  ideal  joy  I 

As  now  these  arching  branches  stirr'd. 
Swept  by  the  spirit  of  the  breese. 

My  Edwiv's  voice  methonght  I  heard. 
Soft  whispering  throu^  the  quivering  trees* 

To  him,  at  dawnlight,  once  'twas  swe^t 
Among  these  wiMting  glades  to  stray, 

Here  would  he  shun  the  noontide  heat, 
Or  mark  the  tints  of  closing  day. 

And  striking  oft  his  sylvan  shell, 

Here  would  he  breathe  the  soul  of  solig; 

Then  listening  to  the  notes'  deep  swell. 
Ne'er  deenPd  the  summer  hours  too  long. 

Welcome  thou  grove's  thick  vraving  gloom  t 
For  Edwin's  sake  I  hold  thee  dear, 

Here  will  I  weep  his  hapless  doom. 
And  raise  a  fond  memento  here. 

Here  oft  affection  shall  be  seen 

To  ponder  o'er  his  rustic  shriue, 
Whilst  many  a  leaf  of  saddest  green 

Around  the  lowly  base  shall  twine. 

And  many  a  flower  of  foirest  hue 
Shall  bloom  upon  the  hallowed  earth, 

The  primrose,  harebell,  violet  blue, 
And  snowdrop,  type  of  modest  worth ; 

For  be,  sweet  flowers !  your  every  tribe, 
That  sips  of  Heaven's  ambrosial  dew. 

Oft,  (O  how  fondly)  would  describe; 
He  well  your  every  beauty  knew. 
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Thou  toO|  fair  Naiad  of  yon  stream  ! 

Still  pour  thy  limpid  waters  near ; 
Their  murmur  (so  would  fancy  deem) 

Will  soothe  each  passing  mourner's  ear« 

For  me,  alas !  my  steps  must  dwell 
Amid  the  vensu  crowd  unbkst  ;— 

Farewely  my  lyre  I  awhile  farewel  I 
Let  sorrow  hush  thy  strings  to  rest* 

18Q1. 


RONDEAU. 

That  Love  has  wings,  we  oft  are  told. 
By  present  poets,  and  by  old : 
Yet  sure  we  need  no  fieibling  poet — 
Oh !  no — nor  e'en  a  ghost,  to  know  it. 
When  to  his  fair  the  lover  flies, 
To  plead  his  suit  with  melting  sighs ; 
We  wonder  at  his  breathless  speed, 
And  own,  to  win  his  wislt'd^for  meed, 

That  Love  has  wings. 

But  when,  to  his  impassion'd  arms, 
The  simple  maid  resigns  her  charms  ^ 
She  finds,  too,  'mid  suspicious  fears, 
'Mid  damning  proofs,  and  sighs  and  tears^ 
And  moans  her  false  one  never  hears. 

That  Love  hoi  wings. 

AVSOKIAKUS^ 
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A  CHARACTER  •• 


Ses  next  on  the  scene  brainless  At  all  advance. 
With  a  grin  on  his  foc6^  and  a  walk  like  a  dance! 
Of  wise  men  the  scorn,  but  of  puppies  the  king, 
A  stran|e>  a  non-descript,  hermapnrodite  thing. 
Part  painter,  part  scribbler,  part  soldier,  he  comet 
With  pencil  and  pallet,  with  gooseK|uills,  with  druma^t 
To  monopolize  praise  the  poor  elf  how  he  strives ; 
And  aiming  at  all,  to  be  nothing  contrives. 
O  At  ALL  wer*t  not  that  I  very  well  know. 
You're  to  reason,  alas  I  such  a  desperate  foe. 
That  your  head  in  its  make  has  so  much  of  the  log. 
All  good  council  to  you,  is  a  pearl  to  a  hog, 
I'd  tell  you  your  vanity's  whispers  to  hush. 
Nor  thus  on  disgrace  with  blind  ardour  to  rush. 
Your  pencil  resign  ;  for  the  figures  you  draw 
Are  such  as  no  mortal  or  devil  e'er  saw  : 
They  seem  meant,  by  grimace  and  contortion  most  wild| 
To  terrify  children  and  women  with  child. 
Your  scribbling  give  o'er;  nor  e'er  scribble  again, 
'Till  sense  and  good  English  can  flow  from  your  pen ; 
For  each  sentence  you  write  all  your  readers  confounds. 
And  inflicts  on  poor  Priscian  unmerciful  wounds. 
But  if,  labouring  under  some  sipell  or  some  curse, 
Your  bosom  a  favourite  folly  must  nurse, 
Then  scribble,  or  paint;  be  of  coxcombs  the  lord ; 
Do  any  thing,  Atall,  but  carry  a  sword. 

*  This  was  originally  intended  to  form  part  of  a  satire  called 
Tlie  Magic  lAntem. 
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For  sad  ^ould  it  be»  when  along  our  white  shores* 
The  storm  of  the  battle  tremendously  roars. 
If  to  arms  weak  as  thine  the  high  cause  we  should  trusty 
The  cause  of  the  fair,  and  the  wise,  and  the  just : 
Heart-sick  at  the  thought.  Freedom  smothers  a  sigh. 
And  fears  from  her  ancient  abode  she  must  fly. 
n^is  no  time  for  such  beings  as  Captain  Parollesi 
Things  with  sinews  unstrung^  and  with  finical  souls ; 
Not  powder'd  and  plum'd  beau-commanders  can  save 
From  the  Corsican's  malice  the  Queen  of  the  wave ; 
No !  all  steel  must  the  arm  be,  all  fire  be  the  heart. 
That  takes  in  the  terrible  contest  a  part. 
Then  once  more,  though  my  accents  may  not  be  deem'd 
My  former  advice  I  must  loudly  repeat—^  [sweety 

Still  scribble ;  still  paint ;  be  of  coxcombs  the  lottl ;  «v 
Do  any  thing,  Atall,  but  carry  a  sWord. 

B«  A.  I). 


EPIGRAM 


ON  THE  TWO  STATUES  ERECTED  ON  TltE  ifEW 
COVENT  GARDEN  THEATRE. 

With  steady  mien,  unalter'd  eye^ 

The  Muses  mount  the  pile^ 
Mdbomene  disdains  to  cry, 

ThaHa  scorns  to  smile. 

Plena's  spring  when  moderns  ()uaff, 

^Tis  plainly  meant  to  show 
That  Comedy  provokes  no  laugh, 

And  Tragedy  no  woe ! 

J. 

**  This  was  written  it  a  period  when  m  invasion  w^  expected, 
TOL.   VII.  M  m 


5£iO 


FROST  At  MlDNIOflt  ♦< 


ST  S.  T,  CO&BmiDOBt  Bt% 


Thb  Frost  performs  its  secret  likiistiyy 
^JJnkelp'd  by  aoy  wind.    The  owlet's  cry 
rCamc  loud — and  hark,  ag^nl  load  as  befoit^ 
J^     The  inmates  of  my  cottage,  all  at  rest, 
Have  left  me  to  that  solitude,  which  suits 
Abstruser  musings:  save  that  at  my  side 
My  cradled  infant  slumbers  peacefully. 
Tis  calm  indeed  !  so  calm,  that  it  disturbs 
And  vexes  meditation  with  its  strange 
And  extreme  silentness.    Sea,  hilly  and  wood. 
This  populous  village !  Sea,  and  hill,  and  woody 
With  all  the  numberless  goings  on  of  life. 
Inaudible  as  dreams !  the  thin  blue  fiame 
Lies  on  my  low-burnt  £re,  and  quivers  not : 
Only  that  film  f,  which  fluttered  on  the  grate, 

*  This  poem,  which  wat  fint  published  widi  ^  Fears  in  Solitade/^ 
and  **  France  an  Ode/'  has  been  since  enlarged  and  corrected^  and 
with  the  other  poems,  is  now  inserted  in  the  Poetiq^  Register^  by 
the  kind  permission  of  Mr.  Coleridge. 

t  Only  that  filvu  In  all  parts  of  the  kingdom,  these  films  »im 
called  stroiigerf,  aad  supposed  to  portend  the  arn^al  of  smm  tbtcnl 
friend* 
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Still  flutters  there,  the  sole  unquiet  thing. 
Methiuks,  its  motion  in  this  hush  of  nature 
Gives  it  dim  sympathies  with  me»  who  live. 
Making  it  a  companionable  form. 
With  which  I  can  hold  commune :  haply  hence^ 
That  still  the  living  spirit  in  our  frame. 
Which  loves  not  to  behold  a  lifeless  tbing. 
Transfuses  into  all  things  its  own  Will, 
And  its  own  pleasures ;  sometimes  with  deep  faith, 
And  sometimes  with  a  wilful  playfulness, 
That  stealing  pardon  from  our  common  sense 
Smiles,  as  self-scornful,  to  disarm  the  scorn 
For  these  wild  reliques  of  our  childish  Thoughti 
That  flit  about,  oft  go,  and  oft  return 
Not  uninvited.    Ah  there  was  a  time, 
When  oft,  amused  by  no  such  subtle  tojrs 
Of  the  self-watching  Mind,  a  child  at  school, 
With  most  believing  superstitious  wish 
Presageful  have  I  gaz*d  upon  the  bars. 
To  watch  the  stranger  there !  and  oft  belike. 
With  unclos'd  lids,  already  have  I  dreamt 
Of  my  sweet  birth-place,  and  the  old  church  tower, 
Whose  bells,  the  poor  man's  only  music,  rang 
From  morn  to  evening,  all  the  hot  fair-day, 
So  sweetly,  that  they  stirr'd  and  haunted  me 
With  a  wild  pleasure,  falling  on  mine  ear. 
Most  like  articulate  sounds  of  things  to  come! 
So  gaz'd  I,  till  the  soothing  things,  I  dreamt, 
Lull'd  me  to  sleep,  and  sleep  prolonged  my  dreams ! 
And  so  I  brooded  all  the  following  morn, 
Avr'd  by  the  stem  preceptor's  face,  mine-eye 
Fix'd  with  mock  study  on  my  swimming  book : 
Save  if  the  door  half-open'd,  and  I  snatch'd 
A  hasty  glance,  and  still  my  heart  leapt  up, 

M  m  2 
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For  still  I  hop'd  to  see  the  stranget's  face. 
Townsman,  or  aunt,  or  sister  more  belov'dy 
My  playmate  when  we  both  were  cloth'd  alike ! 

Dear  babe,  that  sleepcst  cradled  by  my  side, 
"Whose  gentle  breathings,  heard  in  this  dead  calm. 
Fill  up  the  interspcn>ed  vacancies 
And  momentfiry  pauses  of  the  thought ! 
My  babe  so  beautiful !  it  fills  my  heart 
With  tender  gladness,  thus  to  look  at  thee, 
And  think,  that  thou  shalt  learn  far  other  lore, 
And  in  far  other  scenes !  For  I  was  rear'd 
In  the  great  city,  pent  'mid  cloisters  dim. 
And  saw  nought  lovely  but  the  sky  and  stars. 
But  thou,  my  babe!  shaft  wander,  like  a  breeze. 
By  lakes  and  sandy  shores,  beneath  the  crags 
Of  ancient  mountain,  and  beneath  the  clouds, 
Which  image  in  their  bulk  both  lakes  and  shores 
And  mountain  crags :  so  shalt  thou  see  and  hear 
The  lovely  shapes  and  sounds  intelligible 
Of  that  eternal  language,  which  thy  God 
Utters,  who  from  eternity  doth  teach 
Himself  in  all,  and  all  things  in  himself. 
Great  universal  Teacher !  he  shall  mould 
lliy  spirit,  and  by  giving  make  it  ask. 

Therefore  all  seasons  shall  be  sweet  to  thee. 
Whether  the  summer  clothe  the  general  earth 
With  greenness,  or  the  redbreasts  sit  and  sing 
Betwixt  the  tufts  of  snow  on  the  bare  branch 
Of  mossy  apple-tree,  while  the  nigh  thatch 
Smokes  in  the  sun-thaw:  whether  the  eve-drops  fall 
Heard  otily  in  the  trances  of  the  blast ; 
Or  if  the  secret  ministry  of  frost 
Shall  hang  them  up  in  silent  icicles. 
Quietly  shining  to  the  quiet  moon. 
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PROPOSED  INSCRIPTION 


FOR  THE  MONUMENT  OF  LORD  NELSON. 


TO  BB  ERECTED  IN  ST.  PAVL's  CATHEDRAL* 


England,  thy  sons  beneath  this  solemn  dome 
In  mournful  triumph  pil'd  their  Nelsons  tornb^ 
Groans  from  assembled  thousands  here  arose. 
And  a  whole  nation  hymq'd  him  to  {"epose. 
'  Fall'n  on  those  times,  when  torn  by  Rapine's  lust 
Pale  Europe  wept  her  honours  in  the  dust, 
First  of  the  brave  he  mingled  in  the  strife. 
And  for  his  country's  freedom  gave  his  life. 

Not  this  his  monument-Trrthe  seas  that  roll 
From  Nile's  hot  region  to  each  freezing  pole. 
The  dread  of  foes  who  crouch'd  beneath  his  power, 
The  tears  of  friends  that  grac'd  his  dying  hour, 
Navies  that  fled  the  termors  uf  his  name 
And  nations  sav'd^  the  glorious  chief  proclaim. 

Here  first  the  musing  Briton  shall  aspire 
To  patriot  deeds,  and  emulate  his  fire ; 
The  storm  of  seas  and  battles  wish  to  brave, 
Ai|d  catch  a  kindred  virtue  from  bis  grave. 
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THR  MEEHNP. 


BT  MB.  P.  G^Vt. 


Ah  !  Susan,  dear  Susan !  again  I  behold  thee. 
Thy  beauties  as  blooming  as  nature  can  form } . 

Ab  I  Spsan,  dear  Susan !  a^n  Tenfold  thee, 
Tby  cheeks  still  as  rosy,  tfiy  lips  still  as  wanuy 

As  ^hen  erst  in  the  days  of  our  childhood  we  ^amborai^ 
And  thought  not  of  loTe,  though  we  tasted  its  bliss. 

While  as  thro'  the  green  woodlands  together  we  rafnbled. 
Each  look  was  a  smile,  and  each  word  was  a  kiss. 

And  Susan,  dear  Susan !  art  thou  still  the  same  then  f 
Tlie  same  that  in  thote  days  of  pleasure  I  knew  ? 

Ko  longer  be  constancy  dcem'd  but  a  name  then» 
Since  the  heart  of  my  Susan  continues  so  true ! 

And  didst  thou  despise  all  the  offers  of  splendor  f 
Had  titles  or  wealth  no  enchantment  for  thee  t 

And  was  it  to  Jjyoe  thou  wouldst  only  surrender  f 
And  didst  thou  surrender  to  that,  but  for  me  f 

Affection,  then,  let  the  world  treat  with  derision, 
Let  them  treat  as  ideal  what  they  never  felt. 

Or  let  dreamers  imagine  that  love  is  a  vision. 
Which  lives  but  the  night  and  with  morning  will  meltr 
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But  no  fancies  like  these  cast  a  gloom  on  our  truths  lovti 
I  fondest  of  husbands,  thou  fairest  of  wives, 

For  the  sua  that  shone  bright  on  the  dawn  of  our  youtbi 
love, 
Wi)l  still  shine  as  bright  on  the  eve  of  our  lives ! 

V.  o. 


DOMESTIC  MUSINGS, 


CKide  not  his  peaee»  proud  reason ;  nor  destroy 
The  shadowy  lonns  of  uncreated  joj» 
That  urge  the  lingering  tide  of  lifot  and  pow 
Spontaneous  slumber  on  his  midiught  hour. 


Mt  own  beloved !  with  exceeding  hope 

I  do  desire  the  moment,  that  awaits 

Our  tranquil  presence  in  that  rural  home; 

There  did  thine  eye  beam  pleasure,  as  it  rov'd 

Beneath  the  towering  elni-shade,  and  imbibed 

Refreshing  greenness  from  the  grassy  lawn. 

The  stir  and  turmoil  of  the  world  have  weighed 

Heavily  on  ray  spirit:  I  have  sigh'd 

In  solitude ;  have  sighed  to  breathe  the  gala 

Of  freedom  ;  canopied  by  some  green  oak 

While  at  the  shady  hill  crag's  verdant  foot 

Gemm'd  by  the  sun,  the  brooklet  sparkling  played, 

Tranced  have  I  thrown  my  limbs,  and  seem'd  to  musci 

The  pensive  page,  or  medita^  the  }a^t 
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Midst  crowded  haunts  of  artificial  lifb 

Has  nature  pour'd  her  verdure  on  my  view. 

Her  sunshiiie  on  my  soul :  has  fancy  wreath'd 

The  cottage-portal  with  her  woodbine  bower. 

And  now  at  length,  the  bliss  of  certain  hope 

Preys  on  my  thought,  like  some  unquiet  thing ; 

Nor  seldom  when  my  realizing  glance 

In  eagerness  of  its  presagings,  darts 

O'er  the  dim  future,  do  1  feel  a  glow 

As  of  predestin'd  joy ;  beholding  him 

In  whom  again  1  live ;  child  of  my  youth 

He  shall  not,  midst  the  smoak  of  cities  draw 

Polluted  breath ;  but  yon  dilated  heaven 

^Vrap  every  sense  in  balm  :  his  foot  shall  climb 

The  mountain,  and  shall  print  the  ocean-shore; 

His  ear  shall  drink  the  melodies  of  birds,   . 

And  flocks;  of  winds,  and  rills,  and  whispering  boughs; 

His  eye  shall  gaze  the  sunset's  ruddy  light 

And  grow  enaniour'd  of  the  gliding  moon: 

And  thus  to  him  shall  solitude  become 

A  season  uf  ail  pleasantness ;  and  thoughts 

Of  virtue  sttai  thro'  beauty  on  his  heart : 

And  he  shnll  hear  within  himself  a  spell 

To  sooth  each  grief  and  every  bliss  refine; 

A  nameless  and  inseparable  charm 

Of  iQnely  joy. 

Beloved  !  dear  art  thou  ! 
Yet  for  this  precious  pledge  O  doubly  dear  ! 
Hence  do  our  nature's  intricately  blend, 
And  in  each  other  and  in  him  we  feel 
One  vjtal  impulse  ;  nay,  it  seems  we  feel 
One  consciousness  of  being  ;  dear  thou  art, 
But  doubly  dear  for  this  thy  pledge  of  love. 

CHARLES    A.    P.LTON^. 
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ADDRESS 

FOR  THE  MAGDALEN  ASYLUM. 


Ye  whose  light  hearts  no  early  cares  have  wrung. 
The  richy  the  great,  the  happy,  and  the  young ; 
Ye  whom  no  sighs  have  reach  d,  no  sorrows  taught 
On  Life's  dark  shades  to  turn  the  sadden'd  thought ; 
Let  Folly  pause ! — ^far  other  si^hs  than  those 
That  airy  Fiction  feigns  o'er  mimic  woes, 
III  real  Calamity's  severer  name 
Now  plead  for  pity  with  a  truer  claim. 
Let  Youth's  gay  heart  th'  impressive  lesson  learn, 
O'er  fallen  Humanity  to  pause  and  mourn. 
And  heal  witli  Mercy's  sympathetic  tear 
Woes,  huw  transcendent !  anguish,  how  severe ! 
No  conscious  pride,  the  solemn  claim  avows. 
For  awful  Virtue  veils  her  blushing  brows  I 
No  finer  feeling's  elevating  glow 
Sublimes  to  heaven  the  sacredness  of  woe ! 
Above,  around,  the  clouds  of  terror  roll, 
For  Guilt  is  here — the  scorpion  of  the  soul ;— ^ 
And  shall  no  ray  the  tenfold  night  illume. 
And  pour  the  day-spring  on  the  deepening  gloom  I 
To  mortal  hands  is  godlike  power  assigned 
To  chase  the  agonies  that  rend  the  mind. 
Once  more  redeem  to  virtue's  lost  control. 
And  wash  from  moral  stains  the  tainted  soul  I 
Shall  mortal  bands  tb'  exalted  power  resiga 
That  links  created  nature  to  divine ! 
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Heaven'b  own  prerogative !  the  glorious  boast/ 
'*  To  seek,  to  shelter,  and  to  sav^  the  lost/' 
No !  while  exultant  tears  spontaneous  start. 
Burst  the  warm  accents  from  each  swelling  heart- 
Let  meaner  hopes  in  fading  triumphs  shine 
Be  this  immortal  gloi>— -1^  it  mine  I 

Edinburgkm 
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HYMN  TO  HEALTH. 

niOBC  THE  GREEK  OF  ARIPHBON; 

Health,  brightest  visitant  from  Heaven, 

Grant  me  with  thee  to  rest ; 
For  the  short  term  by  nature  given 

Be  thou  my  constant  guest : 
For  all  the  pride  that  wealth  bestows, 
The  pleasure  that  from  children  flows, 
^hate'er  attends  on  royal  state. 
That  makes  men  covet  to  be  great, 

Whatever  sweets  we  hope  to  find 

In  Love's  delightful  snares. 
Whatever  good  by  heaven  assigned. 

Whatever  pause  from  cares. 
All  flourish  at  thy  smile  divine^ 
The  spring  of  loveliness  is  thine. 
And  every  joy  that  warms  our  hearts 
With  thee  approaches,  and  departs. 

KEV.  &•  BLIVP. 
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THE  BATTLB  OF  BAYLEN. 


BT  WILLIAM  CAREy-y  ESQ, 


RoLLy  Andugar^t  roll  thy  flood. 
Died,  of  oldy  with  Moorish  blood ! 
Swell  thy  tide ! 
flow  with  pride ! 
How  for  ever  fam'd  in  stoiy : 

Lo !  again  thy  banks  are  spread 
With  our  foes:— the  vanquished  dead 
Weltering  lie  all  pale  and  gory. 

Umbla  t  saw,  in  strange  affright. 
By  the  moon's  uncertain  light. 
In  thy  stream 
Helmets  gleam ; 
BayUn  heard  the  tempest  rattle: 

Horse  to  horse,  and  tnan  to  man. 
Ere  the  dawn,  the  charge  began. 
To  the  brazen  roar  of  battle. 

*  Andugar*  a  winding  river  which  passes  tliroiigh  the  city  of 
the  same  name,  and  near  to  Baylen. 
t  Urabla,  a  oommanding  eminence  near  the  scene  of  action. 


540 

As  the  wintry  lorrent  sweeps 
Down  Mannds  ravaged  steeps; 
Rush'd  the  foe, 
To  overthrow, 
Spaiv  the  bulwarks  of  thy  glory : 
As  old  Calpi  braves  the  flood. 
Our  unshaken  phalanx  stood ; 
Brothers,  sons,  and  Others  hoary. 

ZengHMdla^  with  the  shock, 
Felt  her  vine-clad  summits  rock* 
Chuwfs  vale. 
Hill  and  dale, 
Trembled  with  the  mighty  motion  i 
Gnadaiquivef^s  current  fled 
-    Swiftly  from  her  troubled  bed» 
Foaming  like  the  angty  occan» 

Falchion,  pike,  and  bayonet,    - 
Smote,  and  pierc'd,  and  clashing  met. 
On  the  plain, 
Strew'd  with  slain, 
Charg'd  with  Fates  avenging  power. 
Thro'  the  fleeting  shades  of  night, 
Flash'd  the  vollied  blaze  of  light. 
Fell,  like  hail,  the  deadly  shower. 

Cer  groves,  and  fields,  and  mountains  blue, 
On  rosy  pinions  morning  flew. 
Broad  and  bright 
Streamed  the  light. 
The  golden  face  of  day  unveiling : 
In  darkness  still  the  conflict  lay; 
The  dismal  war-field's  grim  array. 
The  sullen  shade  of  death  concealing. 
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Their  whirlwind  ragf,  five  times  we  stood. 
And  stcinra'd  the  whelming  battle- flood. 
Still  amaiHy 
O'er  the  plain, 
Roird  the  hostile  peals  of  thunder. 
Afar  the  wild  bull  cowering  fled; 
And  man  and  steed  recoil'd  in  dread ; 
Earth  shook,  and  rifted  rocks  asunder. 

Long  and  bloody  was  the  strife. 
Trumpet,  drum,  and  shrilling  fife. 
Groans  and  cries, 
Pierc'd  the  flcies ; 
Pealing  Cannon  swellM  the  chorus. 
Raging,  like  a  stream  of  fire. 
Burst  our  old  Iberian  ire, 
Fast  consuming  all  before  us. 

Weop,  ye  hapless  nmids  of  Gaul  f 
Weep  your  absent  lovers'  fall ! 
In  di'spair 
Rend  your  hair! 
Weep  bebide  your  willuwy  fountains ! 
Wan,  beneath  the  Irowning  sky, 
Gash'd  with  wounds,  they  vanquished  lie, 
On  our  Andalusian  mountains. 

The  wolf^  at  midnight,  laps  their^lood. 
Their  limbs  shall  glut  the  eagles  brood  ^ 
Tyrant !  haste 
'1  o  the  feast. 
Erect  thy  ciebt :  Le  bloodier,  bolder ! 

B(  hold  thy  conquest !  claim  thy  spoil ! 
Thy  heroes  shall  possess  our  soil: 
Yes, — there  they  shall  wUfuried  moiulder. 

1808. 
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SONG  OF  ORPHEUS. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  GREEK* 


Oh  King  of  Ghosts !  at  Love's  alarms, 

Behold  a  wretch  his  sorrows  pour : 
Dresid  Pluto,  to  these  widow'd  arms 

My  lov'd  Earydice  restore : 
Hark !  while  I  paint  my  soul's  distress. 

My  harp's  sad  notes  responsive  move. 
Oh  let  yoUr  cruel  heart  confess 

The  power  of  musie  and  of  love ! 

From  Afric's  sands  to  Asian  shores 

Mortals  adore  on  bended  knee : 
The  god  of  war  my  aid  implores. 

And  Cupid  steals  new  charms  from  me. 
My  lyre  now  swells  the  trumpet's  note 

Loud  as  the  thunder  from  above ; 
And  now  its  strains  melodious  float, 

And  tell  of  music  and  of  love  ! 

Oh  joy !  the  monarch  grants  my  prayer, 

Tis  she — I  clasp  her  in  my  arms ! 
Music  revives  my  sleeping  fair, 

And  animates  her  faded  charms. 
Away !  my  lovely  bride  away, 

The  Muses  hail  thee  from  above. 
And  sing  in  jocund  roundelay, 

The  power  of  music  and  of  love« 
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CANZONET 

From  the  ItaUalt  tf  I^rmeaclt  «M  7\tgKa>  Mk  a  nosegay 
ofJ<Mq»i$f  in  th  botom  tflm  Miartti. 

CARS   tOAVB    FIGLIA,  &C> 

Flowers  of  tbe  sun,  whose  parent  care 

Your  golden  lustre  has  bestow'd, 
,  O  say,  did  Cupid  place  you  there, 

To  guard  from  harm  his  lov'd  abode  ? 

If  so,  watch  well  her  gentle  heart ; 

The  approach  of  cold  disdain  dispel ; 
Nor  let  soft  pity  e'er  depart  • 

The  shrine  where  she  delights  to  dwell. 

Beam  forth,  while  in  that  bosom  worn, 
The  brightest  gems  of  all  the  field ; 

Those  which  Aurora's  brows  adorn. 
To  your  transcendent  glow  must  yield. 

Nature,  when  she  endow'd  my  fair. 
From  each  gay  flower  some  sweetness  drew ; 

She  gave  to  Sylvia  s  waving  hair 
Your  fragrance  and  your  golden  hue* 

Ah  see !  she  smiles  to  view  your  bloom ; 

(As  heaves  her  snowy  breast  the  while) 
Waft  grateful  then  your  glad  porfume. 

Blest  flowers  i  for  'tis  an  angel's  smile. 
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Beviving  in  ber  balmy  breath, 
SttDn'd  by  the  radiance  of  her  eye. 

There  flounsh  long,  nor  fear  your  deatk— 
Such  death  'tis  even  bliss  to  die. 

Tell  her,  when  other  charms  expire^ 
Tour  orient  tints  remain  the  same^ 

And  say,  surviving  life's  last  fire, 
That  thus  shall  live  her  lover^s  flame. 


▼. 
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POETRY, 


jEPIC  AND  HEROIC  POEMS. 


N 


Mamdon;  a  Tale  of  Flodden  Field.    By  Walter  Scott ^ 

Esq.     4to.  pp.  503. 

^T  is  Xioi  .ofl^n  that  an  .author,  who  has  gained 
|;eneral  .applause  in  a  first  attempt,  is  equally  success- 
ful  in  a  second.  Mr.  Scott,  however,  continues  his 
poetical  flight  with  an  untired  wing*  Marmion  is  cer- 
tainly, on  the  whole,  not  inferior  to  the  Lay  of  the 
I^st  Minstrel.  In  some  parts  it  is  superior.  Than 
the  battle  scene  it  would  be  difficult  to  lind  any  thing 
£ner  in  the  great  body  of  modern  poetry.  Innumera- 
ble other  passages  also  arc  distinguished  by  energy  and 
beauty*  One  thing  must  be  objected  to  Mr.  Scott, 
pamely,  that  his   hero,  De  Wilton,   is  throwA  com- 

Sletely  into  the  shade  by  the  superior  splendour  of 
farmion,  whom,  wicked  as  he  is,  the  reader  is  com- 
pelled to  admire  for  his  undaunted  spirit,  and  the  pa- 
triotic heroism  of  his  expiring  moments. 

1?  n2 
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yhe  Exodiadf  a  Poem.    By  the  Authors  of  Cdtafy  an^ 
Richard  the  First.    Part  11.     4to.  pp.  201. 

The  character,  whicl^»  in  our  last  volumei  we  gave 
of  the  first  part  of  the  Expdi^d,  is  strictly  applicable 
to  the  second  part.  It  contains  many  fine  passages ;  it 
proves  the  authors  to.  be  men  of  no  mei^n  talents ;  but 
it  tires  the  reader.  Extracts  from  it  may  be  read  vitH 
pleasure  more  than  once,  but  we  are  convince^  that 
no  person  will  ^vejr  peri^se  over  agaia  the  whole  o(  the 
poem. 

The  Fall  of  Cambria f  a  Poem.    By  Joseph  Coitk.    Smal) 

8yo.  2  vols.  pp.  5S1^ 

Mr.  Cottle,  thoi\gh  he  cannot  be  ranked  a^iorig  the 
great  writers  of  Epic  or  Heroic  poetry,  may  fairly  b€ 
placed  in  the  same  class  with  Wilkie  and  Glover, 
The  Fall  of  Cambria  is  a  poem  which  is  honourably 
to  his  talents.  It  contains  much  fine  and  animate4 
sentiment  and  description,  and  the  characters  are  dr^^ir^ 
i^ith  skill,  and  sustained  with  considerable  ^fifect. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POETRY. 


The  Pof^ticalr  Works  of  iht  late  Christopher  Anstey^  Esa. 
with  some  Accmtnt  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  tat 
Author^  bjf  his  Sun^  John  Anfiey^  Esq^    4to.  pp.  56$j, 


The  poetical  merits  of  the  late  Mr.  Anstey  are  m 
well  kip^wu  that  it  i&  quite  mioeccssary  for  m  to  toaikk 


m 

Hi^h  iheih.  WeVe  we  to  say  that  be  wis  bvk  pf  iki 
Inost  polished  and  tnost  witty  of  our  writers,  we  should 
toy  no  more  than  the  truth,  but  we  should  say  nothing 
with  which  every  body  ha^  not  long  been  acquainted, 
l^his  edition  of  his  works  is  elegant  ftnd  complete,  ind 
the  life  is  written  with  much  taste,  neatness  of  style^ 
land  filial  affection, 

t%e  Peutoral,  or,  LyHc  Mkse  ^f  SMlmd :  m  tkr^ 
OmtM.     By  HectoK  MttcneHly  Esq.    4^o.    pp.  SS. 

The  general  complaint  which  we  have  to  tnak# 
l^ainst  authors  is,  that  they  write  too  miich.  But 
•ur  complaint  against  Mr.  Macneill  is  of  an  opposite 
description ;  it  is  that  he  writes  too  little.  By  his 
present  production^  he  has  added  another  leaf  to  his 
}xietical  wreath.  The  Pastoral  or  Lyric  Muse  of 
Scotland  is  an  excellent  poem.  The  sentiments  ar6 
animated,  the  language  is  elegant,  and  the  versifica* 
lion  iis  free  and  melodious. 

BkckhuUhi,   d  Foem  in  five  Cantos ;    Lumaia,  ^r  tJm 
Ancient  Britisk  Battle;  and  various  other  Poems,  m^ 
tluding  a  Translation  of  the  first  Booh  (if  the  Ar^ . 
mautica  cf  C.  Vakrim  Flaccus.    £y  T.  Noble.    4to^ 
pp.  383. 

Blaokheath  is  a  descriptive  poem  of  high  merit. 
The  topics  are  selected  and  arranged  with  judgmenf^ 
end  described  with  picturesque  effect,  in  good  blank 
Verse.  Lumena  is  an  animated  composition,  and  the 
remaining  poems  are  all  entitled  (o  a  respectable  shaire 
of  praise.  The  translation  of  the  first  book  of  Valerius 
Flaccus  induces  as  to  wish  that  Mr.  Noble  may  b» 
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couraged  to  make  English  reader»  acquainted  with  |H# 
whole.  He  is  fully  competent  to  the  performance  of 
6uch  a  task. 

The  Mitistrel ;  or,  the  Progress  6f  Genius,  In  Continue 
at  ion  of  the  Poem  left  unfinished  by  Dr.  Beattie.  Book 
the  Third.     4(o.     pp.  31. 

■<  If  the  anonymous  author  of  this  Canto  should  concH 
plete  his  task,  there  will  be  little  reason  to  regret  ihict 
The  Minbtrel  was  left  un6nishid  by  Dr.  Beattie.  In 
beauty  of  thought  and  language,  in  all  that  constitutes 
the  Poet,  we  do  not  think  him  inferior  to  his  Pre- 
decessor. After  this,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say 
that  we  warmly  recommend  this  continuation  of  ther 
Minstrel  to  the  notice  of  our  readers. 

Poems y  by  Felicia  Dorothea  Browne.    4to«    pp.  111. 

Much  poetry  is  not  to  be  expected  in  poeitis,  writ- 
ten, as  these  were,  between  the  ages  of  eight  and  thir- 
teen. It  is  sufficient  if  such  productions  give  promise 
of  something  better  in  future;  that  promise  we  think- 
is  giten  by  Sliss  Brown's  verses.  They  are  pretty,  and 
Hot  devoid  of  poetical  ideas.  We  recommend  to  the 
fair  authoress  to  form  her  taste  upon  the  best  models, 
and  to  beware  of  being  too  easily  satisfied  with  her  own 
compositions. 

The  Remains  of  Henry  Kirke  tfhife,  of  Nottingham^  late 
of  St,  Johns  College f  Cambridge :  witk  an  Account  of 
his  Life,     By  Rabat  Southey,     8vO.     Q  vols,     pp, 

'    661. 

"  To  scorn  delights  and  live  laborious  days,"  for 
the  purpose  of  acquiring  an  lioaourabie  iiamei  was  (hf 
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•        •  • 

'^Jipi)}e  restitution  of  Kirke  White  ;  but^  alas!  iq  tiit 
pljjom  of  his  yoiitii, 

V 

**  Came  the  blind  fary  with  the  abhorred  8hears« 
ilnd  slit  the  tfain-spua  life.''«« 

We  may,  however,  justly  add  "  But  not  tHe  upraise  \*^ 

^The  compositions  of  Kirke  White  will  preserve  his  me* 

.  jnory  from  oblivion.     They  give  hini  a  legitimate  claioi 

.io  |he  title  of  a  poet.     Had  he  Hired,  rhuch  might  haVe 

been  expected  from  his  matured  geiliiis.    The  life,  by 

Mr.  Southey,  cannot  fail  to  obtain  for  itd  author  the 

respect  and  affection  of  all  who  read  it.     Nothing  caa 

^bb   more  amiable  than    the    warmtli  and  tenderness 

which  Mr.  Southey  displays  in  doing  ju!>cice  to  cie* 

parted  worth. 

* 

Poems,  hy  Charles  James,  Author  of  tht  Military  Die-' 
tionary,  Re^ntental  Companion,  ^c.  SfC.  in  Two 
Volumes.  Third  Edition,  -with  Additions.  8vo« 
pp.  550. 

Major  Jahes  ^eenis  to  be  ond  of  the  ^'  mob  of 
gentlemen  who  write  with  ease."  We  have  somewhere 
fteen  an  bid  Epigram,  which  say^ 

"  Yoa  write  with  ease,  to  show  your  breeding; 
But  easy  writiug's  d— d  hard  reading." 

To  the  justice  of  the  Epigram  we  can  beat  testi« 
inony.  We  have  found  the  reading  of  these  volumes  s 
bard  task*  There  is  in  them  nothing  new,  brilliant, 
Or  elegant.  All  \i  tanie  and  tiresome.  It  was  im- 
politic in  the  Author  to  add  to  his  volumes  some 
poems  by  the  late  Mr,  Bedingfield.  Those  poeins 
ijiake  his  own  appear  worse  by  contrast* 

jrn4 
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A  t>a^  in   ^mng,    dnd  other  Poans.      %  ^khttrA 
fVestally  Esq.  R.  A.     Svo.    pp.254. 

Gekivs  iUelf  frequentfy  (Ms  mktn  it  ettempts  ta 
-abinc  at  once  in  various  ways.  Cicero>  tr&nbcendent 
as  an  orator^  rendered  liirasetf  ridkrtfious  as  a  poet. 
^r.  AVestalV  boweVer,  who  liolds  an  elevated  rank  as 
A  painter,  will  not  "be  despised  as  a  bard,  firs  volatne 
.'proves  that  he  can  strilce  the  lyfe  wkk  grace  arid  ani^ 
,]kiatioQ. '  He  has  a  cornet  taste  and  a  poetical  spirit. 


4%;  Chrine:  m  Voetieat  Sketch,  in  eight  Cmtm.    Bgti 
Naoai  Ojffker.    6to.    pp.  478. 

Thist  large  volume  contains,-  we  itaagitiCy  nearly 
fifteen  thousand  lines,  among  all  whicn  there  i9 
scarcely  a  single  line  whiich  we  can  call  poetry.  The 
metre  and  the  rhyme,-  are  frequently  detestable.  Yet^f 
ill  spite  of  these  faults,  the  volume  is  amusing.  It  is  a 
minute  and  perfect  picture  of  a  na'val  life,  such  aff 
could  only  be  drawn  by  a  close  and  accurate  observer. 
There  are  some  passages  which  lead  us  to  think  tliat 
the  author  might  write  better,  if  he  would  take  greater 
eare. 

The  Resurrection^  a  Poem.  By  John  Stewart,  ^f. 
Author  of  *^  the  Pktuurts  cfLove,"  Small  3vo.  pp. 
S15S. 

hf  our  last  volume,  we  were  competed  to  filame  Mr. 
Stewart,  for  imitating  the  brilliant  but  vicious  style  of 
Dr.  Darwin.  We  arc  net  now  under  the  same  neces^ 
iity ;  or,  at  least,  we  need  blame  with  little  sKSveritj^. 
Mr.  Stewapt  has  nearly  got  rid  of  dl  hit  Darwiuiaa 


6S$       ' 

Ijedtrfiarities.  Wben  tre  here  censured  «  few  «wi<wriif(i 
in  aibcted  epitheti  and  -exprefl^ians,  ami  a  very  ivd 
fceble  or  ill-constructed  lines,  ne  have  done  M  di«ff 
<ntr  duty  calls  upon  bs  Xo  do  in  the  way  of  censure* 
There  then  remains  only  the  pleasing  task  of  saying 
that  The  Resttrrectron  is  a  poem  of  more  than  commoix 
merky  %ndi  tttet  we  hofe  it»  AutJu>r  will  ^uaiie  wkh 
Spirit  hid  poetical  'Career* 


the  FlantB^  a  Fom;  Cmdm  tie  Fit^  mulSeimd; 
Natetf    mtd  ycctuional  tocms.     B^  WiUiam  Ti^ht^ 
Ssq.    9vo.     pp.  1$6. 

In  fibe  leading  poem  of  this  voluroet-  th^re  are  maiy 
flegant  and  pleasing  passages*  The  languaa;e  is  good^ 
And  the  blank  verse  it  well  constructed.  We  bope  Una 
•ttthor  will  publish  the  concluding  Cantos.  Thm 
imalUHr  .potms  mte  not  unworthy  of  approbation^ 

traffi^eniif  in  Prase  mid  P'erse.  Sy  a  Yovtrg  taSgg 
kUehj  deceased^  with  some  Account  of  her  Life  omH 
Character,  by  the  Author  of  "  Sermons  on  the  Ehc^ 
irines  and  Duties  of  Lhristianitj/."  Third  Edition^ 
6vo«     pp.  21S* 

Miss  E.  Suith,  the  author  of  these  Fragments,  was 
a  female  of  uncommon  talents  and  accpiirements*  Shtf 
was  mistress  of  almost  all  the  ancient  and  modem  laiir* 
gaages,  and  of  all  the  elegant  arts.  To  crown  the 
whole  she  was  iinaffecfed,  amiable,  and  truly  piotis. 
9he  died  young,  and  her  death  may  be  considered  •» 
1^  heavy  loss  to  literature  and  society.  Her  poewus^ 
which  are  *  the  only  compositions  in  her  volume  tli«l 
coine  under  our   cofnbance,  are  written  in  a  p«n% 
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iasf^'  ftn<l  with  true  poetic  spirit.*  Mr;,  Bowles^  M 
tome  lines  to  her  memory,  has  justly  observed  that  it 
4ras  hcr'sy 

**  To  look  on  Natmre  with  d;  Poiet*s  gla&ce." 

The  Renovdtion  of  Tndia^  a  Poem^  with  the  Prophecy  tf 
Ganges,  an  Ode,     CroWu  8vo.  pp.  121. 

'  This  author  of  this  aiionymous  volume  may,  with  9 
just  consciousness  of  his  6wn  abilities,  exclaim  ^*  I, 
too,  am  a  Poet  V  VVtiy  he  should  toneeal  his  name  it 
is  not  easy  to  imagine.  '*  The  Renovation  of  India** 
is  in  blank  verse;  not  that  disgusting  sort  which  is 
merely  prose  cut  into  lengths,  but  blank  verse  full  of 
melody  and  spirit.  The  thoughts  and  diction  are  not 
less  happy  than  the  versification.  The  introductory 
Address  and  the  paraphrase  of  the  Latin  Ode,  are  like^ 
wise  honourable  to  the  talents  of  the  Author.  These 
poems  were  written  for  the  prizes  oft'ered  by  Dr. 
Buchanan,  of  which  prizes,  however,  no  award  ha2S 
yet  been  made^ 

Bidcombe  Hill,  with  other  Runal  Poems,  by  the  Rev. 
Francis  Sk array,  A,  M.  Fellow  of'  Lincoln  College, 
Oxford.     Crown  8vo.     pp.  153. 

BiDCOMBB  Hill  contains  some  good  thoughts  and 
lines.  As  a  wholo,  nevertheless,  it  is  not  above  me-' 
diocrity.  It  wants  vigour,  and  the  verse,  which  is 
blank  verse,  is  not  good.  The  other  poems  are  in 
general  but  indifferent.  Two  or  three  of  them^  how- 
«very  may  be  read  with  pleasure. 
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Edwy  and  ElgivOf  and  Sir  Everard;  two  Tales ^  bt/  the 
Rev,  Rubert  Bland.    Small  8vo.     pp.  187* 

These  Tales  are  the  productions  of  the  Author 
Ivhose  **  Traubiations  from  the  Greek  Anthology"  we 
mentioned,  with  great  and  merited  commendaiion,  it» 
page  622  of  our  last  volume.  Mr.  Bland  may  justly 
claim  to  rank  high  among  modern  poets.  To  eminent 
talents  he  unites  taste  and  judgment.  The  Tales  which 
lie  has  now  given  to  the  public  make  us  wish  ttwt  he 
had  given  more.  I'hc  interest  of  each  story  is  wdl 
sustained,  the  language  is  poetical,  and  the  versificar 
tion  has  at  once  a  sweetness,  strength,  and  freedom, 
which  are  not  often  found  in  the  compositions  of 
modern  writers.  Dryden  seems  to  be  Mr.  bland's 
model,  and  the  disciple  is  worthy  of  the  master. 

PoemSf  sacred  to  Love  atid  Beauty,    By  Hugh  DowMr 
matiy  M.  D,     Small  8vo.  2  vols.  pp.  330. 

In  these  two  volumes  Dr.  Downman  has  made  an 
offering  which  Love  and  Beauty  need  not  disdain  to 
accept.  His  poems  are  characterised  by  simplicity, 
.elegance,  tenderness,  and  purity  of  ideas.  They  de- 
serve a  pl^ce  in  every  select  collection  of  amatory 
poetry.. 

Poetry  m  Letters^  relative  to  Books,  Men,  and  Manners. 
By  IVilUam  Dyason,     Small  8vo.   2  vols.   pp.  373. 

This  is  one  of  the  books  which  make  a  Critic  curse 
his  occupation.  The  following  are  the  opening  lines  of 
the  liut  volume. — 


^  I'Aftsfct,  well  thou  know'st  tAy  th^m^ 

t«tter*d  fancy  lends  the  gleami 

In  easy  v^riting  to  tchearbe 

Tb6  varied  soiig  in  pl^axing  verse  ; 

Be  the  mind's  pt'ugretsive  care 

Studions  tii  the  eTOKt  here» 

My  letteirs  chiefly  written  are; 

To  the  uprights  jtist;  and  pure." 

Our  readers  will  readily  believe^  that  the  peroMil  of 
the$e  line^  init>ircd  us  with  ttad  furebodings  of  the  la- 
how  we  should  have  to  encourtteri  in  reading  Mn 
Dyason's  volumes;  Our  worst  fearS,  hbwever,  fell 
infinitely  short  of  the  reality^  The  lines  we  haVe  quoted 
are  (he  best,  far  the  best^  in  the  whole  375  pages. 
There  is  neither  metre,  good  Edglishf  nOr  sense  in  Mr* 
Dyason's  t>ocros.  We  can  t^emember  nothing  like  then^ 
except  a  Non  Siequitur^  called  an  Elegy  on  the  battld 
of  Landen,  which  is  to  be  found,  We  believe,  in  '*  An 
Essay  towards  a  Theory  of  the  intelligible  World,  bf 
Oabriel  John/'  and  which  opens  thus : — 

•*  O  that  my  lungs  were  made  of  butter*d  peas^ ! 

And  eke  with  scratching  get  the  itch  ; 
To  be  as  mangy  as  the  Irish  seas^ 

Ingend'hng  windmills  and  a  melted  witch !" 

We  conjecture  that  Mr.  Dyason  formed  his  styte 
bn  this  model.  It  must  be  confessed  that  hi$  imitation 
is  perfects 

PoemSy  Elegiac  and  Amatory ^  including  the  Poet^  ila- 
minatio/i,  Ode  to  Cupid^  Venus ^  SfC*  B^  IVUliam 
Dyason,     Small  8vo.     2  vols.  pp«  495. 

"  Misfortunes,"  says  the  old  adage,  "never come 
single.''    We  are  almost  convinced  of  the  truth  of  thit 
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Hfbgs.  No  sooner  huA  we  got  through  Mr,  Dyasoti^ 
'^  Letters"  than  the  £logiac  and  Amatory  Poems  eama 
under  our  view.  They  are  not  worse  than  the  Letters,, 
because  that  is  impossible;  but  they  are  equally  as 
bad,  and,  having  said  thaif  we  need  say  no  more. 

Poem  mul  Taletf  hy  Mm  Ttefmt.    Small  8vo.  9  vols* 

pp.  366. 

Thesx  poems  possess  great  feelings  simplicity,  and 
elegance.  Miss  Trefusis  was  a  woman  of  taste,  and  of 
a  polished  mind,  tier  compositions  will  cause  hep 
liame  to  be  remembered  with  honour ;  but  she  herself 
is  -loW  deaf  to  the  voice  of  praise ;  she  did  not  long 
survive  the  publication  of  her  volumes. 

Lyrkj  and  other  Poem$,     B^  JjOtra  Si^hia  Tttnpk^ 

Small  8vo.  pp.  145. 

Such  of  our  readers  as  have  not  seen  Miss  Tem^ 
pie's  volume,  may,  nevertheless,  form  some  judgment 
of  her  talents  from  the  pieces  whiqh  have  been  printed 
among  our  Fugitive  Poetry ;  and  that  judgment,  will 
assuredly,  not  be  an  unfavourable  one.  To  those  who 
have  no  knowledge  of  her  compositions,  we  shall  say, 
that  Miss  Temple  is  a  writer  much  above  inediocrity« 
(She  hi|S  a  cultivated  taste,  a  vivid  fancy,  and  a  cort 
rect  e^r. 

The  Fiiher  Boy^  a  Poem;  cofnptising  his  several  Atoca^ 
tions  tbiring  the  four  Seasons  of  the  Year*  By  H.  C, 
$s^.    Small  8vQ»  pp.  Il6. 

We  believe  that  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  a  poem 
^  ^ua^  length  with  a  greater  number  of  lame  linea|f 
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awkward  expressions,  and  ridiculous  ideas,  than 
the  "  Fisher  Boy,  by  H.  C.  Esq."  How  does  the* 
leader  like  such  lines  as,  *'  For  ye  the  liquid  dro|)S 
mine  eyes  enstecp ;''  '*  His  nimble  fingers  straight  the 
I  wine  doth  glide;"  *^  Fortune  will  cross  us  though 
we  strive  to  do;"  "The  little  snaky  living  aemone;* 
**  Whose  flesh  ojf  pinkish  hue  in  sauce  eats  well;" 
•'  Gin,  rpm,  ^nd  brandy,  wjth  ijie  vin  de  port;'* 
"  Three  hundred  yards  of  vacuum  'neath  his  feet;" 
•*  Splices  the  same  incontinent  thereto  ;*'  "  War  brig? 
aiid  officers  of  the  excise ;"  "  And  for  his  parent's 
eating  dab  supplies."  We  cannot  resist  the  temptation 
to  gratify  our  readers  with  a  specimen  of  the  Author's 
talents  for  description.. 

"  Still  onward  stride  the  elonds  of  leaden  tinge* 
•   While  otliers,  ct/pp'ronf  like*  bang  on  as  fringe." 

The  following  is  a  delightful  specimen  of  alliteration 
and  imitative  Harmony.  Speaking  «f  the  crow,  th^ 
author  says, 

^  Its  wingj  slow  flapping  in  tbe  airy  height* 
Lounging  lag  lazil^y  a  Ung'ring  weight." 

One  discovery  which  Mr.  H.  C.  has  made,  we  think 
^mrsclvcs  bound  to  communicate  to  the  public.  To 
poets,  in  partieuiar,  it  may  be  of  service.  It  is  that 
**  pity  makes  the  empty  stomach  full."  Bad,  how- 
ever, as  the  poem  is,  we  must  in  justice  own  that 
Little  Ned,  tbe  subject  of  it,  excites  considerable  interest, 
jmid  that  the  writer  appears  to  be  a  thoroughly  good 
nacured  person,  and  a  hater  of  cruelty,,  whether  exer^ 
4c;sed  ou  mau  Pf  on  iuieriur  animals. 
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ffome,    A  Poem*    The  second  Edition,   corrected  and 
enlarged.     Small  8vo.  pp.  175. 

-This  voliime  ought  to  find  a  place  in  the  library  of 
^▼ery  lover  of  Home  and  of  Poetry.  Never  v^ere  the 
delights  of  Home  celebrated  in  more  delightful  strains. 
The  descriptive  par6  of  the  poem  are  animated  an4 
picturesque,  the  language  is  flowing,  the  sentiments 
^re  elevated,  and  the  versification  has  a  sweetness 
which  cannot  easily  be  surpassed. 

The  Minor  Minstrel;  or  Poetical  Pieces^  chiefly  familiar 
'  and  descriptioe.    By  fV.  fiolhwti^.    Small  8vo.  pp, 
182. 

Mr.  Hollowat's  title  page  and  preface  warn  Us 
•gainst  expecting  in  his  volume  any  poetical  effusions 
of  a  higher  order.  Most  of  the  pieces  in  his  Minor 
Minstrel  were  written,  he  says)  for  the  amusement  and 
instruction  of  younger  minds.  They  are  well  calcu- 
lated for  their  iutended  purpose.  The  morality  is, 
throughout)  iinexceptioqable,  the  style  is  simple  and 
neat,  and  the  v/Brsification  is  flowing. 

Original  Poems,  intended  for  the  use  of.  Young  Persons^ 
On  41  flan  recommended  by  the  Rev,  Dr,  Isaac  Watts. 
By  Mrs.  Richardson,  widow  of  the  late  Joseph 
Jtxchardsonj  Esq.  M.  P.    Small  8vo.  ppl  144. 

*  T^xsft  poems  may,  as  far  as  their  morality  is  con*' 
icenied,  be  safely  put  into  the  hands  of  young  persons. 
it  b,  however,  to  be  regretted  that  Mrs.  Richardson 
did  not  polish  them  with  greater  care.  The  versificai 
tion  of  them  b  frequently  careless,  and  the  language 
ipelegant. 
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The  Bumiad;  an  BpUtk^  to  a  La^^  in  the  Manner  qf 
Bums,  With  poetic  Miscelhadesy  original  and  wdtom 
the.    By  John  Henry  Keimey.    SoMii  &¥0w  pp»  143. 

**  The  Bueniad,*^  we  arc  sorry  to  8ay»  is  not  •*  is 
the  manner  of  Burns,*^  except  as  ta^r  as  regards  the  ar* 
irangement  of  syllables  and  rhymes.  Ttie  Author  has 
pot  done  wisely  to  put  his  readers  in  miud  of  Bums, 
flis  smaller  poems  are  but  so  se  productioQS*  They 
clo  more  credit  to  his  heart  than  his  l^ead. 

The  Silkr  Gun.  A  Poem^  in  fonr  Cantn^t  oiM  Kates, 
and  a  Glossary.  By  Jehn  Mayne^  Author  of  the 
Poem  of  *^  Glasgpm*'    Small  Svu*  pp.  153. 

Tbe  Siller  Gun,  from  whicb  this  poem  ilerlvet  ikt 
name;,  is  a  small  silver  tube«  liice  the  tiarre)  ola  ptstol*/ 
which  James  the  Si>c|h  ordained  to  be  given  as  a  priia 
to  the  best  marksman  among  the  corporations  6S  Dam^ 
#rics.  The  shooting  for  this  pri^  h  the  sabjrct  of  tho 
poem ;  and  Mr.  Mayne  has  described,  witk  great 
spirit  and  humour,  the  persons  ami  characters-  of  tko 
competitors,  and  the  variety  of  pleasant  and  ludicrous 
incidents  to  which  the  contest,  and  i4s  conseqaent 
^kiyities,  naturally  give  rise.  Mr.  Mayue  appears- to 
hare  considerable  talents  for  this  sorl  orcoiDpositi^ 


'^he  Pastoral  Care.    A  didaciir.  Poem,,  in  tiree  Parts* 
Addressed  to  the  Junior  Ckrgy.    Small  &vo.  j^p.  174.  , 

If  we  were  desired  to  recommend  a  work  as  • 
fnanual  for  young  nniiisters,  tbe  volume  now  before  ut 
jsthat  whicn  we  should  name.  I'he  minister  who  acts 
|ip  to  its  pi^cepts  will  perform  bis  duty  to  God  aiKl  to 
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mail,  and  if\\\  render  himself  at  once  respected  and  be« 
loved  by  his  flock.  As  a  poem,  too,  it  possesses  high 
merit.  It  is,  generally,  both  elegant  and  animated. 
Few  readers,  we  believe  and  hope,  could  peruse  it 
without  receiving  pleasure  and  benefit.  A  few  lan^ 
guid  or  harsh  Tines  may,  nevertheless,  be  foand; 
which  the  Author,  we  tfiist,  will  have  an  opportunity 
of  correcting  in  another  edition. 

Tie  Church  Yard;    and    other   Po€fns,      By  Gtorg* 
WwdUy.    Small  8vo.  pp.  155. 

Tnb  principal  Poem  in  this  collection  is  written 
in  respectable  blank  verse,  and  contains  many  go<>d 
passages.  Its  moral  tendency  cannot  be  too  highl/ 
praised.    The  smaller  poems  are  chaste  and  pleasing; 

The  Fisherman**  Hut,  in  the  Highlande  of  Scotland. 
With  other  Potma.  By  Alexander  Yeman^  Ea^. 
Small  8vo.  pp.  152* 

Thb  Highlands  of  Scotland  are  Cold,  dredry,  and 
sterile ;  and  so  far  they  resemble  Mr.  Veman's  poems. 
They  are,  however,  frequently  picturesque  and  suIh 
lime;  and  in  this  they  are  entirely  different  from  his 
poems.  With  singular  infelicity,  he  has  written  a 
volume  which  docs  not  contain  a  single  good  line* 
To  grammar,  reason,  and  even  rhyme,  he  indulges  a 
most  unwarrantable  hostility.  We  will  treat  our  rea- 
ders with  a  specimen  of  his  prose,  arm  another  of  his 
verse.  **  With  respect,"  says  he,  in  bis  preface,  "  to 
the  mechanism  and  vcrsiflcaticm  of  it,  (the  poem).. 
I  shall  beg  leave  to  wave  aside,  for  the  better  investi- 
gation, jfeood  sense,  and  judgment  of  the  candid  and 
iavoumUe  inclined  part  of  the  public,  (if  avar  I  hava 
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tli^  hdndut  of  ftftetiiig  the  public  <yc.)"  !  Now  for 
a  8f>ice  of  bis  verse.  After  describing  the  materialy 
of  which  tbe  Fisherman's  Hut  h  built,  he  graramatr* 
cally,  roeludioiisly^  Aud  sublimely,  prt)ceed^  to  ttH 
usy  that, 

"  CoroposM  of  these  the  biraible  inansipn  nne, 

Wbote  mean  Mttior  told  tbe  inWard  woeft ; 

Unknown  to  neighbours*  with  their  sport  iind  tilfti 

Regales  this  hut,  in  yonder  rirearV  Tale. 

At  home  sometines  the  she  would  laboor  hard^ 

6r  toils  a;  d  danger  call  him  now  abroad* 

To  plough  the  seas  in  some  lone  truckless  place* 

Circhng  aroand^  he  seeks  the  finny  race,**  &c  &a   - 

If  the  reader  like  this,  he  may  buy  thie  TOliirfie  Tot- 
fife  shillings,  and  gratify  bis  taste  with  ISit  jptigjBB  of 
equal  merit ! 

Ecanirk  nks,  im  Fer&e.    By  CorntKui  Crdii/^^  E^. 

Small  8vo.,  pp.  151. 

Cornelius  Crambo,  Esquire,  is  indisputably  a. 
fallow  of  infinite  jest  and  humour,  and  we  hope  that 
these  are  not  the  last  eccentric  tales  which  he  will 
give  to  the  Public.  Those  who  love  laughter  will  dt> 
well  to  read  his  volume.  Wc  advise  him,  however,  to 
be  rnlhcr  more  attentive  to  decorum,  when  he  next 
appears  in  print.  He  has  sometimes  a  larger  slidre  of 
wit  than  uf  delicacy* 

The  Poor  Man's  Sabbath,  uitk  other  Poems.  By  John 
Sti-uthers.  Third  Edit'wn^  corrected  and  enlarged^ 
Small  8vo.  pp*  127. 

In*  this  volume  a  large  portion  of  piety  is  happily 
blended  with  a  ve^  respectable  p^rtiou  t^  poetry. 
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Bfr.  Sttutliew  is  an  accurate  observer  of  man  and  of 
nature,  and  has  the  talent  of  giving  spirit  and  pic^ 
turesque  eflfect  to  his  description  of  what  he  sees  and 
feels.  To  his  religious  sentiments  too  much  prais« 
cannot  be  given. 

Pathetic  Tales  J  Poems,  SfC.   '  By  J.  B,  Fisher ,  Author  of 
the  Hermitage^   Mort  Caatk^  S^.  SfC.    Crown  Svo. 

pp.  155.  : 

By  the  composition  of  these  poems  the  author,  in 
bis  prefa^cw  assures  us  that  he  has  beguiled  some  bourr 
of  sorrow;  and  he  now  publishes  them,  by  subscript* 
tion,  with  the  hope  of  bettering  his  pecuniary  circum* 
stances.  We  wish  that  he  may  have  succeeded  as  well 
in  the  latter  purpose  as  ii^he  former.  His  verses  are  in«i 
correct,  but  they  are  not  wholly  without  merit.  We 
do  not,  however,  advise  him  to  leave  any  calling  for 
the  "  idle  trade"  of  poetry.  There  is  in  his  volume 
one  poem  of  a  very  superior  kind,  which  he  states  to 
have  been  furnished  by  an  unknown  friend.  It  is  M 
Elegy  on  returning  from  the  funeral  of  Mr»  Fox. 


Poems ^  upon  several  Subjects.    By  Mrs.  Iliff'.    Small 

Svo.  pp.  147. 

Mrs.  Ilifv  lays  no  claim  to,  the  rank  of  poetess. 
She  declares  that  she  has'  published  her  verses  merely 
to  obtain  some  assistance  towards  '*  educating  her 
children,  during  the  anxious  period  of  a  Father's  ab- 
•ence.**    We  arc  happy  to  see  that  she  has  procured 
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tobecripiions  for  eleven  hundred  copies,  and  has  thap 
accomplished  her  laudable  object.  Some  of  her  verses^ 
arc  pretty ;  uone  pf  them  are  otlcnsive* 

Gilbert;  or  the  Yotivg  Carrier^  an  Amatory  "Rural  Po^ 
em.  In  four  Boohf  ornamented  vith  Plates.  Small 
8vo.  pp.  143. 

Til  RR£  arc  some  toYcraBfe  passages  in  this  poem, 
but  they  are  not  sufficiently  numerous  to  preserve  it 
from  a  speedy  oblivion.  The  language  and  versificap^ 
tion  are  far  below  mediocrity*  Those  friends  whose 
**  flattering  encomiums"  imiuced  the  author  to  publish, 
did  not  do  him  a  serricei  when  they  bestowed  their 
flattery. 

Poems^  by  Miss  5.  Erance^  ^fleeted  from  her  earSest 
Productions,  to  those  of  the  Pretait  Year.  Small 
8vu.  pp.  131. 

The  Editor  of  these  poems  has  not  stated  the  age  of 
Miss  Evanee,  but  we  suppose  that  she  is  youug.  Her 
compositions  display  poetical  talent,  whrch  xleservcs  to 
be  cultivati'd.  The  style  is  unafl'ectod,  and  the  versi- 
fication indicates  that  her  ear  is  correct. 

Sorrbus  of  Mcnwry^  and  other  Poems.     By  Henry  JMet^ 
moth.     Small  8vo.  pp.  122. 

ff 

>Ir.  MfiLMOTii  is,  we  imagine,  a  young  author. 
If  he  be  so,  great  hopes'  may  be  entertaioed  of  hira* 
liis  versification  is  musical  and  spirited,,  and  his  style 
IS  tlowing  and  poetical.    Many  of  his  amatory  piecas  arc. 
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«9ctrcroe1y  elegant  His  tales,  too,  are  interesting.  It 
is  to  be  regretted  that  the  first  lines  of  his  opening 
poem  are  spoiled  by  two  grammatical  errors,  which 
are  almost  the  only  errors  of  the  sort  to  be  found  hi 
kis  volume. 

Tie  Rural  Enthusiast^  and  other  Poems,     By  Mrs.  M» 
if.  Hay*    Small  8vo.  pp.  |6S.     • 

Nbvee  was  a  g<K)d  sabject  more  wretchedly  mur- 
dered than  in  the  leading  poeii)  of  this  volume.  The 
character  and  enjoyments  of  the  Rural  Enthusiast 
would  afford  ample  room  for  poetry;  but,  unfortu- 
]|fttt.'ly,  Mrs.  Hay  aad  the  Muses  arc  not  upon  terms 
4>f  friendship ;  nor,  indeed,  has  she  even  the  slightest 
acquaintance  with  tbem.  It  is,  therefore,  almost  un- 
necessary for  us  to  say,  tbal  her  short  poems  are  as 
dull  as  bcf  long  one  is. 

fowling;  a  Poem^  (in Jive  Boohj  descriptive  of^ouscj 
Partridge^    Pheasant^    Woodcock^    Duck,    and  Siiip€ 

Shooting,    Small  8vo.  pp.  liO. 

«  •     ♦ 

Ir  the  author  of  this  volume  be  as  good  a  sportsman 
as  he  is  a  writer,  he  must  be  a  tolerable  shot.  His 
poem  is  a  pleasing  composition,  and  will  gratify  even 
those  who  never  have  any  thing  to  do  with  dogs  and 
guns.  His  delineations  of  picturesque  scenery  are 
drawn  with  correctness  and  spirit. 

Poems  by  Matilda  Betham.     Small  8vo.    pp.  11^. 


Ih    this    volume    there    are    no    fnults    of   ^reat 
Lgnitada*      The     authoress     is    sometimes     ncoJi* 

o  o  3 
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gent,  and  this  is  the  worst  we  have  to  say.  Her  styW 
is  unvitiated  by  any  meretncioiis  ornament,  and  her 
versification  is  flowing  without  being  tame.  We  have 
been  particularly  pleased  with  the  pui'm  which  is  on* 
titled  "  L'Homme  de  TEnnui."  Several  othen  alsa 
have  nearly  equal  merit, 

TIte  Sweets  of  Solitude^  and  other  Toems.    Bjjf  Thomas 
Burnet.    Small  8vo.  pp.  ft8« 

Mr.  Burnet  has  ttied  his  hand  at  many  Icinda  Qf> 
composition,  and  has  completely  failed  in  all.  It 
would,  indeed,  be  difficult  to  decide  in  what  atylo. 
he  writes  worst.  We  shall  not  attempt  to  solve  sucli^ 
a  knotty  point*  II  is  but  justice  to  s^y  that,  in.  on^ 
part  of  his  book,  he  appears  quite  conscious  that  hi4. 
Muse  is  not  ^a  Muse  of  fire;"  for  he  piteousljf  e)b« 
claims, 

« 

*•  O  wretched  Bard  !  thy  fate  w  hard  indeed. 
To  lug  a  Muse  of  such  a  mulish  breed  !'* 

The  Family  Picture,  or  Domestic  Education :  a  Poetic 
Eyistle  Jrom  a  Country  Gentleman^  to  his  College 
Friend  the  Bi6hop  o^  ♦♦♦♦♦♦  ♦.     l2mo*  pp.  67; 

This  country  gentleman  is  certainly  pot  a  mean 
Poet.  His  faults  chiefly  consist  in  an  occasional  neg- 
ligrnce  of  style,  and  a  want  of  clearness  and  connec* 
tion.  These  faults,  however,  are  more  than  counter- 
balanced by  hib  merits.  He  is  often  elegant  and 
vigorous,  and  displays  great  powers  of  description. 
1  he  picture  of  Aspasia  is  drawn  with  the  pencil  pf  a 
master* 


,  iPo^iical  TiJeSf  founded  on  Facts,     Bjf    M.  Savory  m 

Small  8vo«  pp.  l48* 

Thehb  in  much  incorrectness  in  these  tales,'  and 
Ihey  hflive  likewise  many  prosaic  and  hobbling  lines, 
"but  still  we  think  the  author,  {who  pleads  youth 
And  defective  education,)  is  not  wholly  devoid .  of 
lalents  for  poetry.  Some  of  the  tales  contain  pleasing 
|>assage8y  and  are  not  uninteresting^ 

"England  and  Spain;   or  Valour  and  PdtrioHsm*    ^y 
Fdicia  Dorothea  Broxone,    4to«  pp.  28. 

Ow  comparing  this  poem  with  the  poem^  in  Miss 
Browne's  volume,  we  find  that  she  has  considerably 
iroprovefl.  Her  versification  is  polished, .  and  her  lan- 
guage is  generally  poetical.  If  she  should  contique'^o 
improve  as  much  as  she  has  done,  we  may  expqct 
works  from  her,  which  will  deserve  to  be  remembered,. 

The  Book  of  Fate!  an  Ode',  with  Notes ^  critical  ahd 
Political.    By  Philo  Britannicus*    4to.  pp.  ^4f« 

In  this  Book  of  Fate  we  ca6  plainly  read  one  thing, 
which  is,  that  the  Author  is  a  pitiful  scribble;  aiid  we 
will  venture  so  far  to  pry  into  another  Book  of  fate, 
1^  to  predict  that  Philo  Britapnicus's  production  will 
inevitably  be  consigned  to  the  Trunk  maker,  or  th« 
Cheesemonger,  or  perhaps  be  disposed  of  in  a  still 
more  disgraceful  m^iicr.  it  has  no  reason,  ^i\d  not 
always  rhyme. 

o.o  4 
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Tke  Skhtnrfcl  tf  St.  PauL    J  Seatmim  Priu  Pom. 
By  tkf  Hev.  Charles  James  Hoare^  A.  M.    Fellow  ef 
St.  John's  College,  Cambriffge,  and  Vicar  of  Blanim 
Jord  F^rum,  in  the  County  of  Porset,    4to.  pp.  18* 

This  it  one  of  the  most  spirited  poems  to  which* 
for  mauy  years,  the  Statoniau  priie  has  given  birth. 
The  language  is  poetical,  and  the  descriptions  are  fre« 
^uently  picturesque  and  animated*  The  veisificatioii 
js  smooth,  and,  at  times,  vigorous :  but  it  wants  var 
riety.  The  caesura!  pauM*  frequently  falls  on  the  same 
syllable  for  several  succeeding  lines,  which  occasioni 
an  unpleasant  mopoteny. 

The  Senses:  an  Ode ;  in  the  Manner  of  CoUins's  Ode  on  the 

Passions.    4to.  pp.  15. 

Tuouop  the  Author  of  The  Senses  follows  Collins 
at  a  great  distance,  he  is  by  no  means  a  writer  of 
contemptible  abilities.  There  is  spirit,  and  animated 
description,  and  g(K>d  versification,  in  his  Ode ;  and 
this  is  more  than  we  can  say  of  a  large  majority  of 
the  poems  which  we  ^rc  compelled  to  read. 

Kathleen ;  a  Ballad ;  from  an  ancient  Irish  Tradition  in 
the  Vallty  of  Glandilough.  County  of  Wickkm.  By 
John  Edwards f  Esq.  of  Oldcourt^  w  the  some  County^ 
4to.  pp.  20. 

Tnis  is  a  simple  but  interesting  story,  told  in  verse^, 
which  is  generally  smooth.  The  words  are  adapted  to 
an  old  Irish  air,  anown  by  the  English  name  of  **  Past 
One  o^lock.*'  The  notes  of  the  air  are  pitfixcd  to 
thelNOlad. 
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SATIRE. 

Corruption  and  lutokrance:  two  Poems.  With  Nota. 
Addrtned  to  an  EngUshman  by  an  Irishman*  8vo. 
pp.  74. 

These  poems  arc  well  calculated  to  make  tbo 
critic  exclaim,  in  tlie  words  of  Milton,  **  That  strain 
J  heard  was  of  a  higher  mood."  They  are  the  produc- 
tions of  a  writer  hitherto  known  only  as  one  of  the 
most  elegant  of  our  amatory  poets.  Their  author  is 
^Thomas  Moore ;  and  they  give  convincing  proof  of  hit 
lalents  for  satirical  composition.  They  are,  in  no 
common  degree,  severe  and  animated.  I'be  notes 
abound  with  wit* 

The  Smptidad;  a  Satirico*Didactic  Poem.  Containing 
Hints  for  the  Scholars  of  the  New  School^  suggested 
by  Horaces  Art  of  Poetry^  and  improved  by  a  Con" 
templation  of  the  Works  of  the  first  Masters*  Small 
•yo.  pp.  51. 

Whoever  is  the  author  of  this  poem,  he  is  cer- 
tainly a  poet«  If  this  be  his  first  production  we  are 
much  mistaken.     He  writes  with  wit,  and  ease,  and 

frace,  and  spirit*  To  the  rare  virtue  of  candour  he 
as  likewise  an  indisputable  claim.  His  satire,  though 
keen,  is  free  from  the  slightest  tincture  ot  abuse  or  vi- 
rulence, and  he  pays  a  liberal  testimony  to  the  genius 
of  those  poets  whose  offensive  peculiarities  be  is  com* 
pelled  to  censure* 
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Pursuits  of  Agriculture;  a  Satirical  Foem^  in  three 
Cantos.  With  Notes.  8vo*  Cautos  I.  and  II.  pp. 
124, 

The  author  of  this  poem  is  a  man  of  wit  and  po- 
etical talent*  lie  lashes  several  agricultural  follies 
with  equal  severity  and  justice.  Like  most  satirists, 
however,  he  sometimes  (though  it  must  be  owned  not 
oftdi,)  carries  his  severity  too  far,  and  lashes  indis* 
criminately  the  good  and  the  bad.  We  heiartily  re- 
commend his  poem  to  the  perusal  of  our  readers ;  be- 
ing perfectly  sure  that  they  will  be  amply  repaid  for 
their  trouble. 

rfii  Heroic  Epistle  to  Mr.  JFinsor^  the  Patentee  of  the 
Hydro-Carbonic  Gas  Lights,  and  Founder  of  the  ^a- 
iional  Light  and  Heat  Company,    4to.  pp.  19. 

^VHATETE^l  justice  there  may  bain  this  attack  upon 
JVIr.  Winsor,  there  is,  at  least,  an  abundance  of  wit. 
Among  Heroic  Epistles  this  deservps  to  hold  an  emi- 
nent place.  Wc  have  not,  for  a  long  time,  seen  any 
thin°;  more  animated  and  witty  ^  and  we  believe  there 
arc  few  persons,  except  the  object  of  its  satire,  who 
will  not  be  gratified  by  the  perusal  of  it. 

Utile  Odes  to  Great  Fdlks  r  mth  a  Dedicatory  Dithyi 
ramhic  to  Sir  R-ck-rd  Ph-il^ps,  Knight.  By  Pindar 
Minimus.  IVith  Notes,  Crihcal  and  Explanatory ^  by 
Sextus  Scriblerus.     l^ith  a  'Frontispiece.     8vo.    pp: 

107. 

*  •  • 

Tif  ERE  is  some  humour  in  these  little  oiesi  and  in 
the  notes  annexed   to  ihcm,  and  tkos^  who  .wish  to 
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«i\|oy  « laogby  without  caring  \much  about  the  gpod- 
aess  of  the  poetry,  may  find  cntertainmeut  iu  them. 
They  are  squibs,  and  nothing  more. 

Tie  Congress  df  Crowned  Heads ;  or  tkt  Flea's  Turtle- 
Feast^  and  the  Louse's  Dress- Ball.  A  Satirical  Poem. 
«vo.  pp.  22. 

TiiiSrpDem  is  what  the  author  describes  it  to  be,  a. 
moretrioe.  it  is,  however,  a- pleasant  trifle  enough'. 
There  is  some  humour  in  it^  and  the  versification  I6 
tolerably  flowing.  Napoleon  and  his  numerous  re  la* 
lives  arc  the  objects  of  the  satire. 
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REPUBLICATIONS    OF    ANCIENT    ENGLISH 

POETRY. 

TAeBaifk  of  Flodden  Field;  4i  Poem  of  the  mttenth 
Century.  With  ike  various  P^xuiing^  of  the  different 
Copies;  hUtonoal N^tUs ;  a^Qlossary,  and  an  Appen^ 
4i9y  coKtaming  ancient  Poems^  and  historical  Matter^ 
relating  to  the  ^same  'Eventj  B^  Henry  Weber.  8vo. 
pp.389*    .    ' 

This  poem  was  published,  almost  forty  years  ago, 
by  the  Rev.  R.  Lamw,  from  an  tficorrect  and  compara- 
tively modern  MS.  It  is  now  reprinted  from  an  old 
edition.  As  poetry,  it  Cfin  boast  of  little  merit.  It  is 
curious,  however,  as  preserving  many  facts  which  are 
ftat  elsewheie  to  be  £>und.  Mr.  Weber  has  perlbrme4 
Urn  itMx^  •f'fidiioriii A,  satiafactojy  manoar.   . 
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Scottish  Historical  and  Romantic  Ballads,  ckie/ly  Andaii  ; 
with  explanatory  Notes^  and  a  Glossary,  To  which 
art  prised.  Some  Remarks  on  the  early  State  of  Bo* 
mantic  Composition  in  Scotland.  By  John  i^inlay. 
Crown  8vo.    2  vols.  pp.  419. 

The  majority  of  the  ballads  contained  in  these  vo* 
lumes  had  been  previously  published.  They  are  now, 
however,  printed  with  greater  correctness  than  in  any 
former  work.  Much  care  has  been  bestowed  by  the 
Editor  in  procuring  and  collating  different  copies  of 
the  same  composition.  The  prefixed  remarks  display 
taste«  and  knowledge  of  the  subject* 

Specimens  of  English  Dramatic  Poets^  who  lived  aboui 
the  Time  of  Shakspeare:  with  Holes.  By  Charles 
Lamb.    Crown  bvo.    pp.  484. 

To  form  a  collection  of  the  works  of  our  ancient 
<1ramutic  writers  is  at  once  a  difficult  and  an  expensive 
task,  for  which  comparatively  few  persons  have  either 
money  or  patience.  To  those  who  are  deficient  in 
either  of  these  articles,  Mx.  Lamb's  volume  will  be 
unacceptable  work.  •  1  le iias  made  his  selection  with 
aniich  taste  and  judgment.  As  to  bis  notes  we  are 
concerned  to  say  that,  though,  they  are  frequently  per- 
tinent, they  are  written  in  a  stiff  and  unpleasant  style. 


TRANSLATIONS. 


A  New  Versifm  of  the  Psalms,  in  Blank  Verse.     With  a 
Latin  Version  of  the  Eighth  Psabn  in  Alcaic  Verse. 
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Sp  tie  Rem*  TkomoB  De/mU,  Curate  of  Hasiemeref 
Surry*     12mo.  pp.  ^69* 

To  this  translation  we  cannot  ^ve  any  share  of 
praise,  consistently  with  our  duty.  It  is  in  blank 
terse  what  the  version  of  Sternhofd  and  Hopkins  is  in 
rhyme.  Having  said  this  we  need  say  nothing  more* 
We  regret  that  Mr*  Dennis  did  not  cbuse  rhyme  in- 
stead of  blank  verse,- as  two  small  rhymed  poems  at  the 
end  of  the  volume,  wbicb  are  not  without  merit,  in* 
4uce-  us  to  believe  that  he  would  have  8ucc<*eded  much 
better  in  the  Psalms,  had  he  not  adopted  blank  verse* 

Sjtedmen  of  on  Englisk  Homers  in  Bkmk  Vene,    Svq* 

pp.  30* 

Thbbr  is  no  reason  for  regret,  that  the  present 
Cranslator  does  not  intend  to  proceed  with  his  tiansla- 
tiou  of  Homer*  We  have  found  his  specimen  quite 
enough.  It  is  more  than  commonly  rugged  and  un- 
poetical.  To  read  the  whole  of  Homer  in  such  a 
Iranblation  would  be  a  task  indeed. 

• 

The  Georgia  of  Pubiiut  Virgiliut  MarOf  trandtUed  into 
EngHtk  Blank  Fei-«r,  hp  J  antes  IL  Deare^  LL.B.  Vicar 
uf  Buret  in  the  Cowitjf  of  Suffolk j  and  Chaplain  i^ 
Ordinary  to  his  Majesty,    8vo.  ^  pp.  157* 

This  translation  does  not  appear  likely  to  supersede 
any  of  its  predecessors*  it  generally  gives  the  sense, 
but  seldom,  if  ever,  the  grace  and  spirit  of  the 
original.  Nothing,  indeed,  can  be  more  harsh,  forced, 
and  unpoetici4,  than  Mr*  Deare  s  style.   .The  verufica* 
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tion  also,  Is  singularly  unmusicalv  What  ear  ean  ttAA^ 
rate  such  ten  syllable  lines  as  "  To  use  thyself  to  in- 
vocation;" "The  balmy  stream  of  vegetation;"  and 
others  of  the  same  sort,  where  the  unfortunate  last 
word  is  stretched  on  the  rack  to  make  it  furnish  the 
needful  number  of  syllables?  This  reminds  us  of  Dr» 
Case's  celebrated  distich, 

'(  Here^s  foarteen  piUs,  f^r  tMrteMitfieiiee ! 
Enough  in  any  man*fl  con-Aci-ence.**  .. . 

In  other  instances,  Mr.  Deafe  errs  on  the  side  of 
redundancy;  and  gives  us  eleven  syllable  verses  of 
which  it  is  impossible  to  make  metre,,  He  sometimes 
even  uses  Alexandrines,  which,  as  he  ought  to  know^ 
are  not  admissible  in  blank  verse.  n 

ji  Translation  of  The  Geor^ics  of  Puhlivs  VirgUiui 
Maro,  with  the  Original  Text ;  and  Notes  critical^ 
and  illustrative  of  Ancient  and  Modern  Husbandry* 
By  William  Stawtllj  A.  M,  Rector  of  Kilrtialooda^  in 
the  Diocese  of' Cork,    Crown  8vo.  pp;  503. 

This  translation  is  in  rhyme.  The  translator  mo- 
destly declares  that  his  version  should  m^ver  have  seen 
the  light,  if  Mr*  Sotheby's  version  had  been  accom- 
panied by  notes.  Though  not  equal  to  Mr.  Sotheby's, 
it  is,  however,  a  production  which  does  credit  to  Mr. 
Stavvell.  Many  passages  are  rendered  with  ease, 
spirit,  and  fidelity.  The  notes  occupy  nearly  half  the 
volume,  and  are  both  amusing  and  instructive. 

The  ttco  First  Books  of  Ovid's  Metamorphoses  ;  attempted 
in  English  Verse,    By  W.  Mills^  lat€  a  Scholar,  mm 
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mi-  Assistant^     in'  Buntingford    Granmar    SckpoL 
Crown  8vo.  ppt  115. 

If  this  were  the  production  of  a  full  ^r6wyi  author^ 
Vie  should  advise  him  not  to  publii^h  again.  But  it  js».  ' 
Oti  the  contrary,  the  Work  of  a  yoijth  only  twenty^ 
Was  cotnpletcd  in  a  short  period,  and  under  some  dis-i 
advantageous  circumstances,  and  is  published  with  the 
motive  of  ascertaining  **  whether  the  translator  may. 
be  likely  to  ertploy  hirfiself  usefully  and  successfully, 
as  he  advances  in  age  andv  experience,  on  the  Latin 
Und  Greek'  poets."  We,  therefore,  say  **  Oo  on.'* 
There  is -quite 'merit  enough  in  the  wrsiun  to  authorize 
our  faopH)g  that  Mr.  Mills  will,  in  time,  translate 
with  mora  spirit  and  grace* 

The  Satires  of  Jwoenal:  translated  and  illustrated^     ZJy. 
Trancis  Hodgion,  A.  Af.     Fellow  of  Kings  College^ 
*  Cambridge.    4ro.  pp.  61 1.  J 

Tn  AT  two  excellent  translations  of  Juvenal  should 
ht  published  within  five  years  was  more  thsln  could  rca* 
aonably  be  expected.  .  Such  has>  however,  been  the 
case.  Mr.  Hodgson  has  entered  the  lists  of  transla- 
tion with  Mr.  Gifford,  and  has  proved  himself  fairly 
entitled  to  divide  the  prize  with  bis  formidable  rival. 
His  version  is  faithful,  elegant,  and  highly  spirited,' 
and  will,  doubtless,  be  aiways  considered  as  one  of 
the  best  versions  of  the  Roman  satirist. 

Ikfthi   and  Italian  Poems   of  Milton ,    translated   into 

'  Ehgiihk  Verse;  and  a  Fragment  of  a  Ctimmentary  on 

Paradise  Lost.     Bjf  the  late  William  Cawper^  Esq, 
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ttlth  a  Preface  by  ^he  Editor;  and  Notei  of  tamta 
Authors,    4to.     pp.  355* 

To  say  that  Cowper  has  done  justice  to  bis  great 
original  is  no  weak  praise ;  but  to  that  praise  he  is  un- 
doubtedly entitled.  He  has  translated  both  the  Latini 
and  the  Italian  poems  with. a  grace,  and  spirit,  and 
fidelity,  such  as  are  not  often  found  in  translations. 
The  fragment  of  a  commentary  compels  us  to  xegret 
that  it  is  nothing  more  than  a  fragment* 

Tttrarch  Translated;  m  a  Selection  of  kU  Sonnets^  mid 
Odet;  accompanied  xoith  Notes ^  andihe  original  Italian; 
also  with  the  Bead  of  Petrarch  from  an  antiaue  Bronze; 
by  the  Tranelator  of  Catullus*    &vo*  pp.  2o8« 

This  volume  is  the  production  of  a  writer  of  taste 
and  talent.  The  translation  is,  in  general,  well  ex- 
ecuted, and  the  nutes  are  not,  as  is  often  the  cascv 
mere  appeiniages  to  increase  the  size  of  the  book. 

Purtenopex  de  Blots  ^  a  Romance,  in  four  Cantos,  Freefy 
tramlated  from  the  French  of  M.  le  Grand;  with 
Nutes,    By  WiUimn  Stixvart  Rose.    4to.  pp.  225. 

A  MORK  pleasing  romance  than  Partenopex  de  Bloit- 
was  never  listened  to,  by  knrgbi  df  dame,  in  bower  or 
ball  Mr.  Stewart  has  doiKs  more  than  justice  to  his 
original.  The  story  excites,  and  keeps  up,  a  stroug 
interest;  the  descriptive  parts  are  eminently  beautiful; 
and  the  versification  has  a  freedom  and  melody  whicb 
prove  Mr.  Stewart  to  possess  a  musical  ear»  and  a  hi^k 
degree  of  skilU 


I 
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Tie  Satires  of  SoileaUf  translated;  with  some  Accmmi 
of  that  Poet^s  Life  and  JVritings^     8vo.  pp.  ^31. 

Many  passages  of  this  translation  are  executed 
both  with  fidelity  and  spirit.  Others  are  so  miserably 
done  that  they  will  nut  bear  reading.  There  is  stilL 
abundant  room  for  another  translator  of  Boileau*  It 
is  astonishing  that  a  tran^ilator,  like  the  one  under  re* 
view,  who  can  write  good  verse,  should  have  been  lo 
•inattentiiw  to  metrei  as  he  has  often  been. 


DRAMA. 

UNACTED  PLAYS. 


The  Test  of  Guilt ;   or  Traits  of  Jntient  SvperstUioM. 
'  A  Dramatic  Tale.     Bt/  the  late  Mr.  Joseph  Strutt^ 

t  Author  of  the    Royal  and  Ecclesiastical  Hutorif  of 

England  ;  Horda  AngeUCynnan^  or  Manners  and  Cus*^, 
torns  of  the  English ;  SfC.  SfC.  SfC.  Src  4to.  pp.  1 19. 
In  thf  same  Volume ,  The  Bumpkin* s  Disaster;  or  a 
'  Journey  to  London :  containing  the  Whimsical  Advent 
tures  of  Ploughshare  and  Ctodpoll ;  incidental  to  whid 
are  described,  a  Consultation  of  the  Fairies ;  including 
also  the  Legendary  Histoay  of  WaUham  Cross.  A 
Collection  o^'  Fragments.  By  the  late  Mr.  Joseph 
Strutt,  pp.  55. 

Tbb  Test  of  Guilt  is  a  composition  which  scarcely 
rises  to  mediocrity.  The  same  may  be  said  of  th« 
Fragments.      They  show  their  author  to  have   beeu 
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4  man  of  an  elegant  mind,  and  consequently  not  « 
tbere  dry  antiquary;  but  they  do  not  entitle  him  t6 
a  place  among  the  poetical  brotherhood* 

Mwical  Dramagf  wUk  Select  Paems^  and  Baltadi.    By 
John  Rarmie.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  291. 

These  dramas  possess  a  respectable  share  of  meriti 
and  are  not,  we  think,  unworthy  of  being  introduced 
iipon  the  stage.    We  are  sure  that  worse  musical 

? ieces  have  not  only  been  tolerated,  but  applauded* 
'he  songs   scattered  through  them  are  often  elegant 
ttfid  poetical,  which  is  more  than  truth  will  allow  us 
lo  say  of  the  majority  of  modem  songs*    The  poems, 
V  which  fill  the  remainder  of  the  volume,  are  above  me* 
dipciity. 

Tke  Dramatic  Appellant^  No.  I.  Containing  The  Baron§ 
cfEWenbergk :  a  Tragedy  ^  in  five  Acts :  by  Ferdinand 
Jtullarton  W^eston^  Esq.     Albert  and  Rosalie,  or  tke 

'  Fire  King:  a  Grand  Mdo-Dratna,  in  three  Acts. 
The  Wager:  a  Musical  Entertainment ,  in  two  Acts, 
William  Tell:  a  Tragedy^  in  fixe  Acts.  By  Evgenius 
Rocke,  Esq,     8vo.  pp.  243. 

This  work  may  be  entitled  an  Asylum  for  rejected 
Dramas.  The  two  tragedies  contain  some  good  pas- 
sages, and  striking  situations,  but  are  certainly  not 
calculated  for  the  stage.  The  Melo  Drama  is  an  in* 
different  composition,  and  the  Musical  entertainment 
has  no  merit  of  any  kind  to  recommend  it  to  notice. 

Solynum.    A  Tragedy.    In  five  Acts,     8vo.  pp.  99. 

There  are  many  worse  tragedies  than  Solymaa 
which  have  been  well  received  by  the  public.    Th« 
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plot  is  well  contrived,  the  characters  are  drawn  with 
tolerable  spirit^  and  the  language  is  not  unpoetical. 

MradiUas  and  Fanthea;  a  Tragedf^  mfive  4ct$:  from 
the  Cyrvfadia  of  Xenophon,  By  Jdm  Edwards^  rf 
Old  Court  in  the  ComUy  of  Wickhwj  Eiq.     8vo.  pp. 

This  piece  was  written  nineteen  years  ago,  printed 
in  the  year  1802,  and  withheld  from  publication  till 
the  present  year..  It  has  few  gross  faults,  and  few 
striking  b(*autit*s«  Some  passages,  however,  justify  m 
belief  that  the  Author  is  not  without  poetical  talent. 

Tke  Fall  of  Portugal;  or.  The  Royal  Exiles.    A  TrOf* 
gedy,  in  Jive  Jets.     8vo.  pp.  69* 

This  tragedy  is  a  truly  miserable  composition.  It 
Iiat  neither  plot,  character,  sentiment,  nor  language, 
to  recommend  it.  We  have  not  been  able  to  dud  a 
tiogle  line,  which  is  worthy  of  praise. 

Tke  Guardkmi;  or  the  Man  of  my  Choice^    A  Comedy^ 
in  Jive  Act$,    Svo.  pp.  100« 

The  writer  of  this  play  seems  to  have  been  desiroos 
to  emulate  the  celebrated  Lope  de  Vega  in  rapidity  of 
composition.  He  tells  us  in  his  preface, « that  the 
Guardians  was  written  ''  in  ^we  days."  The  comedy 
is  such  as  might  be  expected  from  such  unwise  haste. 
It  is,  in  all  respects,  a  very  imperfect  piece.  We  thinks 
liowever,  that  the  author  u  not  without  talent ;  but  we 
seriously  adviM  him  never  to  write  another  drama  in  so 
abort  a  time  as  five  days. 

lPp2 
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AHttqtdtyy  a  Faree^  in  two  Jets.    8vo.  py.  49^* 

This  farce  is  written  by  a  yety  young  man,  and  there 
h,  therefore,  som«  allowance  to  be  made  for  its  defectB* 
Though  it  is  certainly  not  calculated  for  the^atage,  and 
is  net  very  amusing  in  tlit  perusal^  yet  it  hk%  good  points 
enough  to  induce  u»  to  hope  that  its  author  will  do 
better  in  time. 


ACTED  FLAYS. 

T^e  W^ertdf  a  Comedy,  in  Jive  Jcft.  A$  performed  0i 
thf  Theatre  B/syatj  Drury  Lane.  By  James  Ketmey^ 
Esq.  8to.  pp.  dU 

Thi»  is  a  legitimate  comedy;  not  one  of  those  fire 
act  larces,  which  modern  co«rt^sy  allows  to  assume  the 
name  of  comedy.  It  has  no  whining  sentiment,  no  con^ 
temptible  clap-traps,  to  catch  a  contemptible  applause* 
The  plot  is  simple,  but  well  imagined;  the  dialogue  ie 
chaste  and  pointed ;  and  the  characters,  particularly 
those  bf  CheTiot  and  Echo,  are  drawn  with  the  spirit, 
and  discrimination  of  a  master. 

Begone  Dull  Care;  a  Comedy^  in  five  Acts.  As  performed 
at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Cox  if  it  Garden.,  By  Frederick 
Reynolds.     8vo  pp.  6*5^ 

'*  Begone  dull  Care/'  thongh  not  one  of  the  best 
of  modern  cometlics,  is  by  no  means  one  of  the  werst. 
It  is  full  of  incident,  and  keeps  attention  alive.  Perhaps 
some  alteration  for  the  better  might  be  mkde  in  the 
manner  of  winding  up  the  piece.  The  dialogue  is^  ia 
gemtal,  spngbtly  and  pleasant* 
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^Tke  Schodfor  Authurs :  a  Comedy t  ^  t^i^  Acts^  As 
perfhrmed  at  the  Theaire  Royalf  Hat/marktt^  b^tJteir 
Majesty  9  Servants^  f^om  the  Tlteatre  Royals  Covent 
Garden,  By  the  late  John  Tobin,  Esq.  Author  of  the 
Honey  Moon^  Spc,  ^c.     Svo*  pp.  45* 

In  this  comedy,  as  in  Mr.  Tobin's  edicr  pieces, 
there  is  much  that  is  borrowed.  Such,  however,  w^ 
die  genius  of  Tobin  that  whatcTer  he  borrowed  he 
made  his  owu,  by  the  manner  in  which  he  applied  it. 
The  School  for  Authors  reminds  us  of  two  or  three 
dramas  by  writers  of  note.  But,  at  the  same  time,  it 
contaius  a  very  large  portion  of  original  i^atter.  it.  is, 
indeed,  a  drama  of  high  merit.  The  dialogue  is  ele. 
.gant,  and  spirited,  and  abounds  with  flashes  of  genuine 
wit.  If  the  School  for  Authors  do  not  become  a  stock 
piece,  we  shall  be  tempted  to  think  very  hadly  of  the 
taste  of  the  Managers  and  the  Public* 

The  Wanderer;  or^  the  Rights  of  Hospitality  ;  a  Drama^ 
in  three  Acts,  As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royals 
Cffoent  Garden,  Altered  from  the  German  of  Augiljlus 
Von  Kotzebue,  by  Charles  KcmbU.    £vo.  pp.  64. 

Thk  literary  merits  of  this  drama  arc  but  trifling. 
The  style  of  it  is  flat,  and  the  sentiments  arc  common 
place.  Of  character  it  has  little  or  nothing  to  boast. 
Vet  it  is  not  uninteresting.  The  critical  situation  in 
which  the  hero  is  placed  excites  a  powerful  interest, 
«ad  the  author  has  shewn  considerable  skill  in  producing 
A^geefiecL 

Kais :  or  Love  in  the  Deserts,  An  Opcra^  in  four  Acts  ; 
AS  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane,    With 

'       i»  p  3  ^ .        ' 


582 

a  few  Words  by  Way  of  Pr^ace.  Btf  J,  BiwidoUp 
Eiq.  Author  of  Fragmcifti  in  the  Manner  of  Siame, 
SfC.  8vo.  pp.  85. 

Whether^  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view,  Kais 
answered  Mr.  Brandon's  expectations,  we  know  not* 
It  is  to  be  hoped  that  it  did ;  for  he  has  nothing  to 
expect  from  it  on  the  score  of  reputation.  We  never 
perused  a  more  unattractive  drama.  It  has  neither 
character*  nor  contrivance,  nor  wit,  nor  elegance  of 
dialogue.  In  bis  **  few  Words  by  Way  of  Preface/' 
Mr.  Brandon  has  poured  forth  a  torrent  of  abuse 
against  the  critics  who  dared  to  dislike  his  prod  action. 
He  will  do  well,  in  future,  to  repress  his  anger,  which 
can  have  no  other  effect  than  to  make  him  ridiculous. 
If  he  mean  to  quarrel  with  all  those  who  think  his  plav 
a  bad  one,  we  suspect  that  he  will  have  quite  wore 
enough  on  his  hands* 

The  Jem  of  Mogadore^  a  Comic  OperOy  in  three  Acts, 
By  Richard  Cumberland^  Esq*     8vo.  pp.  J 6. 

Therb  is  not  much  of  novelty  in  the  charactere  or 
incidents  of  this  opera.  It  is,  however,  not  an  un<- 
pleasing  piece.  I'he  dialogue  is  neatly  written,  and 
the  songs  are  elegants 

Ta)o  Faces  under  a  Hood:  a  Comic  Opera^  in  three  Acts, 
As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal^  Cavent  Garden, 
Written  l)y  T.  Dibdin,  Author  of  Five  Miies  Of;  Jew 
and  Doctor ;  Birth  Day  ;  SfC,  ifC.  Spc,  f^Cm  8vo,  pp. 
80. 

^^  Two  Faces  under  a  Hood,''  we  consider  as  one  of 
the  best  of  Mr.  Dibdin's  minor  pieces.    The  plot  is  well 
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contrived,  many  good  situations  occur,  tbere  is  mucll 
bustle  and  'liveliness,  the  dialogue  is  tolerably  smarts 
and  the  songs  are  at  least  equal  to  the  general  run  of 
opera  songs. 

Ploi  and  Counterplot,  or  the  Portrait  of  Mkhael  Cer^- 
tantes ;  a  Farce  in  txoo  Acts.  By  Charies  Kembie, 
As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Boyaly  Haytnarket.  8vo« 
pp.4U 

Though  there  is  no  great  wit  or  degance  in  t1ii« 
piece,  it  seems  well  calculated  for  stage  effect.  It  is 
full  of  bustle  and  ludicrous  incident,  and  keeps  the 
attention  alive. 

Ella  Roienberg :  a  "Mclo  Drama.  In  two  Acts.  As  it  is 
performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane.  By 
James  Keonoff  Esq.     8vo.  pp.  41. 

This  is  one  of  the  best  Melo  Dramas  which   wo 
have    read.     The    characters   are   well    marked,    the 
dialogue  is  neut,  and  the  iitory  excrtesa  powerful  in-^ 
tecest,  which  is  sustained  to  the  very  cundusion  of  the' 
piece. 

The  Blind  Boy  :  a  Melo  Drama,  in  two  Acts.    As  per* 
/ormed  at  the  Theatre  Rttyai,  Covent  Garden,     8vo, 
pp.36. 

.  Ik  a  Melo'  Drama  we  are  not,  perhaps,  to  look  for 
much  delineation  of  character,  or  much  elegance  of 
dialogue.  The  Blind  Boy  does  not  contain  a-  large 
portion  of  either.  It  is,  however,  by  no  means  a  con- 
lemptible   production.     In    the   great   requisites   of 


584 

Tivetting  the  attention,  and  exciting  sympathy  for  its 
hero,  il  is  not  surpassed  by  many  pieces  of  the  «aine 
kiiid. 

Bonifacio  and  Bri'fgetina ;  or^  the  Knight  of  the  Her^ 
mtage  ;  or  the  WindnuU  Turret ;  or  the  Spectre  of  tim 
North  Eaht  Gallery ;  a  new  grand  Comck^  Tragickf 
Operatkk^  Pantomimicelf  Mtlo-dramatick^  E9trava^ 
ganza ;  with  a  Prelude,  As  performed  at  the  Theatre 
Royal^  Covetit  Garden  ;  altered  from  the  French  of  Mm 
MartaintUU^  and  adapted  to  the  English  Stage,  by 
T.  Dibdin,  Author  of  the  Jew  dnd  the  J)octor,  Cakmeip 
SfC,  4rc.  SfC  4'C*  4^^*    £▼(>•  pp.  49* 

To  excite  a  laugh  was,  we  suppose,  the  sole  aim  of 
Mr.  Dibdin,  in  writing  this  burlesque  Melo-Drama^ 
which,  though  it  may,  perhaps,  be  tolerated  on  the 
sta-ze,  is  intolerable  in  the  closet«  We  fear  that  the 
laugh  will  sometimes  be  at  the  expence  of  the  Author. 
The  Prelude  ib  somewhat  better  than  the  piece  itself. 

Jdusic  Mad.  A  Dramatic  Sketch ;  as  performed^  mtk 
the  greatest  Applause,  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Ha^ 
mar/itt,  Writtm  by  Theodore  Edward  Jiookf  Esq* 
8vo.  [jp.  33. 

**  Music  Mad"  is,  what  it  professes  to  be,  merely  a 
dramatic  sketch,  and  its  author  claims  for  it  little  or 
DO  merit.    It  is,  however;  a  lively  and  laughable  trifle- 
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POETRY, 


EPIC  POEMS  AND  ROMANCES. 

Washington f    or  Liberty  Restored:    A  Poem^  tii.T#i| 
Bovks,  by  Thomas  Northnutre.     12mo.  pp.  253* 

**  Wasiiikoton,"  gentle  reader,  is  nothing  less  thaa* 
an  epic  p<>ein,  ai;d  such  an  epic  po<?m,  as  not  Homef, 
Virgil  and  Miltunv^ere  they  all  alive  now,  could  pos. 
sibly  write!  The  author  has  composed  it  in  a  curious 
way.  For  tbe  tacts,  he  has  verbified  the  Gazettes,  the 
Parliamentary  Debates,  and  Salmon's  Modem  History, 
and  has  ihus  spoiled  decent  pro:»e,  by  turning  it  into 
limping  verse.  His  macbinery  consists  of  tbe  Genius  of 
Jjiberty  and  halt  a  dozi'n  devils;  and  the  devil  tp  pay 
there  is  with  tbem'!  Tbe  style  is  dt'plorably  mean  and 
ludicrous,  and  tbe  blank  verse  is  not  exactly  like  Mil- 
ton's. In  his  description  of  Satan's  shield,  the  author 
bas  tried  hi^  strength  with  Homer,  and  has  fabricated 
a  shield,  which  is  tit  only  for  a  fool  tiend  with  horns,  a 
tail  and  cloven  feet.  Tt)<^re  is  but  one  thing  we  like 
in  Mr.  Nortbmore's  poem;  it  is  the  hatred  which  hef 
manifests  against  arbitrary  powen 
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The  Four  Slaoes  of  Ciftlkera^  a  BjonuMCCf  in  ten  Canton. 
By  the  Rev.  RtJbert  Bland,  Author  of  Edwy  and  Elgiva^ 
and  Sir  Everard.    8vo.  pp.  279* 

Weke  we  invested  with  deapotia  authority  over  Mr. , 
Bland,  though  we  should  not  impose  on  him  such  a 
task  as  Mr.  Shandy  wished  to  impose  upon  My  Uncle 
Toby,  we  should  be  tempted  to  infringe  so  far  upon 
his  liberty,  as  to  command  him  to  give  existence  to  a 
numerous  poetical  progeny.  An  interesting  story,  ex- 
quisite description,  glowing  diction,  and  a  free  and 
highly  musical  versificatioui  distinguish  the  romance  of 
the  Four  Slaves  of  Cythera.  When  such  is  the  case, 
no  person  can  wonder  that  we  are  eager  to  have  mor« 
^eins  from  the  pen  of  the  Kama  author* 

Spanish  Heroism;  or,  the  Battle  of  Roncesvailes.  A 
Metrical  Romance.  By  John  Belfour^  £sy.  Author  of 
"  Music,''  a  didactic  Poem,  Spc.  S^c.     8vo.  pp.  277* 

.  A  POET  could  not  desire  a  better  subject  than  tha 
deeds  of  that  eventful  day 

'*  When  Cbarlemaia  with  all  hb  peerage  fell 
By  Fontarabbia." 

Mr.  Belfour,  however,  has  failed  to  reach  the  ''  height 
of  his  great  argument.^'  There  is  a  languid ness  in  some 
parts  of  his  poem,  and  an  abruptness  and  want  of  clear- 
ness in  others,  which  detract  heavily  from  tlie  merits  of 
the  work.  Of  mere  common  place  description  there  is 
infinitely  too  much.  Yet,  we  do  not  mean  to  say,  that 
the  poem  does  any  discredit  to  its  author.  On  the  con- 
trary,  it  proves  him  to  posseid  considerable  poetical 
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folenty  and  we  doubt  not,  that  his  next  effort  will  entittr 
lim  to  a  larger  share  of  praise,  than  cftn  be  awardedt 
to  him  for  this. 


MISCELtANEOUS  POETRY. 

Gertrude  of  Wyoming  ;  a  Peruyhaman  Tale.  And  other 
Poems,  By  Thomas  Campbttt^  Author  of  the  PUasures 
afJSepe^  Sj^c.    4to.  pp.  134. 

It  is  with  sorrow  that  we  see  Mr.  Campbell  giving 
immortality  to  a  tale,  which  reflects  disgrace  on  his 
country.  But  there  is  nothing  which  we  dislike  in 
Gertrude  of  Wyoming  except  the  choice  of  the  subject. 
The  author  of  the  Pleasures  of  Hope  has  added  to  his 
fame  by  this  new  work.  Censure  must  be  silent,  after 
it  has  mentioned  a  very  few  passages,  where  extreme 
compression  of  meaning  has  produced  obscurity.  Tho 
test  of  the  poem  is  either  tender,  or  picturesque,  or 
sublime.  The  smaller  poems  are  chiefly  lyrical,  and 
are  written  with  a  truly  lyrical  enthusiasm. 

British  Oeorgicu     By  James  Grahamt.     4to«  pp.  342. 

All  the  agricultural  part  of  this  poem  we  dislike  ^ 
all  the  poetical  part  of  it  we  admire.  No  offence  to 
Vireil,  but  we  deem  it  impossible  for  any  skill  to  give 
a  pleasing  efiect  to  farming  precepts  in  verse.  The 
Farmer's  Calendar  in  metrci  must,  of  necessity,  be 
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wearisome.  When  Mr.  Grahame  quits  theplcmgh  and" 
tbe  harrow,  and  sings  of  man  and  the  beauties  of  nature, 
he  b  a  delightful  poet.  There  is  a  sweetness,  a  simpli- 
city, and  a  truth  of  colouring,  in  his  descriptions,  and' 
a  fine  moral  tone  in  his  sentiments,  which  cannot  fail 
to  give  pleasure  to  every  reader  who  possesses  feelings 
and  true  poetical  taste. 

nt  Gvblm  Groom :  a  Tate  of  Dmue.    By  R.  O.  Fen* 

wkk,  Esq.    4to.  pp.  125« 

This  lively  and  laughable  poem  is  a  good  hmnonred 
burlesque  upon  some  parts  of  the  L^y  of  tbe  Last 
Minstrel  and  Marmion.  The  story  of  the  Goblia 
Groom  is  well  told,  and  in  flowing  verse.  The  author's 
aim  appears  to  have  been  merely  to  excite  a  smile,  not' 
io  depreciate  or  deny  tbe  talents  of  the  author  whose 
works  he  parodies* 

Ladif  Jane  Gray,  a  Tale,'  in  two  booh  ;  toiih  Stiscellaneoua 
Poems,  in  Englhh  and  Latin,  By  Francis  Hodgson^ 
A.  M.  Fellow  of  King*s  College,  Cambridge,  and  Author 
of  the  Translation  of  Juvenal,     8vo.  pp.  352* 

SPEAKij^O  of  a  Critic,  Mr  Hodgson  says, 

<*  Thou  snarling  elf !  I  care  not  for  thy  rage« 
While  gentler  souls  endure  my  yaried  page. 
And  sonietinics  smiley  und  sometiiues  fancy  here 
Kot  ill  besto^*d  ike  uiomenfary  teta" 

The  critic  must  be  an  ungentle  soul  indeed,  who 
merely  endures  the  pages  of  Mr.  Hodgson.  For  our 
parts  we  look  on  them  with  much  warmer  feelings,  and 
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•wn  that  they  are  well  calculated  to  esccite  boUi  tW 
imile  and  the  tear.  Among  the  numerous  poems  which 
his  volume  contains,  both  the  gay  and  the  pensive  may 
find  ample  gratification.  Mr.  Hodg^n  has  tried  the 
light,  the  witty,  the  satirical,  the  pathetic,  and  the 
tender  styles,  and  in  all  of  them  he  has  been  successful* 
We  assure  the  lovers  of  poetry,  that  his  volume  will 
afford  them  a  rich  treat. 

Keliquei  of  Robert  Burns;  eoiuisting  cUeflif  vf  original 
Letter$f  Poems,  and  critical  Ohseroatjions  sn  Scottish 
Songs.  Collected  and  published  by  R.  H.^  Csxmek 
8vo,  pp«453« 

i  Much  the  largest  part  of  this  volume  is  occupied  by 
prose  compositions,  which,  of  course,  do  uot  coma 
under  our  cognizance*  The  poems  bear  the  stamp  of 
the  genius  of  Burns.  The  volume  forms  a  necessary 
snd  valuable  supplement  to  the  edition  of  Bums^i 
works,  which  was  published  by  Dr.  Curric.  Mr» 
Cromek  is  entitled  to  the  thanks  of  the  Public,  for  his 
laudable  industry,  in  collecting  and  preserving  these 
Reliques. 

JSiements  of  Jrtf  a  Poem;  im  Stx  Cantos;  with  Notes^ 
and  a  Preface  ;  including  Strictures  on  the  &kate  of  the 
Arts,  Criticism^  Patronage^  and  Public 'Taste.  Bg 
Martin  Archer  Shee^  JR.  A.    8vo.     pp.  428. 

Tms  book,  as  a  preceptive  work,  deserves  to  bd 
consfdered  as'  **  the  Artist  s  Guide  ;''  and  as  a  Poem  it 
ensures  for  its  author  a  distinguished  place  among  con^ 
temporary  poots.    Mr#  Shee  delivers  his  precepu  with 
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;8n  animation  and  grace  which  every  reader  tnmt  a^ 
mire.  There  is  an  abundance  of  point  in  his  lines,  and 
the  characters  which  he  brings  forward  are  drawn  with 
a  nice  and  discriminating  hand.  A  considerable  por- 
tion of  his  volume  is  occupied  by  the  notes,  many  of 
which  are,  in  reality,  Essays,  of  sterling  merit. 

Poems  J  by  Sir  John  Carr.    8vo.  pp.  228. 

Wb  carniot  honestty  advise  Sfrr  JohnCarr  to  con- 
tinue bis  courtship  ol  the  Musea.  They  do  not  sevnt 
disposed  to  listen  to  his  suit.  We  fear  tluut  he  ^ill 
always  be  a  Stranger  upon  Parnassus.  Some  of  his 
Terses  are  pretty,  and  this  is  the  utmost  which  we  can 
Tentnre  to  say  in  their  praise^  ' 

Hora  lonica :  a  Poem^  descripikt  rf  tie  loman  Islands f 

and  part  of  the  adjacent  Coast  of  Greece*     By    Walter 

Rodwell  Wrighty   Esq,   sometime   his   Britaanic  Ma-* 

jesty's  Consul  General  for  the  Republie  of  the  Severn 

Islands,    Second  Edition,     Svo.  pp.  67, 

If  the  sale  of  books  were  in  proportion  to  their 
merit,  this  poem  would,  before  now,  have  passed 
through  many  more  than  two  editions.  Mr.  Wright's 
poetry  breathes  a  classical  spirit,  which  is  worthy  of 
the  subject.  His  volume  displays  a  style  at  onca 
chaste  and  glowing,  a  command  of  poetical  language, 
a  power  of  description,  and  a  musical  and  animated 
versification.  We  hope  that  the  loss  which  Mr. 
Wright  mentions  in  his  preface,  will  not  prevent  him 
from  undertaking  the  larger  work  to  which  he  alludes. 
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itutfkt&k  Tracesiied;  a  Tale  of  Modem  Timei.    Bjf 
Peter  Pty,  Esq.    8vo.  pp.  353; 

We  think  that  it  would  really  be  a  good  thifigi  If 
the  parliament  were  to  pass  a  law,  making  it  at  least  a 
transportable. offeQce  to  publish  such  wretched  doggrel 
as  Peter  Pry's.  In  that  case  Peter  Pry  would  be 
transported  for  life.  He  has  contrived  to  fill  353 
Images  with  the  most  wretched  of  all  wretched  trash* 
Had  be  possessed  even  a  grain  of  wit,  he  might  have 
inade  something  laughable  out  of  the  amours  and  wars 
of  the  Duke  and  the  Darling,  which  is  the  subject  he 
has  chosen.  But  he  never  blunders  upon  a  witty  ex- 
pression. Yet  he'  has  the  audacity,  in  the  gi^ossest 
Bianner,  to  abuse  Walter  Scott,  one  of  whose  worst 
iines^  is  worth  a  hundred  Volumes  8|ich  as  Marmion 
travestied. 

Paem^  (never  before  pid>tkhed)  terilten  cMefly  nt  Brem^ 
hm,  m  Wiltshire.  By  the  Rev.  WMam  Lisk  Bcmfles^ 
VoLjF.    Small  8vo.  pp.  197. 

Did  we  not  know  that  poet's  resolutions,  like  lover^s 
tows,  are  seldom  kept,  we  should  be  ratlpBr  alarmed 
by  H  hint,  which  Mr.  Bowies  has  thrown  out,  that  be 
has  bidden  adieu  ^o  the  Muse.  We  know,  too,  thar^ 
'though  a  man  may  bid  adieu  to  the  Muse^  she 
%ill  c6m'e  again,  in  spite  of  him.  **  She  will  come 
l^hen  she  vnll  come.''  So  we  do  not  despair  of  seeing 
a  fifth  volume  of  poems  by  Mr.  Bowles.  The  merit  of 
Mr.  Bowles  has  long  been  known,  and  we  shall)  there* 
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fore,  say  quite  enough  when  we  say  that  his  fourth 
volume  is  in  no  respect  inferior  to  those  which  pre» 
ceded  it.  The  lyre  still  yields  to  his  touch  as  pathetic 
and  as  harmonious  tones  as  ever  it  ^d  at  any  former 
period. 

p9emSf  bjf  Sanmel  Egerion  Brydges^  Baq,     The  fintrtk 
EdiiioHf  mth  numy  Additiont.    Small  8vo.  pp.  224. 

The  largest  part  of  this  volume  has  heen  five  and 
twenty  years  hefore  the  Public,  and  has  justly  re* 
ceived  abundant  applause  from  every  person  of  feeling 
and  poetical  taste.  Of  the  additions  many  have  ap* 
peared  in  the  Poetical  Register.  Can  it|  then,  be 
iiecessary  for  us  to  say,  that  Mr.  Bridges  has  formed 
bis  style  on  the  purest  modeb,  and  that  his  composi- 
tions are  such  as  will  hand  down  with  honour  his  iiam6 
to  posterity  ? 

Phikmon  ;  or^  the  Progress  of  Virtue;  a  Poem.  In  two 
Volumes.  By  William  Laurence  Browney  2>.  2>.  Prin- 
cipal of  Marischal  College  and  Umxersity^  Aberdeen^ 
etc.     Small  8vo.     2  Vols.  pp.  520. 

This  is  a  sort  of  metrical'  biography.  It  traces  the 
progress  of  Philemon,  the  virtuous  man,  from  his 
birth  to  his  death.  Dr.  Brown  has,  we  think,  been 
.somewhat  too  diffuse,  and  has  thus  rendered  his  poem 
rather  heavy.  Nor  do  we  consider  the  celestial  agency 
as  happily  introduced.  The  poem,  nevertheless,  is 
evidently  the  work  of  a  man  of  talent.  Many  part9 
rcf  it  are  written  with  a  poetical^pirlt. 
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ionneii,  and  other  Poam,    By  Mdrthd  HanidH.    Small 

8vo.  2  vols*  pp.  348. 

In  these  two  volumes  there  is  much  to  praise,  and 
little  to  condemn.  We  sometimes^  it  is  true,  meet 
Mfitik  feeble  lines,  and  awkward  expressions ;  but  not  so 
often  as  to  excite  disgust.  These  faults^  too,  are  re* 
deemed  by  many  beauties.  Miss  Hanson  generally 
iVrites  with  taste,  simplicity,  and  feeling,  and  her  verse 
is  polished  and  musical. 

The  Mother;  a  Poem^  in  five  Books.  Sy  Mrs.  Wesi^ 
Author  of  **  Letters  to  a  Young  Man^'  SfC.  ifC* 
Small  8vo«  pp.  242. 

In  '*  the  Mother*^  morality  and  poetry  are  happily 
nhited.  We  do  not  say  that  it  is  equally  poetical 
throughout.  The  author  certainly  flags  in  some  parts; 
but  a  very  large  proportion  of  the  work  will  give  plea- 
sure to  every  reader  of  taste.  The  poem  is  written  iu 
spirited  and  well  constructed  blank  verse^  We  recom- 
mend this  volume  strongly  to  all  who  are  mothers. 

The  Lion  and  the  Watet-WagtaU :  a  Moth  Heroic  Pfiemf 
in  t^ree  Cantos.    By  Castigator.     12mo.  pp.  174. 

Wa  have  read  through  this  long  poem,  of  more  than 
three  thousand  liilcs,  with  no  other  feelings  than  those 
of  weariness  and  disgust.  The  author  is  not  witty,  but, 
poor  fellow,  he  labours  hard  to  be  so.  He  has  all  the 
will  in  the  world,  and  on|^  wants  the  power.  The 
Duke  of  York|  who  is  the  hero  of  tl^e  poem,  and  who 
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I|  fepresenM  ds  a  paragon  of  milifary  niierit,  ttity  ^elf 
estclaim^  **  Heaven  defend  me  from  my  friends  V^ 

t^  PttKOck  M  Home ;  and  other  Toems^    By  Mrs, 
D&rset,    Small  8vo*  pp.  126. 

A  MOV  9  the  Numerous  imitations  to  ■which  '*  thjB 
i&utterJ9/s  Ball  has  jgiven  rise,  "  the  Peacock  at  Homie'* 
is  indisputably  by  iar  the  best.  It  is  not  merely  «  . 
production  for  lUtle  children,  biit  may  be  read  with 
pleasure  by  **  children  of  a  larger  growth.**  Mb* 
Dorset's  other  poems  are  elegant  compositions.  The 
style  is  uniformly  graceful  and  unaffected ,  alid  tb^ver* 
sificatioti  flowing  and  vigorous. 

The  Farm  Hoiae^  a  Tale:  with  Amatory^  Pattoralf 
Elegiac,  imd  Mucellantaiu  Fotms^  SonnetSf  4*^*  ^y 
James  Murray  Lacey.    Small  8vo.  pp.  220. 

Mr.  LAcby  has  evidently  not  yet  learned  the  neccs" 
sary  art  of  blotting  ;  nor  the  sound  though  paradoxical 
truth,  that  half  is  better  than  the  whole.  He  has  too 
parental  an  affection  for  all  his  literary  progeny.  Had 
he  excluded  from  his  volume  one  third  of  the  piecesi 
and  carefully  corrected  the  remainder,  his  volume 
would  have  been  more  valuable.  Poetical  talent  he 
undoubtedly  possesses.  Some  of  his  poems,  partictilarly 
of  his  amatory  poems,  are  above  mediocrity.  We  sen* 
ously  recommend  to  him  not  to  be  seduced  into  a 
slovenly  style,  by  the  facility  of  composition/ which|  as 
he  tells  us,  he  possesses. 

J  Poetical  Picture  of  America^  being  Observations^  made 
during  a  Residence  of  several  Years,  at  Alexandria  and 
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Jforfotk^  in  Virgwia ;  iUustrative  of  the  Mofmers  and 
Customs  of  t&  Inhabitants;  ana  interspersed  with 
Anecdotes^  arising  from  a  general  Intercourse  with 
Society  in  that  Country,  from  the  Year  179^  to  IS07. 
By^  a  Lady*    Sm^U  8vo.  pp.  177> 

The  Authoress  of  this  ^'Poetical  Picture'^,  woulily  wo 
think,  have  acted  more  wisely,  had  she  written  her 
observations  in  humble  prose.  Her  work  might  then, 
perhaps,  as  she  seenis  an  intelligent  woman,  have  heei^ 
l^ad  with  pleasure.  In  its  present  shape  It  does  not 
give  any  thing  like  picture.  The  ^Picture  is  no^  a 
Poetical  ou^ ;  it  has  i;othing  of  poetry  in  its  composi- 
tion. 

CandUa  de  Florian^  and  other  Poems.    By  an  Qfficer*s 
Wife.    Small  8yo.  pp.  159. 

This  little  volume  is  prefaced  by  some  lines,  of 
pathetic  sweetness,  addressed  to  the  reviewers.  Hard 
must  he  the  heart  which  is  not  softened  by  them,  and 
inspired  with  the  kindest  wishes  for  the  welfare  of  the 
writer.  Her  sole  object  in  publishing,  she  states  to  be, 
to  enable  her 

<<  To  bear  to  healing  tprings 
^  The  ffided  wouiujled  Ht^sbaml  of  her  hemW' 

We  hope  that  her  volun^e  has  fully  answered  its  laud- 
i^ble  purpose.  Her  poems  dn  not  stand  in  i^eed  uf  any 
introductory  apology.  Though  now  and  then  iucor* 
rect,  they  are  worthy  of  praise,  for  their  elegance  ami 
simplicity.  They  prove  the  author  to  possess  poetical 
PfiWers,  and  a  pure  and  cultivated  mind. 
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Tie  SaUor  Botff  a  Foem»  In  Four  Cantos^  Ilhutratwe 
of  the  Navy  of  Great  Britam,  By  H,  C,  Esq,  Author 
of  the  Fisher  Boy,    Small  8vo.  pp.  208. 

TnouaH  this  poem  is  exceedingly  incorrect,  and 
contains  a  vast  niimber  of  lame,  inharmonious  lines,  it 
|s  far  superior  to  the  *'  Fii>ber  Bpy"  by  the  same  author* 
The  character  of  the  Sailor  Poy  is  >vell  supported,  and 
his  adventures  are  told  with  spirit,  and  in  a  natun^l 
manner.  It  is  a  pity  that  Mr.  H,  C.  will  not  endea- 
vour to  acquire  a  better  style,  and  to  render  \i\s  versi- 
fication less  offensively  rugged. 

The  HermitagCy   or  Views  of  life  and   Manners,     4 
Poem^  with  Nofes^    Small  8vo.  pp.  103. 

In  the  moral  strain  of  this  poem,  and  in  the  style  of 
versification,  there  is  much  that  reminds  us  of  Cowpcr, 
and  of  Cowpcr  too  in  his  best  parts.  The  author  of  the 
Hermitage  is  evidently  an  accurate  observer,  ai)d  he 
writes  with  gr^at  feeling  and  force.  His  prose  is  not 
inferior  to  his  verse. 

Poetic  Amusement^   consisting  of  a  Satnfle  of  Sonnets, 
Epistolary   Poemsy    Moral  Tales,    and  Miscellaneous 
Pieces.     By   Thomas  Beck,  Author  of  The  Age  of 
Frivolity ;  The  Passions  tonight  by  Truth ;  The  Mis- 
sum;  and  other  Poems.     Small  8vo.  pp.  204. 

Incorrect  and  rugged  as  Mr.  Beck's  verses  sometimes 
fire,  there  is,  nevertheless,  much  in  his  volume  which 
may  be  read  with  satisfaction.  Humorous  composition 
•ecms  to  be  the  kind  in  which  he  is  most  successful. 
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Some  of  his  serious  pieces  are,  however,  well  written. 
His  moral  and  religious  principles  are  entitled  to  un« 
qualified  praise. 

Saimeis  of  the  Eighteenth  Century  ^  and  other  tmM  Poems. 

Small  8v«.  pp.  145. 

There  is  considerable  quaintiiess  in  some  of  these 
Sonnets,  bdt  they,  nevertheless,  abound  with  feeling 
and  poetry.  Among  the  small  poems  which  conclude 
the  volume,  the  imitations  of  Horace  hold  the  first 
place  in  merit.  We  have  seldom,  if  .ever^  seen  imita- 
tions more  playful  and  elegant. 

Ronald,  a  Legendary  Tale;  xoith  other  Poem*    Small 

8vo,  pp.  1061 

There  is  nothing  in  this  volume  which  can  particu* 
larly  offend  the  reader;  nor  is  there  any  thing  in  it  which 
can  afford  him  much  pleasure.  It  may  serve  to  pass 
away  an  idle  half  hour,  and  will  be  forgotten  in  as 
short  a  time. 

Brighton^  a  Poem ;  descriptive  of  tlie  Place  and  Parts 
adjacent ;  and  other  Poems,  By  Mary  Lhyd,  Small 
8vo.  pp.  88. 

The  writer  of  this  volume  will  do  well  to  revise  with 
more  care  her  next  production.  Her  present  work 
has  many  metrical  and  even  grammatical  faults. 
Brighton  contains  a  few  good  descriptive  passages,  and 
the  smaller  poema  are  not  without  poetical  ideas. 
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MisceUaneoui  Poetry^  by  Thomas  Greeny  Jim,  of  Lvcar^ 

pool,    ]2mo.  pp.  131. 

The  verses  contained  in  this  volume  are  sucb  as,  ta 
use  the  words  of  9.  celebrated  author,  might  have  been 
written  *'  by  many  men,  many  ivomen,  and  mapy  chil- 
dren." There  is  no  poetry  in  them ;  nor  do  they  af- 
ford the  slightest  reason  to  hope  that  their  writer  will 
fver  become  a  poet.  It  is  an  act  of  kindpess  in  us  to 
tell  Mr.  Green  this  uniyelpome  truth. 

Rudigar  the  Bani.    A  Legendary  Tal^.    By  Eagle** 
field  Smithy  ^q.    Small  8vo.  pp.  47» 

This  is  by  far  the  best  poem  we  have  seen  from  thq 
pen  of  Mr.  Smith.  Though  it  is  occasionally  rugged, 
feeble,  and  incorrect,  it  has,  on  the  whole,  considera- 
ble merit.  The  story  is  interesting  and  wel|  told,  and 
several  passages  are  animated  apd  poetical. 

Monody  on  the  Death  of  Sir  John  Moore.  By  M,  G. 
Lewis,  Recited  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre  by  Mrs.  Pvwell^ 
prohibited  on  the  third  Night  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain ^ 
and  quoted  by  Mr,  Tiemey  in  the  House  of  Commons, 
on  Tuesday^  May  9.     Small  4to.  pp.  15. 

Webe  Solomon  himself  now  alive,  it  would  puzzle 
him  to  find  out  any  cause  which  could  have  induced 
the^  Lord  Chamberlain  to  prohibit  the  recitation  of 
these  lines.  We  have  not  been  able  to  discover  a  single 
Word  capable  of  giving  offence.  The  Monody  seems  to 
be  a  hasty  production^  and  is  not  equal  to  many  ot 
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Mr.  Jliowis's  former  compositions.    It  is,  nevertheless, 
evidently  the  worj^  of  a  man  of  genius. 

An  Elegiac  TribiUe  tq  the  Memory  of  Lieut,  Gc».  Sir 
J(M|»  Moore.    Bj/  Mrs.  Cockle.    4to.  pp.  l^ 

This  Elegiac  Tribute  does  credit  to  the  feelings  and 
talents  of  the  Author,  It  contains  several  pleasing 
passages,  and  nothing  which  ca^s  for  any  severity  of 
censure. 

A  Monody  on  the  Right  Honourable  WUUam  Pi$t,  dedi* 
cated  byj^ermission  to  hpr  Grace  the  JOucheu  ofBiek^ 
mond.  By  the  Rfv.  Robert  Dealtry^  LLJ)^  4to. 
pp.  18. 

Dr.  DEAi.TRy  has  contrived,  under  the  title  of  it 
Monody,  to  produce  one  of  the  most  ludicrous  compo- 
sitions, which  ever  came  froip  the  press.  He  tells  us 
of  Melville,  "  poor  Pitt's  fa^t  friend,"  of  "  grog,  girl, 
fiddle,  and  postchaise  and  four ;''  and  of  many  other 
things  equally  funny,  and  then  calls  out, 

**  Hftts  off,  my  couitrynien !  for  glory  lit. 

And  give  three  cheers, — <  The  memory  of  Pitt !'  ^ 

The  Doctor  it  very  fpnd  of  calling  in  ''  apt  alliteration's 
artful  aid.'*  in  his  first  page  we  have  a  beautifully 
alliterative  line, 

**  Peerless  pre-eminence  proad  V\\X  proclaim  !" 

In  his  eleventh  page  the  Doctor  treats  us  with  some 
news.  We  fear,  however,  that,  in  two  lines  out  of 
.four,  his  reason  is  as  defective  as  his  rhyme.  He 
ilcscribes  Idr.  Pitt  as  the  man. 
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«*  Who  bade  the  payment  of  ear  specie  cease. 
Yet  made  the  credit  «f  oar  bank  increase; 
And  persevering  in  a  sinking  fand, 
Of  all  our  debt  the  liquidation  found." 

Eiegy  on  Sir  John  Moore^  K,B.  dedicated^  by  Permission^ 
to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Richmond^  By  the  Rev. 
Robert  Dealtry^  LL.D.    4to.  pp.  7. 

EccE  iteram  Crispinus  \  Behold  the  Doctor  again  ! 
This  poem,  however,  is  not  as  bad  as  his  Monody  ;  for 
it  is  only  a  quarter  the  length  of  the  Monody.  It 
barely  filb  three  pages.  Take  notice,  reader,  we  do 
Dot  complain  of  its  shortness.  One  beautiful  image 
irom  this  goodly  Elegy  we  must  transplant  into  our 
pages, 

.«<  While  Honour,  wide  awake*  bade  Terror  sleep." 

This,  we  suppose,  will  be  quite  enough  for  any  of  our 
readers. 

The  Bibliomania^  an  Epistle  to  Richard  Heher,  Esq*    By 
John  Ferriary  M.D.     4to.  pp.  14. 

The  chief  fault  which  we  have  to  find  with  this 
'  epistle  is,  that  il  is  too  5hort^  This  is  a  fault  which 
we  seldom  have  occasion  to  find.  '*  The  Bibliomania'' 
is  a  pleasant  composition.  The  satire,  which  is  justly 
deserved  by  the  objects  of  it,  is  pointed,  without  being 
violent  and  scurrilous. 

An  Ode  on  the  Death  of  JUeut,  CoU  George  J,  B»  Tucker. 

4to.    pp.  13. 

This  Ode  has  an  abundance  of  smoke,  without  a 
sinc^le  spark  of  fire.    It  is  all  '*  double,  double,  toil 
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and  trouble/'  to  no  purpose.  The  Author  mistakef 
the  darkest  obscurity  for  sublimity,  apd  harsh  inver« 
sion,  and  a  clutter  of  sounding  words,  for  poetic  spirit 
and  diction*  Yet  he  rates  his  powers  highly,  and  talks 
of  his  '^  splendid  verse,"  and  his  hopes  of  making 
known  to  the  furthest  ends  of  the  earth,  the  virtues  of 
his  hero.  Good  things  should  not  be  too  cheap,  and 
be,  therefore,  values  at  half  a  crown  his  hundred  and 
thirty  lines. 

A  Sokmn,  Sentimental^  and  Reprohatory  Epistle  to  Mn, 
Clarke.  By  Peter  Pindar^  Esq^  A  new  Edition^  with 
Corrections  and  Additions*    4to,  pp.  13. 

Tf{£  subject  chosen  by  Peter  is  a  good  oney  (we 
mean  for  wit  apd  satire,)  but  be  has  made  very  little 
of  it.  His  epistle  is,  in  truth,  a  lame  production, 
which,  unless  we  are  woefully  mistaken,  will  never 
be  read  twice,  and  which  it  is  a  work  of  labour  to  read 
even  oncef 

An  Heroic  Epistle^  addressed  to  G,  L,  Wardle,  tesq. 
M.  P.  On  the  Charges  preferred  by  him^  against  his 
Royal  Highness  the  Duke  of  Tor k^  and  the  FoundaiioH 
of  those  Charges.    By  Mentor  Britanmcus.    4to«  pp. 

Mr.  Mentor  Britanvicus  is  one  of  the  worit 
writers,  that  ever  put  pen  to  paper.  He  has  not 
given  us  a  single  good  line.  He  would  fain  be 
witty  and  severe,  but  he  docs  not  know  how.  ^'  The 
Muse,''  he  says,  "  is  perhaps  his  best  and  dearest 
friend/'  If  that  be  the  case,  we  really 4>ity  him.  Poor 
fellow !  what  %  friendless  creature  he  must  bel 
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furope:  Idnes  on  the  Pruent  War,    By  ReginM  Htm 

her^  A.  ilf.    8vo.  pp.  40. 

Those  who  have  read  the  poem  of  **  Palestine,''  in 
the  second  volume  of  the  Poietical  Register*  will  sit 
down  to  the  perusal  of  Mr.  Heber's  present  poem, 
with  the  expectation  of  being  highly  gratified.  Nor 
will  their  expectations  be  disappointed:  His  lines,  as 
he  modestly  calls  them,  are  worthy  the  importance  of 
the  subject.  The  thoughts,  the  diction,  and  the  ver« 
sification  are  truly  poetical. 

Iberia's  Crisis,  a  Fragment  of  an  Epic  Poem,  in  three 
Parts.  First  Part^  Usurpation's  corrupt  Agents,  foiU 
Stratagems y  and  diabolical  Prcigress,  Second  Part,  the 
Discomfiture  of  Usurpation  from  the  Valour  of  Patriot* 
ism.  Third  Part,  the  base  temporary  Exultation  tf 
Usurpation,     8vo.  pp.  66,  . 

What,  in  the  name  of  wonder!  could  induce  the 
author  of  this  fragment  to  think  of  writing  poetry  ? 
He  is  just  as  fit  to  be  a  poet,  as  a  man  born  deaf  is  to 
be  a  judge  of  music.  An  Epic,  too !  Lord  have  mercy 
upou  us !  It  is  a  happy  circumstance  for  us  that  ho 
left  the  *'  second  and  third  parts  in  an  unfinished  state 
at  Madrid.''    The  following  is  a  fair  specimen. 

•*  The  feigned  friends  advanced  tow'rds  Madrid* 
In  Saint  Sebastian  leaving  garrisons* 
Pamp'ioiia,  Figueras,  Barcelona, 
When  half  the  mask  for  deep  intent  was  stript/' 

The  notes  are  amusing.  The  author  seems  capable  of 
giving  information  relative  to  Spain.  We  advise  him^ 
however,  always  to  print  his  prose  in  the  usual  way. 
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He  will  firid  it  mticli  better  to  do  so,  than  to  cut  it  ititb 
lengths,  under  the  mistaken  idea  that  he  in  making 
terse. 

The  Thispiad.     8vo.  pp,  50. 

The  fliuthor  of  the  Thespiad  is  a  man  of  taste  and 
judgment.  His  characters  of /living  actors  are  always 
spirited  and  poetical,  and,  for  the  most  part,  just  and 
candid.  We  hope  that  this  is  not  the  last  tiiiie  he  will 
act  as  the  censor  of  actors  and  authors. 

K^MUth  and  FeneUa.    A  Legendary  Tale,     By  the  Retfm 
T.  S.  WhaUey,  D.D.    fivo.  pp.  55. 

This  is  an  interesting  tale;  though  not  quite  as  in- 
teresting as  the  author  might,  with  a  little  more  care, 
have  made  it*  He  himself  modestly  speaks  of  it  as  an 
unfinished  sketch,  and  laments  that  his  "  imagination 
is  clouded,  and  his  ardour  cooled  by  old  age  and  infir- 
mities." One  ikult  of  his  composition  is,  the  form  of 
his  stauia,  which  is  not  calculated  for  a  long  poem* 

Factum f  a  Poem*    8vo.  pp.  85. 

This  poem  contains  1051  lines,  witii  numerous  and 
voluminous  notes.  If  we  were  invested  with  despotic 
power,  and  had  a  r^<te  against  any  man  of  poetical  taste, 
we  do  not  know  how  we  could  gratify  our  revenge  more 
completely,  than  by  compelling  him  to  read  this  things 
denominated  *'  Faction."  We  think  that  such  a  punish- 
ment would  make  him  very  careful  not  to  give  us  fresh 
offence.  The  author  of  '*  Paction"  woold  fath  be 
witty ;  but  he  ^ho  threshes  mere  straw  will  never  get 
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imt  Any  ivbeat  In  the  opening  of  his  poem  ke  desires 
to  be  taught,  **  to  strike  the  jarring  lyre.  He  certainly 
has  had  an  able  preceptor;  never  did  a  lyre  yield  more 
dissonant  notes  than  that  which  be  strikes  with  such  a 
clumsy  band« 

Courtship  at  Osftn-d*     With  other  Poetm.     8ro.  pp.  SO. 

These  are  pleasant  and  well-written  political 
trifles.  The  author  is  a  man  of  wit  and  poetical  talent. 
Me  does  not,  however,  combine  the  character  of  the 
prophet  with  that  of  the  poet.  The  prediction  in  his 
^  Courtship  at  Oxford"  has  been  falsified  by  the  event ; 
the  old  lady  of  whom  he  writes,  having  chosen  the 
suitor  whose  rejection  he  predicted. 

The  Bellum  Catilinarivm  qfSalhut  travestied.  Inscribed 
to  the  Right  Hon.  George  Cannings  M.  P.  one  of  Ms 

'  Majesty's  prineipal  Secretaries  of  State,  ^c,  SfC.  ^c. 
8vo.  pp.  16\ 

This  travesty  has  no  more  to  do  with  Sallust's  war 
of  Catiline,  than  it  has  with  the  History  of  Jack  the 
Giant  Killer.  It  is  a  lampoon  upon  the  administration 
of  **  All  the  Talents ;"  and  is  a  so-so  production,  not 
offending  by  any  gross  nonsense,  nor  deserving  any 
praise  fur  wit  or  pointed  satire.  A  newspaper  would 
have  been  the  best  vehicle  for  giving  it  to  the  public. 

Sonnets  for  the  Year  1809;  consisting  of  Mrs.  Clarke's 
r  Garland f  Miss   Taylor's   IVrcath;   and  others.     By 
Cosmo  Triplet^  Esq.  J.S.RJ.     8vo.  pp.  48. 

This  is  a  curious  production,  and  must  have  cost  the 
aiuhor  sorot  trouble.    It  consists  of  forty-one  sonnets, 
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oa  the  legitimate  model.  The  author  is  evidently 
accustomed  to  the  composition  of  the  regular  sonnet. 
His  verses^  too,  are  more  humorous  than  the  generality 
of  political  pasquinades. 

The  Council  of  Hogs^  a  descriptive  Poem;  containing  # 
patriotic  Oration  to  the  Swinish  Multitude,  dvo.  pp. 
15. 

Tm  e  author  of  this  poem  has  not .  talent  enough  to 
fill  the  office  of  Poet  Laureat  to  the  Hogs.     The  learned 

Eig  had  certainly  a  larger  share  of  intellect  than  he 
as.  One  of  his  highest  flights  of  wit  consists  in  calling 
a  person  a  '^  Great  Boar,"  and  then  asking,  in  a  note» 
if  ^'  Bore"  would  not  be  a  better  reading.  This  piece 
of  wit  is  such  a  favourite  with  him,  that  he  uses  it  twice 
within  four  pages ! 

Mercy,    A  Poem^     8vo.  pp.  15. 

The  bill  for  the  protection  of  animals,  which  was 
brought  into  the  House  of  Peers,  by  Lord  Erskine, 
gave  rise  to  this  poem.  The  author  of  Mercy  is  a  be- 
nevolent man,  and  many  of  his  verses  are  good ;  but 
he  has  not  quite  done  justice  to  his  subject. 


SATIRE. 


EngHsh  Bards,  and  Scotch  Reviewers:  a  Satire,  By 
Lard  Byrvn.  Second  Edition^  with  considerable  Ad* 
ditions  tmd  Alterations,-    Crown  8vo.  pp.  9^. 

The  luckless  wights  who  have  brought  down  upon 
themselves  the  hostility  of  Lord  Byron  have  ample 
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^tise  to  regret  ttieir  rasbness.  He  wields  the  ^cbtirg^ 
of  satire  with  a  vigorous  and  unrelenting  hand.  Wd 
do  not  recollect  that  any  thing  half  so  severe  ils  tbii 
t>oem  has  appealed  since  the  days  of  the  Baviad  and 
the  Maeviad.  Though  in  some  instances  we  toust  dis* 
sent  from  the  judgment  passed  by  bis  Lordship^  w^ 
think  that  the  censure  which  be  bestows  is  genefally 
well  merited  by  the  objects  of  it,  and  that  be  has  done 
a  considerable  service  to  the  cause  of  justice  aiid  of 
good  tastev 

The  Age  of  Ffivotitjf :  a  Poem.  Addressed  to  the  Paskhn^ 
able^  the  Busy^  and  the  Religious  World.  By  Thomas 
Beck.  Author  of  "  Foctk  Amusement T  "  The  Pdssioni 
taught  by  Truth  ;"  and  other  PoemS.  Third  Editiom 
revised  and  enlarged.    Small  8vo.  pp.  156. 

This  poem  is  divided  into  three  parts :  Amusement, 
Occupation,  Religion.  Under  these  heads  Mr.  Beck 
attacks  the  reigning  foibles  and  vices  of  the  age.  His 
weapon  is  rather  of  the  flail  kind,  and  he  lays  about 
him  with  it  unmercifully.  In  plain  English,  he  is 
often  coarse,  and  he  sometimes  misdirects  his  satire* 
At  the  same  time  it  must  be  owned  that  he  possesses 
strong  satirical  powers ;  that  numerous  passages  of 
his  poem  are  spirited  and  epigrammatic;  and  that,  in 
most  instances,  the  censure  which  he  bestows  is  well 
deserved  by  those  who  are  its  objects. 

The  Popish  Divan,  or,  Political  Sanhedrim.    A  Satirical 
Poem.    By  Erinaceus.    8vo.  pp.  60. 

In  point  of  style  and  versification,  Erinaceus  is  su- 
perior to  the  common  run  of  political  verse  writers^ 
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and  in  throwing  out  virulent  abuse,  and  making  baM 
and  groundless  chargesi  be  will  not  find  many  who 
can  rival  him.  Amongst  violent  and  libellous  produc- 
tions, his  poem  is  one  of  the  roost  libellous  and  vio* 
lent.  He  cannot  be  ignorant  that  had  a  writer  belong- 
ing to  the  party  which  he  attacks,  indulged  himself  in 
less  than  half  of  the  scurrility  of  "  The  Popish  Divan," 
the  mild  and  benevolent  Sir  Vicary  would  have  beea 
instantly  set  to  work,  to  silence  and  punish  the  offender. 
How  true  is  t|ie  vulgar  adage,  which  says,  that  **  one 
man  may  steal  a  horse,  when  another  must  not  look 
over  the  hedge  I" 

The  Scotiady  or  Wise  Men  of  the  North  !!  !  A  serio-comic 
and  Satiric  Poem*  In  three  Cantos.  By  MacrOm 
8vo.  pp.  62. 

We  know  not  in  what  country  Macro  was  born,  but 
we  are  sure  that,  as  an  author,  he  does  it  no  honour. 
He  is  not  one  of  the  wise  men.  His  three  cantos  of 
doggrel,  with  their  numerous  notes,  do  not  contain  a 
gleam  of  wit  or  humour,  nor  a  gi^in  6f  common  sense. 
He  is  invetcrately,  radically,  incurably  dull ! 

Sir  Frantic^  the  Reformer  ;  or  the  Humours  of  the  Crown 
and  Anchor :  a  Poem^  in  txvo  Cantos,  By  ^-c,  ijfc. 
Esquire,  Author  of — Nothing,     8vo.  pp.  88. 

With  a  want  of  justice  and  candor,  Esquire  Et  cetera 
may,  perhaps,  justly  be  charged  ;  with  a  want  of  wit 
he  certainly  cannot.  There  is  an  abundance  of  spirit 
and  drollery  in  his  poem*    He  is,  indeed,  no  contempt!- 
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ble  imitator  of  Butler.    This  pruse  even  his  enemiei 
will  not,  we  think,  be  disposed  to  deny  him. 

One  more  Peep  at  the  Boyal  Academy  ;  or  Ode$  to  Royal 
Academkiani^  SfC.  ^.  By  Peter  Pindar^  Esq,  4to, 
pp.  40* 

When  Peter  Pindar  gets  hold  of  the  R.  A.'s  he 
seems  to  revive,  like  Antaeus  who  gained  frd^h  vigour 
by  touching  the  ground.  In  these  odes  h^  has  made 
some  good  hits,  and  manifested  a  portion  of  that  hq* 
nourous  spirit  which  we  were  almost  disposed  to  be* 
li^ve  had  entirely  forsaken  hini. 


REPUBLICATIONS  OF  ANCIENT  POETRV,    . 

An  exact  History  of  the  Battle  of  Flodden :  in  Verse, 
JVrittcn  about  the  Time  of  Queen  Elizalfeth,  In  which 
are  related  many  Facts  not  to  be  found  in  the  EngUsh 
History.  Published  from  a  curious  MS.  in  the  Library 
of  John  Askew y  Esq,  of  Pa/insbum^  Northumberland ; 
with  Notes,  by  Robert  Lambe^  Vicar  of  Norham^' 
Small  8vo.  pp.  227* 

This  is  a  republication,  without  any  amendments^ 
from  the  edition  published  forty  years  sinte  by  Mr. 
Lam  be.  Those  who  wish  for  a  correct  edition  must 
consult  Mr.  Weber's.  Some  of  Mr.  Lambe's  critical 
suggestions,  in'  the  notes,  are  worthy  of  notice^ 
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TRANSLATIONS, 

Tke  Iliad  of  Horner^  translated  into  English  Blank 
Verse.  By  tke  Rev.  James  M^rrice^  A.  M.  late  StU' 
dent  of  Christ  Churchy  Oxford^  Rector  of  Betshanger^ 
in  the  County  of  Kent^  and  Vicar  of  Flower^  North* 
amptonshire.     8vo.    2  vols.  pp.  679* 

Cowper's  blank  verse  translation  of  the  Iliad  will 
not,  we  think,  be  superseded  by  Mr*  Morrice's  transit* 
lion,  which  is  frequently  deficient  both  in  dignity  and 
grace.  We  must,  nevertheless,  own  that,  in  some 
parts,  Mr.  Morrice  has  displayed  a  respectable  portion 
of  poetical  talent* 

The  Remains  ofHesiod  the  Ascrcean^  translated  from  th^ 
Greeks  into  English  Verse  ;  xcith  a  preliminary  Visserta* 
Hon  and  Notes,  By  Charles  Abraham  Elton.  Small 
8vo.  pp.  390. 

Therb  seems  reason  to  believe  that  we  shall,  iq 
time,  possess  standard  translations  of  all  the  classical 
authors.  Hesiud  has  hitherto  been  known  to  the  English 
reader  only  by  the  feeble  version  of  Cook.  He  ha3 
now  had  ample  justice  ^lonc  to  him  by  Mr.  Elton. 
We  do  not,  indeed,  hesitate  to  say,  that  Mr.  Elton  has 
left  nothing  to  hope  from  any  future  translator.  Th^ 
dissertation  and  no|^  manifest  great  critical  knowledge, 
and  are  elegantly  written. 

foems  and  Translations,  from  the  Minor  Greek  Poets  and 
•'  Mhers  ;  written  chiefly  between  the  Ages  <*/'ttn  and  six* 

R  r2 


€12 

teen,  by  a  Lady.  DediccUedy  hy  Permisdotiy  to  Her 
R,  H,  the  Princest  Charlotte  of  Wales,  Small  8vo. 
pp.  iZ%. 

This  is  a  volume  which  it  is  not  possible  to  read 
without  astonishment.  Some  of  the  poems  which  it 
contains  were  written  at  the  early  ages  of  seven  and 
eight*  If,  indeed,  the  volume  were  filled  with  mere 
verses,  there  would  be  nothing  to  wonder  at*  There 
are  numbers  who  scribble  at  an  early  period.  But  the 
wonder  is,  that  a  person  so  young  should  write  good 
poetry.  The  translations  are  from  the  Greek,  lAtin, 
Italian,  and  French,  and  are  executed  with  vigour  and 
grace.  The  originals  are  animated,  correct,  and  ele* 
gant,  and  the  versification  is  exceedingly  musical.  In 
blank  verse  also,  that  most  difficult  species  of  verse, 
this  lady  writes  as  well  as  she  does  in  rhyme. 

Poems.  Consisting  of  Translations  from  the  Greeks 
Latin,  and  Italian.  With  some  Originals,  By  Mrs. 
Ware,  of  Ware-hilly  Herts,     Small  8vo.  pp,  230. 

This  volume  does  credit  to  the  learning,  taste,  and 
talents  of  Mrs.  Ware.  The  translations,  which  are 
from  some  of  the  best  authors  in  the  Greek,  Latin,  and 
Italian  languages,  are  not  merely  (fone  into  English,  but 
executed  with  spirit.  The  original  pieces  are  elegant 
and  pleasing. 

The  Satires  of  A.  Persius  Flaccus^  translated,  with  Notes 
on  the  Original,  by  the  Rev,  F»  Howes,  A.  M.  8vo. 
pp.  170, 

This  translation  is  paraphrastic,  but  is  executed 
with  spirit.    It  ought  to  find  a  place  in  every  collection 
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•f  versions  from  the  Latin  poets.  The  notesi  likewise^ 
are  numerous,  and  display  great  reading  and  critical 
knowledge. 

Imitations  and  Translations  from  the  Ancient  and  Modern 
Classics f  together  with  Original  Poems  never  before  pub^ 
lished.  Collected  by  J.  C.  Hobhouse,  B.  A.  tf  Trimtjf 
College^  Cambridge,  8vo.  pp.  2S5. 

The  principal  contributors  to  this  elegant  rolumo 
are  the  Editor  and  Lord  Byron«  The  portion  furnished 
by  the  £ditor  consists  chiefly  of  translations.  They 
are  executed  with  taste  and  poetical  spirit.  Among 
the  poems  of  Lord  Byron  are  some,  of  an  amatory 
kind,  which  possess  exquisite  sweetness  and  tenderness* 
All  the  poems  in  the  volume  are  worthy  of  praise. 

Fables  and  Satires ,  with  a  Preface  on  the  Esopean  Fable. 
By  Sir  Brooke  Bootkby^  Bart,  Small  8vo.  2  vols, 
pp.  488. 

The  Fables  contained  in  these  two  volumes  are 
chiefly  translated  from  Phaedrus,  Avienus,  and  several 
other  ancient  and  modern  writers ;  only  a  few  are 
originals.  Sir  Brooke  Boothby  has  done  great  justice 
in  his  translations,  which  arc  close,  concise,  and  hap* 
pily  turned.  The  satires,  four  in  number,  are  pleasant 
compositions. 

II  Pastor  Fido^  or  the  Faithful  Shepherd^   a  Pa^orat 
Tragic  Comedy,   attempted  in  English  Blank   Verse^ 
from  the  Italian  of  Signor  Cavalier  Giovanni  BattUta 
Guanni*    8vo.  pp.  249. 

The  present  translator  declares  that  he  was  induced 
to  engage  in  his  task  by  '*  a  strong  impression  that, 
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iK^twithstanding  the  old  translation  in  rhyme  by  fht 
Richard  Fanshaw,  the  English  reader  has  still  to  b« 
introduced  to  the  beauty,  the  sublimity,  and  the  ex* 
<|uisite  tenderness  of  Guarini  ;*'  and  he  expresses  hit 
fears  that  '^  he  has  perhaps  been  too  adventurous.*' 
That  he  felt  such  an  impression  we  rejoice;  that  he 
has  been  too  adventurous  we  deny.  The  success  of  his 
attempt  proves  that  he  was  in  the  right  to  dare*  His 
tjranslation  is  elegant,  faithful,  and  spirited  ;  and  is  not 
likely,  we  think,  to  be  speedily  surpassed. 

Select  IdyUa  ;  or  'Pastoral  Foems.  Translated  from  the 
German  of  Solomon  Gessner.  By  George  Baker ^  A.  M» 
Crown  8vo.  pp.  256. 

THts  is,  we  believe,  the  first  attempt  which  has 
been  made  to  translate,  or  at  least  to  translate  any 
number  of,  the  Idylls  of  Gessner  into  English  verse. 
Sir.  Baker  has  been  successful  in  his  attempt.  Me  has 
selected  from  his  author,  with  judgment;  his  transla- 
^on  is  elegant  and  poetical,  and  it  will  doubtless  find 
a  place  in  the  library  of  every  lover  of  poetry. 

SohmoH  :  a  Sttcred  Drn?na,     Translated  from  the  Ger*^ 
man  of  Klopstock.    By  Robert  Huish,     8vo.  pp.  26l. 

This  sacred  drama  is  intolerably  long  and  intolera-' 
bly  dull.  We  have  read  it  through,  because  it  was 
onr  duty  to  do  so ;  Jbut  we  seriously  doubt  whether 
any  person,  except  a  reviewer,  and  that,  too,  a  very 
conscientious  reviewer,  will  ever  perform  the  same 
achicvemoiit.  To  render  the  task  of  reviewing  his  work 
Qiore  disagreeable,  which  was  quite  unnecessary,  the 
translator  has  set  at  defiance  all  the  1#W8  of  versifica* 
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tion«  He  threatens  us  with  three  more  dramas,  tni 
an  original  poem  of  ten  cantos;  but  we  hope  that  ht 
will  relent,  and  not  beliave  with  such  unmerciful  i«* 
▼•rity. 


DRAMA- 
UNACTED  PLAYS. 

fanithta^  Queen  of  5i^Vi,  a  Tragedy^  in  Jite  Ads*  S?0« 

pp.  89. 

We  do  not  know  that  this  is  the  wotst  tragedy  in 
the  world ;  though  we  are  tnuch  inclined  to  believe 
that  it  is.  At  all  events  wc  are  quite  sure  that  there 
cannot  be  a  worse.  It  is  one  heavy  mass  of  nonsense 
and  dulnesSf  unenlightened  by  a  single  ray  of  genius, 
or  even  of  sense.  To  say  a  word  more  about  it  would 
be  a  shameful  waste  of  time  and  paper. 

The  Abdication  of  Ferdinand;  or,  Napoleon  at  Bayonnei 
an  Historical  Play^  in  five  Acts,     8vo.  pp.  77* 

If  the  author  of  this  piece  be  not  entirely  divested 
of  common  sense,  he  will  never  again  think  of  writing 
a  play.  He  has  not  one  of  the  qualities  which  a  dni'^ 
inatic  author  should  possess.  His  drama  is,  to  say  no 
worse,  a  tame,  drawling  performance,  guiltless  of  any 
thing  like  poetry,  and  the  metre  in  which  it  is  written 
is  such  an  up  and  down  hobbling  sort  of  metre,  that  to 
read  it  or  listen  to  it,  is  a  heavy  penanCe  to  any  person 
who  has  a  tolerable  ear» 
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ACTED  PLAYS. 

ilan  and  Wife ;  or  more  Secrets  than  One :  a  Comedy,  in 
Jive  Acts,    As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royaly  Drury 
Lane.    By  SamuelJames  Arnold  Esq.     8vo.  pp.  91- 

• 
This  comedy  is  said  to  bave  been  received  with 
general  applause,  and  we  are  glad  that  it  was  so  re- 
ceived, as  It  is  a  comedy  of  sterling  merit.  The  plot  it 
weir  contrived  and  well  carried  on;  the  characters  are 
naturally  drawn ;  a  powerful  interest  is  excited ;  and 
the  winding  up  ef  the  piece  is  skilfully  managed.  Th« 
dialogue  is  neat  and  lively;  and  not  without  an  occa^ 
sional  seasoning  of  wit  and  humouf. 

Grieving's  a  Folly  :  a  Comedy  j  in  Jive  Acts.     As  'per- 
formed by  the  Drury  Lane  Company,  at  the  lA/ceum 
Theatre,  Strand,     By  Richard  Leigh  Esq.     8vo.  pp. 
72. 

We  do  not  know  what  reception  this  piece  met  witk 
on  the  first  night,  but,  had  we  been  at  the  Theatre,  wo 
should  most  hearlily  have  given  our  voices  for  a  second 
representation.  Gricving's  a  Folly  is  much  above 
mediocrity.  The  plot  is  good,  the  incidents  arc  well 
arrajiged,  the  characters  are  quite  in  nature,  and  kept 
up  with  spirit,  and  the  dialogue  is  generally  correct  and 
spirited. 

The  Foundling  of  the  Forest:  a  Flay,  in  three  Acts  ;  not$ 
performing  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Uaymarkct,  with  the 
most  distinguished  Success^    By  William  Dimond,  Esj, 
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Author  ^J,  <  AMan  and  Orrila/  *  Hero  of  the  North/ 
*  Hunter  of  the  Alps/  SfC.  SfC.     8vo.  pp.  72. 

If  to  keep  up  the  attention  of  the  auditor  or  reader, 
from  the  opening  to  the  conclusion  of  a  piece,  be  a 
merit  in  a  dramatic  production,  that  merit  the  Found- 
ling of  the  Forest  undoubtedly  possesses.  Nor  is  that 
its  only  merit.  The  characters  are  well  supported. 
The  dialogue,  with  the  exception  of  some  passages  in 
which  the  author  is  too  pompous  or  too  flowery,  ig 
written  with  correctness  and  animation.  We  wish  that 
Mr,  Dimond  would  attempt  a  drama  in  the  good  old 
style  of  blank  verse.  There  are  circumstances  which 
induce  us  to  think  that  he  would  not  be  unsuccessful  ia 
the  attempt. 

Venoni,  or  the  Novice  of  St.  Marks :  a  Drama,  in  Thrtf 
Acts.    Bi/  M.  G.  Lewis.    8vo.  pp.  103. 

Venonx  is  in  a  great  measure  translated  from  a 
French  play  in  four  acts  called  "  Les  Victme$ 
CloitrkesJ*  Mr.  Lewis  has  very  skilfully  adapted  th^ 
original  drama  to  the  English  stage.  Venoni  is  a  piec9 
which  c^ccites  an  interest  so  strong  as  to  be  painfuh 
The  dialogue  is  sometimes  turgid,  but,  on  the  whole, 
is  well  written* 

Safe  and  Sound;  an  Opera:  in  Three  ActSj  performed 
at  tlie  Lyceum  Theatre^  London.  Written  by  Theodore 
Edward  Hook,  Esq.  Author  of*'*'  Killing  no  Murder;'* 
**  Ttkeli/'  SfC.  Src.  The  Music  by  Mr.  Hook,  Sen. 
8vo.  pp.  70. 

In  his  preface,  Mr.  Hook  informs  the  reader  that 
he  legks  uo  reputation  from  this  piece,  and  that  hn 
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kopes  some  allowance  will  be  made  for  its  defects^ 
it  naving  been  written  in  less  than  a  week,  solely  for 
the  purpose  of  introducing  the  music  from  the  pen  of 
his  father,  of  whom  he  speaks  with  a  truly  filial  affec* 
tion.  For  so  Imsty  a  composition  it  is  really  credit* 
able  to  his  ])cn.  We  hope,  however,  that  he  will  not 
get  into  a  habit  of  writing  an  opera  in  a  we^. 

Not  at  Home :  a  Dramatic  Enter taintnmt^  as  performed^ 
with  general  Approbation,  6y  tke  Drury  Lane  Company  ^ 
at  the  Lyceum  Theatre.  Wr'dten  by  JR.  C.  DaUas^ 
Esq.  Author  of  Elements  of  Self-Knowledge,  Perdvaif 
Aubrey,  SfC.    8vo.  pp.  40. 

Mr.  Dallas  has  been  so  successful  in  this  Dra« 
matic  Entertainment,  that,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  he  will 
give  us  more  of  the  same  sort.  The  plot  is  well  con- 
trived, the  characters,  especially  those  of'  Lovell  and 
Spectre,  are  naturally  and  forcibly  drawn,  and  the  di- 
alogue is  neat  and  sprightly. 

Killing  no  Murder :  a  Farce :  in  two  Acts,  as  performed 
with  great  Applause  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Hay  market: 
together  with  a  Preface,  and  the  Scene  suppressed  by 
Order  of  the  Lord  Chand)erlain,  Written  by  Theodore 
Edward  Hook,  Es^,  The  Music  by  Mr.  Hook,  Sen. 
8vo.  pp.  64. 

If  this  farce  had  no  other  merit  than  that  of  having 
occasioned  Mr.  Hook  to  write  the  preface  to  it,  we 
should  still  be  glad  that  it  is  published.  The  preface 
is  a  delicious  morsel!  We  cannot  sufficiently  thank  Mr. 
Hook,  for  the  chastisement  which  he  has  inflicted  upon 
tke  sleek,  puritanical  deputy  of  the  Lord  Chamber}ai7i«: 


619 

The  Farce  itself  we  consider  as  one  of  the  best  of  Mf« 
Hook's  productions.  It  is  a  bustling,  welUcon^ 
structed  farce*  and  deserves  the  plaudits  which  it  re« 
ceived. 

Yes,  or  Not  a  Musical  Farce,  in  two  Acts^  By  J. 
Pocock,  Esq.  As  performed  with  universal  Applause 
at  th€  Theatre  Royal,  Haymarket.  The  Music  composed 
by  Mr.  C.  Smith.    8vo.  pp.  38. 

Mr.  Pocock  modestly  declares  that  ''  conscious  of 
inability  and  inexperience,  his  sole  attempt  was  to  con* 
trive  a  few  ludicrous  incidents,  a  few  comic  situalions* 
to  display  the  peculiar  powers  of  the  performers,"  and, 
he  adds,  that  nis  Farce  is  a  **  mere  sketch,^'  and  '*  a 
trifle/'  Wc  think  that  he  has  underrated  his  powers. 
His  sketch  proves  that  he  has  at  least  talents  for  farce 
writing.  It  is  a  lively,  laughable  piece.  Let  him  pro- 
ceed* V 

The  Vintagers;  a  Musical  Romance,  in  two  Acts,  By 
Edmund  John  Eyre^  of  the  Theatres  Royal,  Drury 
Lane,  and  Haymarket ;  formerly  of  Pembroke  College^ 
Cambridge.  As  performed^ at  the  Theatre  Royal  Hay^ 
market.  The  Music  composed  by  Mr.  Bishop.  8vo« 
pp.  39. 

**  The  Vintagers,"  though  not  remarkable  for 
-wit,  or  elegance  of  dialogue,  is  a  very  tolerable  trifle, 
which,  aided  by  music,  scenery,  and  acting,  may  past 
muster  as  well  as  nine  tenths  of  its  brethren. 
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CATALOGUE. 

1808— I8O9. 

Some  occasional  Verses,  on  the  opening  of  the  Reading 

Literary  Institution.    By  John  Berkeley  Monck,  Esq. 

For  the  Benefit  of  the  Reading  Girls'  School.     4to. 
An  Elegy  on  the  Demolition  of  the  leaden  Spires  of 

Lincoln  Minster ;  distributed  in  Lincolnshire^  as  a 

Christmas  Box,    ISOJt  from   the   President  of  the 

Royal  Society.     To  which  is  added  a  Parody,  sent 

in  return,  as  a  New  Year's  Gift.     4to. 
Outlines  of  English  History,  in  Verse*     By  Elizabeth 

Rowse.     8vo« 
La  FSte  Royalc ;  or  the  Visit  to  Stowe.     A  Poem,  in 

two  Cantos.     12nio. 
Charles's  Small-clothes,     A  National  Ode.     By  the 

Author  of  the  Foxiad.     4to. 
The    Imperial   Conspirator  overthrown ;    or  Spanish 

Poison  for  Subjugation.     The  last  Act  of  a  long 

Tragedy.     By  H.  S.  Edwards,  Esq,     8vo. 
MusA   Scatonianae :    a   complete   Collection   of    the 

Cambridge  Prize  Poems,  from  the  fii-st  Institution 

of  that  Premium    by   the  Rev.  Thomas  Seaton  in 

1750  to  180^.     2  vols.     8vo. 
Military  Promotions ;  or  the  Duke  and  his  Dulcinea. 

A  Satirical  Poem. 
The  Stanws  of  an  English  Friend  to  the  Patriots  of 

Spain.     4to. 
A  Selection  of  Poems,  by  Charles  Smart,  Newark. 

2  vols.     12mo. 
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A  Collection  of  Songs,  Moral,  Sentimental,  Instruc- 
tive, and  Amusing.  Selected  and  revised  by  the 
Rev.  James  Plumptre,  M.  A.  Fellow  of  Clare  Hall. 
Volume  the  third.     l2mo. 

The  Bees :  a  Poem,  in  four  Books.  With  Notes,  moral, 
political,  and  philosophical.  By  John  Evans,  M,D« 
F.R.M.S.  Edin.     Book  II.     4to. 

The  Invocation,  a  Parody;  addressed  to  the  Right 
Hon.  Spencer  Percival,  Chancellor  of  ihc  Exchequer^ 
on  his  Silence  during  the  Debate  on  his  Majesty's 
Speech  in  the  House  of  Commons,  Thursday,  Jan. 
21,  1808;  Written  and  Dedicated  to  Sir  Francis 
Burdett,  Bart.  M.  P.     By  John  Blunt.     8vo. 

The  Lash,  a  Satire,  without  Notes.     8vo. 

Poems  on  various  Subjects.  By  Henry  Richard  Wood, 
Esq.     Small  8vo. 

The  Royal  Umiad,  with  a  Dialogue  between,  and  an 
interesting  Picture  of,  our  most  gracious  Queen,,  and 
her  lovely  and  most  amiable  Daughters.  By  T* 
Hague.     8vo.  ' 

The  Caledonian  Musical  Museum,  or  complete  Vocal 
Library  ;  containing,  among  many  others,  200  Songs 
by  Burns,  and  embellished  with  a  Head  and  Fac- 
simile (never  before  published)  of  the  immortal 
Bard.  The  whole  edited  by  his  Son.  3  vols« 
12mo. 

Valentine's  Day;  or,  the  Amorous  Knight  and  the 
Belle  Widow.     In  three  Acts.     8vo. 

The  Muses'  Bower,  embellished  with  the  Beauties  of 
English  Poetry.     Small  8vo.     4  vols. 

The  Jew  of  Malta,  an  Historical  Tragedy,  with  Notes, 
by  W.  Shone,  Esq.  cxhibitij^ig  the  cruel  Policy  of 
J^)pish  Governments.    8vo. 
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British  Loyalty,  or  long  live'tbe  King^  a  dramatic 
Effusion,  in  two  Acts ;  with  Songs  and  Dances.  By 
Joseph  Moser,  Esq.  D.L.  one  of  his  Majesty's  Jus- 
tices of  the  Peace,  for  Middlesex,  Essex.  &c.    8vo. . 

-Camilla,  or  the  deserted  Sister,  founded  on  well 
known  Circumstances,  and,  inscribed  to  a  Right 
Hon.  Lady.     4to. 

Varnishando;  a  Serio-Comic  Poem,  addressed* to 
Collectors  of  Paintings.  By  an  Admirer  of  the  Arts* 
4to. 

Short  Pieces,  in  Verse,    By  Clcricus.    8vo. 

The  Schobl  for  Oratory,  or  a  peep  at  the  Forum,  a 
Farce ;  dedicated  to  ihe  Society  for  the  Suppression 
of  Vice.     8vo. 

Medka  and  Jason,  translated  from  Ovid.     12mo. 

Poetry  for  Children,  entirely  original,  by  the  Author 
of  Mrs.  Leicester's  School.     2  vols. 

The  Meteor;  or  a  Short  Blaze  but  a  Bright  One,  a 
Farce,  in  two  Acts.     8vo. 

The  Jubilee,  by  Joseph  Kemp.     8vo. 

Emancipation,  or  Peter,  Martin,  and  the  Squire,  a 
Tale  in  Rhyme,  with  Notes,  exhibiting  Sketches  of 
eminent  public  Characters.     8vo. 

La  F6te  de  la  Rose,  or  the  Dramatic  Flowers ;  a  Holi- 
day Present  for  young  People.  By  Mrs.  B«  Hoole. 
24mo. 

The  Eagle's  Mask.     By  Tom  Tit.    24mo, 

The  CiU*s  Concert,  or  Grimalkin's  Disasters. 

The  Turtle  Dove,  a  Tale,  by  a  Gentleman. 

An  Heroical  Epistle  lo  Sir  Hew,  with  a  Word  to  Sir 
Arthur.     4to. 

The  Montem,  a  Musical  Entertainment,  in  two  Acts. 
By  the  Rev.  Henry  Rowe,  LL.B.  Rector  of  Ringshal^ 
iu  Sull'oik.     8vo. 
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Donna  Ignez  de  Castro :  a  Tragedy  from  the  Porto- 

gueze  of  Nicola  Luiz.     With  Remarks  on  the  History 

of  that   unfortunate   Lady.      By  John  Adamson. 

8vo. 
The  Patriot's  Vision,  a  Poem,     To  which  is  added  a 

Monody  on  the  Death  of  the  Right  Hon.  Charles 

James  Fox. 
A  Poem  on  Astronomy,  with  new  and  exact  Maps, 

containing  the  Number  of  Stars  in  each  Constella. 

tion,  their  Ascension  and  Declination.     By  S.  Ville- 

mer.     8vo. 
An  Epistle  to  Sir  Arthur,  with  a  Word  or  two  to  the 

approvers  of  his  Convention. 
The  Flowers  at  Court.     By  Mrs.  Reeve,  12mo« 
The  Pride  of  Birth,  an  Imitation  of  the  Eighth  Satirt 

of  Juvenal,  and  adapted  to  the  present  Times, 
The  Holidays,  or  Application  rewarded,  and  Indolence 

disgraced,  a  Poem. 
Paths  and  Arria,  a  Tragedy  in  &ve  Acts.    To  which 

is  prefixed  a  Letter^  addressed  to  Thomas  Sheridan 

Esq.  on   the  present  State   of  the   English  Stage. 

8vo.  ^ 

The  Cyprian  of  St.  Stephen's,  or  Princely  Protection 

illustrated ;  in  a  Poetical  Flight  to  the  Pierian  Spring. 

By  Samuel  Satiricus. 
X'Y  Tang,  an  Imperial  Poem,  in  Chinese.     By  Kien 

Lung.     With  a  Translation  and  Notes,  by  btephen 

Weston,  F.R,S.  F.S.A. 


THE    END. 
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